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	1. Chapter 1

Ferno pinched the bridge of his nose, as his father scolded his brother, for another failed invention of his, with the dragon carrying off another entire flock of sheep.

"STOP! Just ... stop. Every time you step outside, disaster follows. Can you not see that I have bigger problems? Winter's almost here and I have an entire village to feed!" Stoic the Vast yelled at his oldest son.

"Between you and me, the village could do with a little less feeding, don't ya think?" Hiccup said sarcastically, and Ferno let out a small smirk at that comment.

"This isn't a joke, Hiccup! Why can't you follow the simplest orders, like Ferno?!" Stoic yelled again pointing to his youngest son.

"I can't stop myself. I see a dragon and I have to just ... kill it, you know? It's who I am, dad."

Stoic signed. "You are many things, Hiccup. But a dragon killer is not one of them."

At this point, Ferno walked up to his father and brother.

"Dad, come on-"

He was interrupted. "Make sure he gets to the house. I have his mess to clean up." Stoic lumbered off into the opposite direction.

Ferno and Hiccup watch their father for a moment. "Well, that went better than I though." Ferno said to himself, nonchalantly, as Hiccup turned around and walked to the direction of the house.

They passed the teens. "Quite the performance." Tuffnut Thornton sniggered. Ferno sent him a glare.

"I've never seen anyone mess up that badly. That helped!" Snotlout Jorgenson, exclaimed to Hiccup's face.

"Thank you, thank you. I was trying..." Hiccup said as, Ferno gave their cousin an elbow to the rib.

They reached the steps. "I really did hit one." Hiccup claimed.

"Sure you did." Ferno mumbled.

"He never listens to me."

"I see where you get it from now."

"And if he does it always with this disappointed scowl, like someone skimped on the meat in his sandwich." Hiccup mimicked their father, "Excuse me barmaid, I'm afraid you brought me the wrong firstborn. I ordered an extra large boy with beefy arms. Extra guts and glory on the side. This here. This is a talking fishbone."

Ferno let out a laugh. "Buddy, your thinking about this in the wrong way. He just doesn't like ... this." Ferno gestured to all of his brother.

"You just gestured to all of me."

"Bro, you don't get it. Your just ... different, dad isn't a fan of that. Hiccup, there's nothing wrong with being different. It's just that different never fits in with normal, it leads a person higher." Ferno patted his brother's shoulder and smiled, and watched as he went into the house.

Nodding at himself, he went back down to the village to help the Vikings clean up after the battle. Although most of the dragons flew off, a few were captured, Monstrous Nightmare, Deadly Nadder, Gronkle and Zippleback.

Ferno's mind couldn't help but wonder if his brother was actually still in the house, or out somewhere trying to prove that he actually hit a Night Fury. Ferno dismissed the idea.

"Wow, I don't remember Hiccup messing up _that _bad." Snotlout said, as they finished cleaning the battlefield.

"Snotlout! If you know what's good for you, shut up right now." Ferno threatened.

"I don't get it, why do you still care for him so much, he's not even a Viking." Tuffnut came over.

Ferno unsheathed his trusty sword and pointed it to Tuffnut's throat. "He's my brother, before he's a Viking or not." He icily glared at the blonde teenager, then put back his weapon, walking away from the teens.


	2. Chapter 2

"Either we finish them or they'll finish us! It's the only way we'll be rid of them! If we find the nest and destroy it, the dragons will leave. They'll find another home." The voice of Stoic the Vast boomed around the great hall.

Ferno, Snotlout, Ruff and Tuff couldn't help it but spy on the Village Meeting. They were cradled and crushed in the secret hole that the twins once accidently blew up and they four now used as a way to spy on their parent's meetings.

"One more search. Before the ice sets it."

"Those ships never come back." They heard a random Viking say.

"Your dad is planning another search on the dragon's nest?" Ruffnut asked.

"Sweet, that means we can blow up double the amount of things that we usually do." Tuffnut smiled and hi-fived his sister.

"Will you be quiet?!" Snotlout hissed, trying to listen to the conversation.

"Now who's in?" Awkward silence. "Alight, those who stay will look after Hiccup." Suddenly everyone simultaneously volunteered.

"Oh, come on, you cowards, he's just a scrawny toothpick. What's so terrifying about him?" Ferno face-palmed himself.

"You obviously don't know him, do you?" Snotlout sniggered looking at the twins who also laughed under their breaths.

Ferno rolled his eyes and elbowed Snotlout in the stomach. "I live with him in the same room. I think I know him pretty well." He harshly hissed.

The teens watched as all the Vikings departed.

"Well, I guess that's the end of that." Tuffnut said, as he, his sister and Snotlout got out of the hole and walked to their homes. Ferno stayed for a while, noticing that his father and Gobber had stayed behind to talk. Intrigued by this the Viking stayed behind.

"I'll pack my undies." Gobber, with his usual joke of his underpants, wiped clean is mouth.

"No, I need you to stay and train some new recruits."

"Oh, perfect. And while I'm busy, Hiccup can cover the stall. Molten steel, razor sharp blades, lots of time to himself ... what could possibly go wrong?"

"What am I going to do with him Gobber?"

"Put him in training with the others."

"No, I'm serious."

"So am I."

"He'd be killed before you let the first dragon out of its cage." Ferno frowned at his father's little confidence in Hiccup.

"Oh, you don't know that."

"I do know that, actually."

"No, you don't."

"No, you don't!"

"Listen! You know what he's like. From the time he could crawl he's been ... different. He doesn't listen. Has the attention span of a sparrow. I take him fishing and he goes hunting for ... for trolls."

"Trolls exist! They steal your socks. But only the left ones. What's with that?" Ferno face-palmed himself.

"When I was a boy..."

Both Ferno and Gobber signed deadpanned and said simultaneously from their respected distances. "Here we go again..."

"My father told me to bang my head against a rock and I did it. I thought it was crazy, but I didn't question him. And you know what happened?"

"You got a headache." Gobber said, bored.

"You take me to the woods, to do the same thing." Ferno whispered to himself, with equal boredom.

"That rock split in two. It taught me what a Viking could do, Gobber. He could crush mountains, level forests, tame seas! Even as a boy, I knew what I was, what I had to become. Hiccup is not that boy."

"You can't stop him, Stoic. You can only prepare him. Look, I know it seems hopeless. But the truth is you won't always be around to protect him. He's going to get out there again. He's probably out there now."

Ferno decided to leave. He ran off to his house, to warn his brother that their father was going to put him in Dragon Training.

"Now, about the other one." Gobber put his mug down. "Ferno. When are you gonna tell that one?"

Stoic's eyes immediately flashed with panic. "After the search."

"That's what you said before the last search. He's going to find out someday, Stoic, and it better be from you."


	3. Chapter 3

"Hiccup? Hiccup you in here." Ferno called as he entered the house.

"Yep, up here." A voice called from upstairs. Ferno jogged upstairs to the brother's shared room. "What's up?"

"I just over heard dad's Village Meeting. He wants to put you in Dragon Training."

"What?!" Hiccup jumped from the bottom half of the bunk bed, which was his.

"Yeah. Gobber convinced him ... It was nice knowing you Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III."

"This is not funny. We gotta do something. I-I ... I could run away..."

"Hiccup you finally get your chance to prove yourself to dad, and your planning of running away."

"It's just that I finally realised ... can't kill dragons."

Ferno face-palmed himself. "Took you long enough. So what size hammer finally hit you on the head to finally realise that?"

Hiccup winced. "No hammer. I was just ... thinking a lot recently."

Ferno eyed the shorter boy. "Ok, well. Uh ... let's go see dad off. He's at the docks, you'll be able to tell him then."

Ferno waved for Hiccup to follow him as he walked off down stairs. The blacksmith groaned and got up, obeying the warrior.

They stood at the docks, watching as the other teenagers hugged their parent's their goodbyes. Both Hiccup and Ferno felt a pang of jealousy hit their chests, their a father had never showed them any kind of affection. Hiccup would receive a good old scolding and get humiliated by the entire village, but Ferno would also get a cold shoulder. On him weighed down all of their father's expectations, and those were just as heavy as their father himself.

Ferno was expected to be the most skilful warrior, the great leader, the notorious dragon slayer. He would probably be the next Chief. The whole village expected something extra-ordinary out of him.

In reality, all Ferno wanted was to be an explorer. He wanted to adventure onto different islands, and wonder about the creatures that lurked there. He wasn't much of a leader, he saw that trait in Hiccup, but because of his low popularity, no one else noticed that. The last thing Ferno wanted, was to be Chief of anything. He hated being tied down to one spot for the rest of his life. And along with it's perks, the position of Chief was, in Ferno's eyes, it was a prison.

However, the worst part about Stoic the Vast was that he sometimes ... acted differently to Ferno. It sometimes felt as if Ferno wasn't Stoic's son at all. The glares Stoic sent him, when he messed up, were harsher than the ones he directed at Hiccup. The icy voice, when he defended Hiccup, was enough to frighten the bravest Viking out of his skin.

Hiccup and Ferno continued watching as the other teenagers hugged their parents a good bye, for what could have been the last time.

Stoic walked behind them, but kept his distance. Awkward silence had befallen the three.

"I'll be back ... probably." He said.

"And we'll be here ... maybe." Hiccup said, in his awkward voice.

The sons avoided eye contact with their father.

Gobber came up to them, and huffed in annoyance.

"Hiccup and Ferno would like to tell you that they'll miss you and they hope you find that Thor-forsaken Dragon Nest, so you can stop putting out all your worries on everyone, namely poor Gobber." The blonde Viking looked at the two boys for their confirmation and they nodded.

"Stoic would like to tell you that he'll be thinking of you the whole way. So don't throw a house party, train hard and he hopes he'll return soon ... but if he doesn't well you know that's that."

"We're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard." Stoic commented.

"We're Vikings. It's an occupational hazard." Gobber repeated.

"I said that part." Stoic huffed in annoyance, and proceeded onto the boat.

"Oh sorry, for helping." Gobber said sarcastically.

Stoic got on the boat. "I want them both back, with all limbs intact." He was about to continue onto the boat, the suddenly stopped. "I almost forgot. Both of you start Dragon Training, tomorrow morning." Then he walked off.

"Yeah, dad there's going to be an issue with that-" Hiccup attempted but failed to get the attention of his father, but the Chief had already left.


	4. Chapter 4

"Welcome to Dragon Training." Gobber opened the cage entrance to the Dragon Arena. Six determined teenagers came in and one slightly not so enthusiastic ones, came in.

"No turning back." Astrid said, as she held her trusty axe by her side.

"I hope I get some serious burns." Tuffnut commented.

"I'm hoping for some mauling, like on my shoulder or lower back." Ruffnut said, hopefully.

"Yeah, it's only fun if you get a scar out of it."

Ferno watched his friends as they worshiped battle scars. He himself liked all his limbs and bit of skin on him.

"Yeah, no kidding, right? Pain. Love it." Hiccup said, unenthusiastically, trying desperately to fit in him the others.

"Oh great. Who let him in?" Tuffnut groaned.

"The Chief." Ferno glared at Tuffnut.

"Let's get started! The recruit who does best will win the honour of killing his first dragon in front of the entire village." Gobber said, made a gesture to glory.

"Hiccup already killed a Night Fury, so does that disqualify him or...?"

"Snotlout!" Ferno yelled at his cousin.

"What, I'm just saying what we're all thinking?"

"Yeah, can I transfer to the class of the cool Vikings." Tuffnut said, turning around and walking up to the cages, with the others in tow.

"Don't worry. You're small and you're weak. That'll make you less of a target. They'll see you as sick or insane and go after the more Viking-like teens instead." Ferno heard Gobber say.

"Not helping Gobber."

Gobber chuckled and left Hiccup's side, walking across the cages, that were bursting to be open, literally.

"Behind these doors are just a few of the many species you will learn to fight." As he introduced the dragons, Fishlegs rattled on about their characteristics.

"CAN YOU STOP THAT?!" Gobber yelled, annoyed. "And ... the Gronkle."

"Jaw strength, eight." Fishlegs whispered, to both Ferno and Hiccup who were on either side of him.

"Whoa, wait! Aren't you gonna teach us first?!" Snotlout questioned, pathetically.

"If you were the great Viking you claimed to be, you wouldn't need training." Ferno smirked, and unsheathed his sword our of it's cover, reading it.

"I believe in learning on the job." Gobber pulled the leaver and a massive Gronkle burst out. "Today is about survival. If you get blasted, you're dead. Quick, what's the first thing you're going to need?"

"A doctor?" Was Hiccup's guess.

"Plus five speed?" Fishleg's answer.

"A shield." Astrid yelled. Always the best at what she does.

"Shields. Go." At once all the teenagers ran for the shields. "Your most important piece of equipment is your shield. If you must make a choice between a sword or a shield, take the shield."

Ferno ignored the twin's bickering, as they got blasted and disqualified. His grey eyes focused on the bee-like, rock-eating, fire-breathing, dragon.

"Those shields are good for another thing. Noise. Make lots of it to throw off a dragon's aim." At once all the teenagers crashed their weapons with the shields. The Gronkle was shaking it's head confusedly. "All dragons have a limited number of shots. How many does a Gronkle have?"

"Five?" Snotlout yelled as he dodged the Gronkle's attacks.

"Six!" Both Ferno and Fishlegs yelled in unison. Fishlegs got blasted, Ferno dived the attack. Ending up at the other side of the ring.

"One shot left!" Gobber yelled.

The Gronkle headed for Hiccup and cornered him to the wall, preparing to fire.

"Hiccup!" Ferno yelled and threw his shield hitting the Gronkle square on the face, making it miss the shot. The focus turned to Ferno.

"Oh no." Ferno said, deadpanned and made a run for the nearest shield.

"And that's six." Gobber grabbed the Gronkle by his prosthetic arm, which was now a hook. "Go back to bed, ya overgrown sausage! You'll get another chance, don't you worry. Remember, a Dragon will always, always go for the kill." He faced Hiccup.


	5. Chapter 5

The teens eat in the Great Hall. The storm outside was getting heavier. They ate while Gobber commented on their performance.

"...Good form Ferno. But next time if you go for the kill, throw the sword, rather than shield." Gobber pestered on.

Ferno glared at Gobber. The blacksmith just ignored him. At that moment, Hiccup came into the hall, soaked from head to toe.

"Where did Astrid go wrong in the ring today?" Gobber looked at the Alpha Female of the group.

"I mistimed my somersault. It was sloppy. I threw off my reverse tumble." She said. Ferno rolled his eyes, the girl was obsessed with perfection in fighting. That was one of the few things he hated about his friend.

Hiccup took some food and a cup of water and sat on another table. Ferno looked at his brother and went to sit opposite Hiccup, grabbing his grub along the way.

"Where did Hiccup go wrong?" Gobber said, while taking a book from another table nearby.

"Uh, he showed up." Ruffnut pointed out.

"He didn't get eaten." Tuffnut agreed.

"He's never where he should be." Astrid said, icily.

Ferno bit his lip. That had got to hurt. Especially since he knew his brother had a long time crush on her, which sometimes made Ferno wonder if his brother was sane. The girl, barely talked to him, and when she did, it was a bitter phrase, like the one a moment ago.

"Thank you, Astrid." Ferno spat back, defending the smaller Viking sitting opposite him.

"You need to learn and breathe this stuff." Gobber came and put a massive book on the table. "The Dragon Manual. Everything we know, of every dragon we know of." The thunder struck outside the Great Hall. "No attacks tonight. Study up."

"Wait you mean, read?" Tuffnut clenched in horror. Ferno face-palmed.

"While we're still alive."

"You can't read after you died, Ruff." Ferno groaned, looking at the ceiling, silently praying to make his life easier.

"Why read words, when we can just kill the stuff the words tell you stuff about?" Snotlout said. Ferno just ignored him and focused on his brother.

"You alright? Where were you?"

"I'm fine. Nowhere ... in particular." He tried to look innocent. Ferno eyed him suspiciously, then his attention shifted back to the teenagers.

"You guys read. I'll go kill stuff." Snotlout said and got up, with the others, minus Astrid, who remained in her seat.

"Not the Bookworm type, are they? Well, minus Fishlegs." Ferno commented.

"Whatever, you guys read it." Astrid left.

"Great. I'll see you-" Hiccup tried. "Tomorrow." And failed.

Ferno got up and went after the torch, while Hiccup cleared the table.

"Dragon Classifications. Strike Class. Fear Class. Mystery Class." Hiccup read aloud. "Thunderdrum. This reclusive Dragon inhabits sea caves and dark tide pools. When startled the Thunderdrum produces a concussive sound that can kill a man at close range. Extremely dangerous. Kill on sight."

The two brothers carried on reading about, Timberjacks, Scauldron, Changewing, Gronkles, Zipplebacks, the Skills, Bone Knappers, and Whispering Deaths. Until they reached the page with the Night Fury...

"Speed unknown. Size unknown. The unholy offspring of lightning and death itself. Never engage this dragon. Your only chance, hide and pray it does not find you."

"Well that's helpful." Ferno said, oblivious to the tension.

Hiccup looked a little unsure. As if he was battling with himself.

"Is everything ok, buddy. You look kind of ... confused." Ferno looked Hiccup into his eyes.

"I'm fine." Then he got up. "I'll tell you later. In my own time." He began to walk out of the Great Hall, as if he made up his mind, in the battle that was going on his head.

"I'm always here for you, if you need to talk ... about anything." Ferno said, softly, as he turned back to the book, and began to read more.

Hiccup looked at his brother from the distance. The muscular boy, who could easily forget about him years ago, stood by his side since they were toddlers. Hiccup still didn't know why he bothered. After all even his father had given up on him...


	6. Chapter 6

"You know I just happened to notice the book had nothing on Night Furies. Is there like another book? Or a sequel? Maybe a little Night Fury pamphlet?" Hiccup was talking to Gobber, while the teenagers rushed past, the last one being Ferno, who dragged him with him. "WHAT?!" A massive fire blast missed him just by a few inches.

"Focus Hiccup! You're not even trying!" Gobber yelled at the smallest boy. "Today is all about ATTACK! Nadders a quick and lighter on their feet. Your job is to be quicker and lighter."

The Nadder spot spines at Fishlegs. "I'm really beginning to question your teaching methods."

"Look for its blind spot. Every dragon has one. Find it, hide in it, and strike." Gobber said, looking un-amused.

Ferno leaned with his back against a wall, waiting for the Nadder, who was currently occupied with the twins. He skipped from wall to wall in a zigzag motion.

"Do you ever bathe?"

"If you don't like it, then just get your own blind spot."

"How about I give you one!"

They bickered, forgetting all about the angry Nadder in front of them, who released a deadly blast of the hottest flame in the Dragon World, at them.

"Blind spot? Yes. Deaf spot? Not so much." Ferno rolled his eyes at their mentor's comments.

"Hey, so how would one sneak up on a Night Fury?" Hiccup continued asking.

"Seriously?!" Ferno hissed at him, as Astrid and Snotlout leaned against the same wall.

"No one's ever met one and lived to tell the tale. Now get in there!" Gobber yelled, equally annoyed.

"I know, I know, but hypothetically..." Hiccup continued.

"Hiccup!" Astrid hissed, losing her patience. She gestured for him to get down, which he did. "This one is mine." Astrid said, venomously, pulling Ferno back, making him crash into Hiccup.

"Hey! Violent Woman!" Ferno yelled annoyed.

Astrid leapt out of their hiding area, her axe ready to strike the Nadder- but Snotlout pushed in front of her.

"Watch out, babe, I'll take care of this." Snotlout threw his hammer, but it missed, by far. Snotlout looked at Astrid with embarrassment. "The sun was in my eyes, Astrid! What do you want me to do? Astrid. Block out of the sun? I can do that, but I don't have time right now."

Ferno and Hiccup got up, with Ferno shaking his head with disbelief. He ran up one of the falling walls and jumped ... his sword in the air ... with a battle cry ... aiming for the Nadder.

But it noticed him, and immediately shot spines at him. On quick reflexes he covered himself with his shield, but that sent him flying back, hitting the wall.

Ferno was briefly unconscious to see a wall almost slamming onto his brother with Astrid on top of it jumping off ... and landing on Hiccup. Resulting in a mess of limbs.

"Ooh, love on the battlefield." Tuffnut sniggered.

"She could do better." Ruffnut joined her brother.

Ferno desperately tried to hold back the laughter as his brother and friend were in a very awkward position. Hiccup dreamed to be in that position, just not at that moment, in that situation, and with Astrid's attitude to him.

She quickly managed to untangle herself and whack the Nadder with her axe. Then she turned to Hiccup.

"Is this some kind of joke to you? Our parent's war is about to become ours. Figure out which side your on." Astrid yelled at him as he cowered on the floor.

"Astrid, come on." Ferno walked up to her, and spoke in a stern voice. "Lay off him ... literally." Ferno sniggered at the last bit, joined by the other teens present.

"Shut up." Astrid said, walking past Ferno, hitting his shoulder. He couldn't help but notice that a small blush crept on her face.

Ferno walked up to Hiccup and offered a hand up. Hiccup took it. Ferno continued chuckling.

"You know, you might as well listen to Astrid, shut up." Hiccup growled.

"As they say, be careful what you wish for." Ferno didn't listen to Hiccup's advice, and continued laughing as they exited the Arena.

"Are you done?" Hiccup looked at his brother who was laughing uncontrollably.

"No, and I won't be for the next month."


	7. Chapter 7

The teens and Gobber were at the Watch Tower, doing a Viking version of a barbeque. Gobber was telling stories of how he lost his limbs, while Ferno and Hiccup sat there bored, roasting fish, as they heard these stories a billion times before.

"...and with one twist he took my hand and swallowed it whole. And I saw the look in his face. I was delicious. He must have passed word, because it wasn't a month before another one of them took my leg."

"Isn't it weird to think that you hand was inside a Dragon. Like if your mind was still in control of it you could have killed the dragon from the inside by crushing his heart of something." Fishleg's smashed the two large pieces of chicken drumsticks that he was roasting.

Everyone, minus Hiccup, eyed each other and then looked back at Fishlegs as if he was insane.

"I swear I'm so angry right now. I'll avenge your beautiful hand and your beautiful foot. I'll chop off the legs of every dragon I fight, with my face." Snotlout said.

"Well, you are that ugly." Ferno said the joke that everyone was thinking. The teens laughed as Snotlout looked angry enough to blow up a volcano.

"Un-unh. It's the wings and the tails you really want. If it can't fly, it can't get away. A downed dragon is a dead dragon." Ferno didn't miss his brother's face of realisation. "Alright. I'm off to bed. You should be too. Tomorrow we get into the big boys. slowly but surely making our way up to the Monstrous Nightmare. But who'll win the honour of killing it?"

"It's gonna be me. It's my destiny see?" Tuffnut boasted and pulled up his sleeve to reveal a dragon shaped tattoo. Ferno gripped the blonde teenager's arm, poking the mark, testing if it was a tattoo or a birthmark, not noticing how Hiccup left the tower.

"Your mom, let you get a tattoo?" Fishlegs said in awe.

"It's not a tattoo, it's a birthmark." Tuffnut boasted, trying to get out of Ferno's grip, but failing.

"I've been stuck with you since birth and that was never there." Ruffnut said.

"Yes it was, you've just never seen it from the left side until now." Tuffnut defended, finally getting out of Ferno's grip.

"It's a tattoo." Ferno said, deadpan. Then noticed Astrid sitting down and Hiccup missing.

Next day in Dragon Training they were up against a Hideous Zippleback. The seven teens split up in the veil of smoke. Snotlout and Tuffnut, Astrid and Ruffnut, Ferno with Hiccup and Fishlegs. Each one of them was given a bucket of water.

"Today is about teamwork. Work together and you might survive. Now, a wet dragon head can't light its fire. The Hideous Zippleback is extra tricky. One head breathes gas, the other lights it. Your job is to know which is which."

"Razor sharp, serrated teeth that inject venom for pre-digestion. Prefers ambush attack, crushing its victims in its-"

"Would you please stop that?!" Both brothers hissed at Fishlegs.

Ferno tried to focus on the dragons, but that was kind of hard when in the distance his friends were probably killing each other.

"Hey!"

"It's us, idiots."

Ferno signed as he readied his bucket of water, in case a head popped out of nowhere. What popped out of nowhere was Tuffnut, who Ferno accidently flushed his bucket of water on because of the sudden movement.

"Oh, I'm hurt I am very much hurt." A drenched Tuffnut ran over to Gobber.

"Argh. Tuffnut you wasted my water!" Ferno roared his frustration.

"Our chances of survival are dwindling to single digits now." Fishlegs said, as Ferno took out his trusty sword in defence.

But then one of the heads grabbed his leg and pulled him into the veil of smoke. Ferno let out a cry of horror as the head was about to devour his leg. He realised that his sword was missing, it must have slipped out of his grip when he was pulled away.

So he decided to use the only thing he had left. He punched the Zippleback, over and over again until the tail whacked him, hitting him against the wall, near Gobber.

"Doesn't this get old for you guys?" Ferno groaned as his head fell on the rock.

He looked up in time to see Hiccup ... forcing the Zippleback into it's cage, using nothing but ... his hands. He closed the door to find the teenagers and Gobber looking at him gobsmacked.

"Great. So are we done. Cause I have some things too ... yep ... see you tomorrow."


	8. Chapter 8

"Hiccup! Hiccup!" Ferno ran after his brother as he ran out of the Dragon Arena. "How did you do that?"

"What?"

"You know what I mean! How did you do that to the Zippleback?"

"I ... uh ... it's a long story." Hiccup signed.

"I've got time." Ferno towered over Hiccup, glaring daggers. Even being younger by 9 months, he was still just a little taller. "Why are you trying to shut me out? We're brothers, we've been through everything together, and I've always stood by your side."

"I'm just afraid, that you won't understand, in the right way." Hiccup muttered, backing away.

"I promise I'll listen. I'm not dad." Ferno said, softening his expression.

Hiccup looked like he was considering something. "Ok, fine. Meet at the house. I gotta go get something first." Hiccup ran off, leaving Ferno behind. The warrior walked to his house, and true to his promise the blacksmith jogged up the steps to the highest house on the island.

"Alright, we can go ... uh, you might wanna leave the sword here." Hiccup said.

"But I don't go anywhere without my sword."

"You want me to let you in on my secret, or what?" Hiccup saw the reluctant face of his brother. "Don't worry, everything is gonna be fine. It's perfectly safe." Ferno signed and tossed his sword on a nearby chair.

The two brothers walked to the woods, Ferno didn't question Hiccup, he promised he would explain everything, and he always kept his promises. They reached ... a cove.

"Ok, whatever happens, I want you to do exactly as I say. Promise?" Hiccup said, before they entered the Cove.

"Ok, I promise." Ferno said, confusedly slightly.

"Ok." Hiccup lead into the Cove. "Oh, Toothless, come out bud." He took a fish out of nowhere.

"Exactly what is 'Toothless'." Ferno cocked a black eye brow.

A roar came out. Ferno looked around. "What was that?"

"Toothless. Come on out." Hiccup looked. Then in a flick of a second Ferno was pinned down by a black shape.

"NIGHT FURY! HICCUP GET OUT OF HERE!" Ferno screamed as he attempted to distract the beast.

"Toothless! No!" Hiccup pushed away the Night Fury with ease. "He's my brother. Calm down. He won't hurt you. He's a friend." Hiccup calmed him down.

Ferno got up, and starred at Hiccup as if he had grown a second head. As he calmed the most dangerous and illusive dragon in Viking History.

The warrior was speechless. "Wh-what-how-ow did you do that?"

"Uh, Ferno meet Toothless, Toothless meet Ferno." The dragon growled and pointed to Ferno's sleeve with is snout.

"Uh, what's he doing?" Ferno asked nervously.

"Um ... Do you have some kind of weapon on you?" Holding Toothless back slightly.

Ferno searched his pockets and the bandanas on his arms, he pulled out two daggers. "Ah, was wondering where that went."

Hiccup signed. "Throw it in the river."

"Are you out of your mind?"

"Just do it!" Hiccup yelled. Ferno complied. "Great." He let go off Toothless, and grabbed Ferno's hand.

"Wait, what are you doing?!" He said frantically.

"Teaching you a little something about dragons." He connected Ferno's hand to Toothless' snout, and slowly let go.

Ferno couldn't believe it. He was touching a dragon, without fighting or wresting it, or trying to lump off its head. His hand was firmly on the most dangerous and illusive dragon of all.

It itself wasn't trying to bite his hand off. It was a gesture of trust. It had the option of swallowing his hand or not, and the same with Ferno, he had the option of continue panicking or just trust him.

Both of them chose the second option.

Hiccup explained how he befriended Toothless, how he barred Toothless from flying and was now working on how to get him in the sky again, how he learned that dragons are afraid of eels, so he could defeat the Zippleback.

By the end of the day, Ferno's view on dragons had changed drastically.
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Hiccup continued to learn from Toothless the weaknesses in dragons, and with the tricks up his sleeve he advanced to top of the class. Ferno decided to go easy on being the top of the class, so he fell back a bit, and spending time with Toothless made him realise that he didn't want to fight dragons at all, not that he was too enthusiastic about it in the first place. Besides Hiccup needed the fame more.

Ferno went with Hiccup every evening to watch how he tested out new saddles and tail-fins for Toothless. It was only for the reason of entertainment. It failed each time, until Hiccup, one day, finally declared that he was 99.9% confident he found the perfect way to operate Toothless.

The evening while Hiccup carried a harness wrapped in the tailfin, and Ferno carried a basket full of fish. They ran into Astrid who was abusing innocent trees, unleashing all her frustration by throwing an axe.

The two brothers looked at her like she was crazy, then at each other, then they made a run for it, in different directions. Hiccup tossed the harness to Ferno, since she was probably gonna follow him, which she did. Ferno ran to the Cove, while Hiccup ran to the opposite direction. Half an hour later they reunited.

"Smart thinking. What's the plan?" Ferno said, sitting on a stone, entertaining himself by watching as Toothless chased a shiny light that Ferno made by reflecting light on small hammer.

"Feed Toothless with the fish, and saddle him while he's at it." Hiccup said, catching his breath.

"Ok, then." Ferno kicked the basket of fish, which was under his foot, and spluttered it on the ground. "That is disgusting."

Hiccup and Ferno began to put the tailfin and harness on.

The two brothers tied Toothless to a rock so he wouldn't actually fly away yet, while Hiccup made a cheat-sheet of all the tail positions. Then the rope snapped and Toothless and Hiccup crashed, while Ferno stood there laughing.

Hiccup and Toothless exchanged a deadpanned look, and the dragon shot a harmless plasma blast at the warrior.

"Hey!"

"You started it."

"Did not!"

"Did too!"

"Ok, you know who we sound like right now. The Twins."

"Ok, let's stop there. Before our IQ turns smaller than our age."

Hiccup then tried to free himself, but he couldn't. The rope that connected him to the saddle so he wouldn't fall off got stuck and so were Hiccup and Toothless.

"Oh great." Hiccup said, sarcastically. "The rope is stuck. We need to cut it." He looked at Ferno.

"Let's go to the Forge, I haven't got anything sharp on me, either." Ferno examined the rope.

The three headed to the town, thankfully it was night by then, so they could sneak into the Forge without anyone noticing ... well, almost anyone.

"Hiccup? Ferno? Are you in there?" Astrid was outside the forge.

"Oh, perfect." Ferno frowned as he tried to cut the leather rope. "I'll distract her, and you cut the rope."

Ferno got out of the shop and faced his friend. "Astrid? What are you doing here?"

"Is Hiccup in there?" Astrid looked behind Ferno, but because of the shutters saw nothing.

"Wow, first time in my life I find you so interested in my brother." Ferno said amusedly.

"I normally don't care what people do but he's acting weird." Then she eyed him. "Both of you."

"What do you mean both of us?" Then Ferno heard the flapping of wings. "You know what, its late, I'm gonna go to bed now." The warrior began to calmly walk off to the direction of the Chief's house, with his hands in his pockets.

Astrid lost patience and opened the Forge's windows, to find it absolutely empty. She was about to ask Ferno where Hiccup was if he wasn't in the shop and Ferno made it seem like he was five seconds ago, but the black haired warrior had vanished.

"That was close." Ferno breathed as he sat behind Hiccup on Toothless' back. "I laugh at the irony, the one time that girl is interested in you, she's trying to kill you."

Hiccup groaned. "Don't describe my love life, especially when it doesn't exist." He spat sarcastically.
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The next day, with the cheat sheet complete, Hiccup and Ferno decided to finally dare what they were dreading for the past half month. The first ride on Toothless. Both brothers shared an uneasy look, but then again, they were the first Vikings in known history to ever ride a dragon, who wouldn't be scared.

"Ok there bud, we're gonna take this nice and slow." Hiccup reassured himself more than Toothless. "Here we go. Here we go ... position three, no four."

"Hiccup, I swear, if you don't know what you're doing, I'll knock you off this dragon myself." Ferno said, with, for the first time in his life, fear in his voice, as he looked below him and saw an easy suicidal-looking death.

"I'm on it, I'm on it." Hiccup adjusted the tail fin. "Alright, it's go time. It's go time." Hiccup chose a target to fly through, a towering arch of stone.

Ferno noticed how Hiccup repeated nervous phrases, until they finally zipped through the arch, in a perfect manoeuvre. "Yeah! Yes, it worked!" The celebration was short lifted as Hiccup made Toothless smash into several sea stacks by accident, struggling to keep up with the turns.

"Sorry." They smashed into another sea stack. "My fault." Toothless swatted him with his 'ear' plate.

"Nice going, Toothless, you speak for both of us. I would smack Hiccup myself if there wasn't the risk of _imminent death _involved."

"Yeah, yeah, I'm on it. Position four, no three."

The dragon and his two rider's pierced through the clouds for the first time. The brothers looked back to see their entire island below them.

"Yeah! Go baby! Yes! Oh, this is amazing! The wind in my..." Then horror struck, the cheat sheet that they relied on for dear life ... was airborne. "CHEAT SHEET! STOP!"

Ferno, seeing that Hiccup couldn't get free because he was driving, swallowed his fear and leapt for the sheet, off Toothless' back. He grabbed it, but noticed that he was free falling and Toothless was spinning out of control, while Hiccup was desperately trying to steer him in the right direction towards Ferno.

"OH GODS! OH NO!" Ferno yelled as he fell to his doom. Everything was going in slow motion. He closed his eyes. He was going to die ... he was going to die ... he was going to die...

Then he felt something lift him up. He looked down and found himself on Toothless ... but they were heading for the treacherous slalom course of jutting sea stacks. Ferno passes the cheat-sheet to Hiccup, Hiccup frantically grabs it, then throws it away and directs Toothless, Toothless steers them out of the sea stack gorge.

"YEEAHHH!" Hiccup yelled, with Ferno to shock to say anything, still staring at the gorge.

Toothless concurred with a jubilant squeal and a fireball. Hiccup's glee turned to dread as they flew directly into it, both brothers with deadpanned faces.

"Ah, come on." They said in unison, as they flew into the inferno.

Later, the two brothers found a deserted beach and settled there, calling it a day. While Toothless was gouging at the freshly caught fish, the two cooked their own.

Hiccup's clothes were charcoaled; his brown and reddish hair was stacked at the back of his head as if there was a Skrill behind him. Ferno's clothes weren't that damaged, though the edges of it as some point caught fire, as was some of his jet black hair.

Suddenly Toothless regurgitated a fish and looked at the brothers expectantly.

"Uh, no thanks, I'm good." Hiccup gestured to his fish.

"Same here." Ferno twisted his fish on the spit.

Then some terrors flew to them. Squabbling like siblings over the fish, which they stole from Toothless. Ferno shook his head at them.

"Not so fire proofs on the inside are you?" Hiccup tossed his fish to a Terrible Terror who got blasted by Toothless.

Ferno's gaze went to the sky. He couldn't understand if his eyes were playing tricks on him or not, but he saw something white flying at them. The terrors scattered as the thing got closer.

"Uh, Hiccup, what is that?" Ferno pointed to the white flying object.

After several eerie moments staring at the spot, it landed. An enormous dragon, covered with armour of bones, landed in front of them. Its big yellow eyes piecing into Ferno's grey ones.

"A Boneknapper." Ferno breathed. "I recognise it from the Book of Dragons, it kind caught my attention after you left."

"Well, train it." Hiccup nudged a frightened warrior forward, who was almost shaking.

"Uh, hello." Ferno outstretched a palm towards the beast's snout. It sniffed his belt and specifically one of the pockets on it. Ferno looked in it. "Are looking for this?" He took out a bone that was there the whole time, which he forgot about. The dragon made a sign of approval, so Ferno threw it, and somehow it fit in its own place, in the dragon's throat bone.

"Where did you get that?" Hiccup cocked an eye brow at Hiccup.

"Found it in Gobber's shop once and promised myself to return it to him, but forgot." Ferno said, stroking the dragon as it purred like an overgrown puppydog. "I guess you need a name ... what do you think of ... Shriek?"

The dragon roared his approval.

"I guess he likes it." Hiccup commented.


	11. Chapter 11

After that unbelievable flight, Hiccup and Ferno made their way back to their homes, leaving their dragons in the Cove first, of course. It was one thing flying on Toothless and gripping onto Hiccup's shirt and possibly falling to your death, it was something indescribable flying on the Boneknapper by yourself, safely not bothering about how his tail was positioned.

The brothers split up, Hiccup went to the Forge, while Ferno went to their shared bedroom, replaying the flight in his mind, while sharpening his sword on his bed.

"Ferno." Stoic the Vast's voice coughed as he came into the room of his two sons.

"Dad?! You're back." Ferno almost jumped off his bed, which was 2 meters off the floor, in surprise.

"Yes, I am. Where's Hiccup?" Stoic said.

"Nice to see you too." Ferno mumbled, rolling his eyes. "He's at the Forge."

"I heard he got the top of the class. Which reminds me, where are you in the class, second?"

This was Stoic the Vast for you, when he was proud of one son, he directed all of his disappointment at the other son. There was no such thing as a scale of justice in this man's world.

"I don't know, third, fourth, the point is that you no longer will be embarrassed by Hiccup, dad."

"Aye, no longer by Hiccup." Stoic did his infamous disappointment glare and left the room.

"Here we go again, playing favourites." Ferno whispered, growling into his pillow.

That night, Hiccup came into the bedroom to find his brother throwing daggers at a target.

"Everything ok?" Hiccup came up.

"Yeah ... everything is fine."

"I know you better than that. Come on, talk to me, what's wrong?"

"I hate it when dad plays favourites. Whether it's me or you who's the favourite." Ferno threw the final dagger.

"What are you talking about, you've always been his 'angelic' son?" Hiccup set a helmet on the table and sat on his bed.

"Oh come on! Whenever you messed up, he suddenly jumped to showering me with praises and suddenly he's ready to leave the entire Chiefdom on my shoulders. Every time when I wasn't ... him, for example I showed compassion to you, or you proved yourself somehow, he takes that like an opportunity to be angry with me ... like I did something terrible to him. It's like he hates me, but something is stopping him from getting rid of me. I don't know what it is? He's always angry at me, but something buries that anger."

"I never realised that ... what about ... mom?"

"I don't remember ... I was 5 when she ... you know. I remember one thing, an argument between her and dad ... but I'm not sure whether it's a memory ... or just a dream."

"What was it? Tell me."

**FLASHBACK**

A little four year old boy couldn't sleep. He quietly slipped out of his bed, careful not to awake his older brother who was swimming in an unconscious abyss. He sat on the edge of the floor, when he heard his parent's talking.

"Stoic, don't do this, no matter what, he's your son-" His mother cried.

"No, he's your son."

"What will it take for you to accept both of them?" The Viking wife asked calmly, she sounded like she was about to cry.

"... Val, I'm sorry."

**END OF FLASHBACK**

"Wow. How come you never told me?"

"I don't know ... what's with the helmet?" Ferno noticed his brother's newly brought head gear.

"...uh, because I did so well in the arena, dad decided to give me the helmet that mom left for either of us. Naturally dad, decided to give it to the one that surpassed in Dragon Training." Hiccup explained.

Ferno examined the helmet. "But this isn't mom's helmet?" He said, clearly remembering his mother's helmet.

"No, it's made out of her ... breast plate." Immediately, Ferno set the helmet down on the table. "And dad has the other half."

"I'll never look at dad's helmet the same way again."
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On the next day, it was the deciding battle against the Gronkle, between Astrid and Hiccup. Ferno was offered to join in for the deciding match, but he decided not to participate, he said his brother needed the glory more than he did, so not to blow their cover.

Ferno cringed as Astrid gave Hiccup a deadly threat, probably for the Gronkle. She was only person who didn't like Hiccup's progression. She then darted off, closing fast on the dragon.

Hiccup looked around to see his father and brother standing beside one another. Stoic was cheering for him, Ferno, with his fist, gave him a encouraging signal. Hiccup adjusted the breast-hat on his head and smiled weakly, then turned around to see that the Gronkle was making a bee-line for him.

Hiccup quickly outdid the Gronkle, just when Astrid charged in yelling a battle cry. Ferno watched as his friend smashed her axe against all the different barriers surrounding her.

Hiccup tried to escape the crowd but was stopped by Gobber. Ferno saw Astrid pin her axe to Hiccup's throat.

"Okay, quiet down. The elder has decided." Stoic quietened the crowd.

Gobber pointed to Astrid, as the crowds waited in silent anticipation. Ferno bit his lip when Gothi shook her head a 'no', so that left... Gobber pointed to Hiccup and the old woman nodded an affirmative 'yes'. Ferno closed his eyes as if the bomb had dropped. Hiccup had the same facial expression. Astrid turned a seething, deadly glare on Hiccup.

"Heh, heh. Oh yeah! Yes! I can't wait. I am so..."

"Leaving." The two brothers said in unison at the cove with their stuff over their shoulders.

"We're leaving. Let's pack up. Looks like us four are gonna take a little vacation, forever."

Ferno went to look for the dragons while, Hiccup sat the basket on the floor.

"Toothless ... Shriek ... where are you guys?"

"ASTRID! What the- What are you doing here?" Ferno heard Hiccup yelp. The warrior spun around on his heels to see his friend interrogating his brother.

"I wanna know what's going on. No one just gets as good as you do, especially you. Start talking, are you training with some one?" She spun her axe around threateningly, the green eyes of the Dragon Tamer dart around nervously.

"Uh ... training?" He stuttered.

"Yes Astrid, he's been training with me." Ferno grabbed her shoulder and spun her around so she would face him. "It's such a crime to teach my older brother who to defend himself." He said, sarcastically.

"But he's gotten better than you even. And what's with that?" She gestured to Hiccup's harness. There was a growl in the distance. Astrid began to make a move toward it leaving Ferno on the spot.

"You're right! You're right. I'm through with the lies. I've been making ... outfits. So you got me. It's time everyone knew. Drag me back. Go ahead. Here we go." He tried to stop Astrid from getting to that direction, she bended Hiccup's arm backward, driving him down.

"AAUUGH! Why would you do that?!" Hiccup groaned, while Ferno started to move towards them, curious if Astrid broke his wrist.

"That's for the lies." She pounced the hilt of her axe off of Hiccup's laid body. "That's for everything else."

Hiccup's feeble yelp was met by a growl. Astrid looked up to see... Ferno ran to the two now.

Toothless and Shriek pounced towards Astrid snarling.

"Get down! Run! Run! Run!" She stood up with her axe to her defence, ready to strike the Night Fury. Ferno was about to leap on her and take the axe away, but Hiccup outrun him.

"No! No." He threw the axe away. Both Toothless and Shriek stopped short of crushing her. Hiccup confronted Toothless. "It's ok! It's okay..."

Ferno almost crashed into Shriek. "Calm down, big boy. She's a friend."

"You just scared them." Hiccup turned around.

"I scared them! ... Who are them?" Astrid stood up in horror.

"Huh, finny story Astrid, they're dragons. Toothless and Shriek." Ferno gestured to each dragon.

Astrid shook her head in disbelief and ran to the direction of the village.

Ferno watched her go with a deadpanned expression.

"Duh-duh-duh we're dead." Hiccup said, with an equal expression. "Where do you think you're going?"

Ferno watched as Toothless wobbled off to a different exit of the Cove. "Go get her, dragon boy. You need to tell her. Otherwise, you'll never forgive yourself."

Ferno smiled as his brother ran after his crush, Shriek nudged his master's side.

"You never know what might happen bud." Ferno scratched the dragon's neck, making him purr in delight.
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Ferno laughed from mid air as he and Shriek watched from afar how Toothless spun around like crazy. Ferno could hear Astrid's screams from a radius of 50 meters. Then something stopped Toothless, and the flight of death became a romantic glide through the beautiful sky.

"You know, Shriek, I always wanted a sister, something tells me that soon I'll have a sister-in-law." Ferno said, chuckling. "What do you say, bud, wanna spoil their moment."

The Boneknapper roared in agreement, and flew towards the gliding Night Fury.

"Hey guys. Hiccup I thought I told you to change Astrid's mind not silence her forever." Ferno chuckled.

"You were watching the whole time! And you didn't come to help me! What sort of friend are you! I could have died!" Astrid yelled at him, with her arms firmly around Hiccup' waist.

"I don't think going from one dragon to another would have helped much." Ferno smirked. "Besides, I think you're pretty comfortable in your present position."

He laughed as both Astrid and Hiccup blushed and quickly untangled from each other's embrace.

Then suddenly both dragons jerked. Their eyes became slits. And no matter how Hiccup or Ferno yanked on their dragons they wouldn't budge.

"What's going on?" Astrid gripped to Hiccup's waist as the Night Fury flew into a fog, with the Boneknapper right behind them.

"I don't know." Hiccup answered.

The dragons flew into some sort of mountain and on their way eclipsed with a fleet of dragons.

"Looks like they're hauling in their kill." Hiccup guessed looking at a Nightmare that was carrying a dead sheep.

"Uh, what does that make us?" Astrid nervously gripped tighter. Ferno would have sniggered at them if he wasn't so terrified himself.

The dragons landed inside the mountain, which actually now looked more of a volcano.

The three watched as every single dragon threw its food into the pit that was glowing red, probably with lava.

"Well, its satisfying to know that all our food has been dumped down a hole." Ferno commented sarcastically.

"They're not eating any of it." Astrid analysed.

Then a slow and tired Gronkle buzzed into the scene. Out of its mouth slipped out very small fish. For a moment the he looked pleased with himself, until a head, the size of the entire Great Hall, arose and ate the Gronkle with one snap of the jaw. The three non-dragons present watched in absolute horror as no traces of the Gronkle were left.

"Ok, buddy we gotta get out of here." Hiccup patted his dragon.

The massive head seemed to smell the intruders. Shriek and Toothless only just managed get out of its snapping jaw.

By some inexplicable reason both dragons managed to get their riders out of the nest in one piece.

"No, it totally makes sense, it's like a giant beehive, they're the workers and that's their queen, it controls them." They landed in the Cove. "Let's find your dad." She made a run for it, but Hiccup, once again, got in front of her.

"No, we can't he'll kill Toothless."

"Hate to break it to you, Astrid, but our dad is not the listening type." Ferno said, still on the back of Shriek, as the two dragons drank from the lake, after their long and tiring trips.

"Hiccup ... Ferno ... we just discovered the Dragon's Nest. The thing we've been after since Dragons first sailed here. And you wanna keep it a secret. To protect your pet dragons are you serious?!"

Hiccup turned around and determinedly, leader-likely and yet simply said, "Yes."

"Told you he was a natural leader." Ferno mumbled.

Astrid stared at him with disbelief. "Ok ... so what do we do?"

"Just give me until tomorrow. I'll think of something."

"Ok." As soon as she said that, she punched his arm. "That's for kidnapping me." He yelped and looked at both dragons and his brother, who shrugged and went back to either drinking or examining his sword. She grabbed his harness and pulled him in for a ... kiss on the cheek. "That's for everything else."

Then she left, probably blushing.

Hiccup then noticed the grin on the dragon's and his brother's faces. "What are you looking at?"

"Hiccup's got a girlfriend ... Hiccup's got a girlfriend." Ferno sang quietly as he and his brother walked back to the village, careful to avoid Astrid on the way.
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Hiccup and Ferno stood at the entrance of the Dragon Arena, and heard their father's voice boom into the ear of every Viking that came to the match, which was every Viking on Berk.

The Chief's words stung Hiccup, his father, as well as the whole village, expected him to slay the Monstrous Nightmare. But how could he?

How could bring peace to both Dragons and Vikings?

Ferno put his left hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

"How do I do it?" Hiccup asked looking at the arena, with his helmet under his arm. "How do I bring peace between Vikings and Dragons?"

There was a long pause. "I don't know ... but I can be sure that it will fail and fail and fail, again-"

"Ok, just stop there. How is this helping?" Hiccup turned around violently.

"I wasn't finished yet. It will fail, many times, but in the end you will come up with something absolutely crazy, possibly fatal-if-not-careful, but brilliant, all at the same time. And you'll get what you want. You'll get peace." Ferno said, giving his brother a reassuring smile.

"Thanks. You always know how to give a speech." Hiccup said, smiling.

"Get over here." Ferno headlocked his brother and knuckled the reddish brown hair. "There's no way your gonna die, without me doing this."

"Ok, ok, you did it, I ... can't ... breathe." Hiccup finally got out of the warrior's grip to see Astrid standing behind Ferno.

"Oh, look at the time, dad's already in his seat. I should go before dad pulverizes me for being late." Ferno ran out of the entrance, giving Hiccup a reassuring glance and ran off to join his father's side.

By the time Ferno got to his father's side it was time. The gates opened and a ferocious Monstrous Nightmare flew out, enraged by his imprisonment, it ran across the chained ceiling, blasting a jet of fire randomly ... then Ferno's throat dried out ... it looked with famished eyes at Hiccup.

Slowly it made its way towards Hiccup. Ferno heard his father ask what he was doing when the blacksmith dropped his choice of weapon, a knife, naturally, and his shield. Instead of wrestling the Monstrous Nightmare he spread out his hand inches away from the beast's snout.

"It's ok, it's ok." He took off his helmet, and threw it to the floor. "I'm not one of them."

Gasps and murmurs spread around the crowd of anxious Vikings. Both Astrid and Ferno looked around in fear at the crowd, desperately awaiting what could happen next.

"Stop the fight." Stoic slowly stood up from his throne.

"No! I need you all to see this. They're not want we think they are. We don't have to kill them."

"I SAID STOP THE FIGHT!" Stoic yelled smashing a hammer on the cage.

The Monstrous Nightmare panicked, the moment of bonding between Hiccup and the beast was broken at the sound of the hammer smashing the metal. It chased Hiccup around the arena.

"Out of my way." Stoic pushed through the crowd to the entrance of the arena to rescue his eldest son.

Ferno stood planted in his tracks for several moments. He climbed through the dent of the cage that his father made with his hammer. To his luck the Nightmare was right under him. He jumped onto the dragon grabbing its horns, earning gasps from the crowd. Ferno stirred the head away from Hiccup ... that was when his entire body flamed up.

Ferno's burning skin putrefied the arena. His clothes caught fire. His palms were smouldering. The flames engulfed his torso and lower up to his knees. His mouth didn't let out a single sound of pain. Instead his face mustered the most determined face he could.

The Nightmare smashed it's back, were Ferno was, against the wall, making the boy slip off him like a bug. The warrior's grey eyes didn't open when he landed on the floor.

"FERNO!" Hiccup yelling, was the last thing he heard.

Everything went black.

"Ferno ... Ferno ... FERNO! ... SHRIEK HAS BEEN CAPTURED!" Hiccup yelled into his brother's ear, at once the stormy grey eyes snapped wide open.

"Wh-what?!" Unconsciously he kicked his brother in the stomach and grabbed him by the collar with one hand and a dagger in the other, all in the process of waking up. When his eyes were completely wide he saw his brother looking terrified. "Oh, it's you." He dropped Hiccup to the floor. "What happened?" He wiped his eyes, but then noticed his burnt flesh, and his shirt missing.

"You jumped in the arena to save me. You got hurt real bad. They have Shriek caged ... and we've been ... disowned." Hiccup said the last sentence with more pain than the pain he received from any cuts, broken bones and injuries he ever achieved.

Ferno starred at him in horror, his gaze went to his surroundings, they were in the Healer's House, all the teens were there.

"Come on, we need to patch you up." Hiccup supported Ferno to sit up, with Astrid carrying a medic kit towards them.
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"I'm so sorry, Ferno. For everything, we've been disowned, our dragons get caged, you getting burnt." Hiccup said as he wiped the blood off the wounds.

"No, I'm sorry, Hiccup. I jumped into the arena, I didn't stop dad from yelling ... if I did that then you wouldn't have been endangered and our dragons wouldn't have jumped to our rescue. And the disowned part ... well, you know that's that."

"Well, Shriek is caged, Toothless is being put on the boat. Dad is gonna use him to get to the Dragon's nest." Ferno stared at him with dreaded eyes, remembering what they saw in the nest. "This is gonna sting." Hiccup warned before he pressed a wet cloth with some herbs on it to an especially large burn on Ferno's muscular chest.

The warrior cringed in pain, holding back a scream. "Never call him dad ... to my face ever again ... or it will be ... the last thing you'll ever do." He said, painfully, baring the pain, by closing his eyes.

"Oh, stop with your tough guy act; yell already, it takes the pain away." Astrid nearly smacked the back of his head, while passing some bandages to Hiccup.

"You must be in pain a lot of the time." Ferno smirked at his joke, while the other teens laughed at the joke. Astrid gave him the glare of death.

"So, what's the plan, Hiccup?" Fishlegs asked when the laughter ceased.

The Dragon Trainer signed. "I have an idea ... but it's very dangerous ... we might not survive." Hiccup finished tending on Ferno.

"You are wise seek help from the world's most deadly weapon." Tuffnut came up to him. "It's me." He agreed in his own way.

He was pulled away by their cousin. "I love this plan." Snotlout said cheerfully

"I didn't ..." Hiccup looked at him as he was shoved away by Ruffnut.

"You're crazy ... I like that." The last part was said, seductively. Leaving Hiccup looking uneasy and Ferno smirking at how popular among girls his brother had gotten recently.

"So what is the plan?" Astrid tugged Ruff away by the horns of her helmet, Ferno couldn't help but notice how Hiccup breathed in relief.

"Yeah, I'm curious myself."

"Ferno, I'm sorry, but there's no way I'm letting you go on this."

"And there's no way I'm letting you boss me around." Ferno attempted to get up, seeing that his shin and calf were already bandaged from the angry burns. "Besides, I think I know what you're thinking. Whose gonna fly an enraged Boneknapper to battle, other than me?"

"I knew you were gonna say that." Hiccup mumbled as he watched his brother struggle to the doorway, grabbing a shirt along the way, but quickly taking it off realising how painful it would be. "See? How can you go to battle if you can barely walk?!" Hiccup was now yelling at the bravest teenage warrior on Berk.

"Gee, I don't know, maybe because we'll be sitting on a dragon, not running on the Dragon Queen's scales stabbing it."

"What's wrong with that?" Tuffnut asked.

Hiccup, Ferno and Astrid looked at him as if he was dumb.

"That thing's head is the size of the Great Hall." Astrid said.

"How would you know?" Snotlout looked at her suspiciously.

"It's a long story." Hiccup, Ferno and Astrid said in complete unison.

20 minutes later all the teens stood at the Arena. All the ships had already set off. Ferno had used Tuffnut and Snotlout as his walking crouches on the way.

"You take the Zippleback and Gronkle, I'll take the Nightmare and Nadder?" Hiccup suggested, knowing how his brother probably felt towards Monstrous Nightmares.

"Brilliant idea! But first I have someone else to release." Ferno walked up to the largest cage and pulled the level. As soon as it open the Boneknapper pinned him to the ground. The teens, minus Hiccup and Astrid gasped. The armoured reptile gave his rider a shrieking roar and licked him.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah, I missed you too, you overgrown puppy dog." Ferno patted his dragon weakly from the ground, clearly disgusted by the dragon's saliva. "Hiccup, how do you deal with this everyday!?"

Hiccup shook his head and ignored him, proceeding to the Nightmare's cage. He pulled the leaver and the red Nightmare calmly came out of its cell. Ferno eyed the dragon for a moment, and then went to the Zippleback's cage.

He pulled the lever and the Zippleback came out slowly. Ferno put out both of his bandaged hands out and faced the other way, praying to the gods that they won't bite his hands off. He felt their snouts instead of their teeth.

He led them towards the twins.

"Ruff you take the right head, you'll be releasing the gas. Tuff, yours is the left head, you spark the gas. Put a palm on each head, and turn your head the other direction. Got that?"

Surprisingly, the twins didn't bicker with him. They did as he told them. Ferno at his own pace, walked to the Gronkle's cage and pulled the leaver. Ferno didn't know why, but this dragon always reminded him of a bee, except for its size. He led the Gronkle out.

"Fishlegs, this one is yours!"

"Uh ... I don't think that's a good idea." Fishlegs cowered.

Ferno looked at him sceptically. "Shriek, be a dear and give him some ... confidence."

The Boneknapper unleashed his deadly roar right behind Fishlegs.

"Ok, ok, I'm coming." Fishlegs ran up to Ferno and reached for the Gronkle's snout.

After a brief flying lesson, the teens flew at full speed ... to Helhiem's Gate.
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"Ruff, Tuff watch your backs!" Hiccup yelled at order from Stormfly, with Astrid gripping tightly to his waist. "Move Fishlegs!"

"Look at us, we're on a dragon! We're on dragons, all of us!" Tuffnut yelled to the astonished villagers below.

"Up, let's move it!" Hiccup yelled. The dragons circled around the head. "Fishlegs, break it down."

"Ok. Heavily armoured skull and tail made for bashing and crushing. Steer clear of both. Small eyes, large nostrils. Relies on hearing and smell."

"Ok, Lout, Legs, hang in its blind spot. Make some noise, keep it confused. Ferno, use Shriek's firepower to burn her skin. Ruff, Tuff, find out if it has a shot limit. Make it mad." Hiccup ordered.

"That's my specialty." Ruffnut said proudly.

"Since when, everyone knows I'm more irritating." Tuffnut flipped his Zippleback's head and made irritating noises.

"Well, start using your given talent!" Ferno yelled at them, pointing to the Red Death. "Go get Toothless!" He turned to Hiccup and Astrid. "Don't worry, we've got it covered."

The Monstrous Nightmare and Gronkle hovered around the sides of the Queen, with their riders using their shields for noise. Shriek flew around the head, producing an inferno of fire, _slightly _burning the skin, but irritating her none the less. The twins flew on their Zippleback yelling insults.

"Toll!"

"Butt Elf!"

"Bride of Grendel!" That was the one that did it. The Zippleback was lucky at escape.

"Yeah, this thing does not have a blind spot." Fishlegs informed.

"Fine! Just keep it confused!" Ferno ordered.

The teenagers continued to do battle with the diabolic dragon. Unfortunately their shots were no more use than to tickle the thing. How in Thor's name was Hiccup planning to destroy the thing?

Astrid returned on her dragon.

"Where's Hiccup?" Ferno flew up to her.

"We found Toothless, he went to rescue him and ordered me to help you guys."

"Distract her." Ferno yelled from his dragon.

They continued to battle, Ferno now noticed how somehow Snotlout managed to get on the head of the Red Death. The Night Fury's screech echoed around the island. Ferno and Astrid smiled when they saw a black shadow fly at full steep.

"He's up!" Astrid yelled.

"Get Snotlout out of there!" Ferno ordered the twins.

"I'm on it."

"I'm on it first."

"I'm way ahead of you."

Ferno face-palmed himself, as the dragons flew away from the Dragon Queen. Astrid, on her Deadly Nadder, was unlucky. Her dragon being pulled into the Queen's jaws. Ferno was about to turn back to save his friend from an untimely death, but his brother was way ahead of him, again. He swooped in, blasted the Queen's jaws, sent Astrid flying through the air, and _just_ managed to catch her.

The Dragon Queen wailed in pain, and slammed her foot, catching Shriek, and taking Ferno down in the process. On instinct Shriek threw his rider off him and shielded him with his muscular legs and wings.

The Boneknapper smashed into the ground, being crushed by the Red Death, but thankfully because of his impenetrable bone armour didn't kill him. Some of the sharp bones sunk into Ferno's already burnt naked torso. The leg suddenly lifted, Ferno shook his head getting his mind back to function.

"Hey, Shriek, buddy, you alright?" He patted the dragon's side. The Boneknapper lay flat on the ground, but let out a groan of agreement. "Thank Odin. You just rest there, buddy."

Ferno attempted to get up, but his body felt limp. He saw his blood trickling down his chest and stomach to Shriek's bone armour. The warrior gave up on getting up, instead he looked up. The Red Death was taking its massive body to the sky, following a small black shadow. _Hiccup_.

"Ferno!" Astrid's voice got louder as she and his friends ran up to him. "You're alive!" She helped him get off the dragon. "This isn't your lucky day is it?" She supported his side, as Snotlout got his other side.

"Let's see, I get fried by a Monstrous Nightmare, I get disowned, then I get squashed by a dragon the size of a mountain and my brother is gonna get himself killed. Yeah, this the greatest day of my life." Ferno said with sarcasm pouring out of his lips.

They watched as the small black dot in the sky battled the storm. Ferno mentally prepared for the worst, never stopped praying to the Gods.
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Ferno held his breath as he saw the Night Fury's tailfin catch fire. He closed his eyes. Moments later, a crash, loud enough to bring Ragnok early blasted everyone's ear drums, and even made the toughest of Vikings stumble back. The silver grey eyes opened and saw a large mushroom shaped explosion.

"Where is he?" Ferno whispered not looking at which Viking was standing next to him, which happened to be Stoic the Vast. Not waiting for an answer, Ferno made his way across the fog of ash and dust that surrounded the Vikings, with only one thing on his mind, Hiccup, his older brother. His mind blanked out all the pain of his burnt flesh or his new wounds. He limped around the fog, yelling his brother's name with tears streaming down his face.

"HICCUP! TOOTHLESS! HICCUP!? HICCUP?!"

"HICCUP! SON!" The panicked voice of Stoic the Vast boomed behind him. Ferno threw him a dirty look, but knew that now was not the time to settle their family differences. "Son?" The Chief looked at a black shadow in the dark. He instantly ran up to it kneeling before the dragon, Ferno followed him, though a bit slower.

Stoic was apologizing to the dragon, Ferno was still only half was there, limping to his brother's dragon. Then he saw the Night Fury open its wings, Stoic ran up to its legs and grabbed something. Throwing away his helmet.

Ferno's grey eyes snapped wide with realisation when his brain wacked him in the face, yelling at him who it was. Ferno ran up to the Chief.

"He's alive. You brought him back alive." The Chief's voice was broken with happiness.

Using all his strength Ferno pushed the Chief out of the way. "Get out of my way!" He yelled grabbing his brother's body in the middle of the push. Stoic made no eye contact and didn't even attempt to fight his youngest offspring.

Ferno fell to his knees, with Hiccup's head on them. The warrior checked his brother's pulse, it was faint but it still beat stubbornly. Ferno smirked. "You're too stubborn to die, bro."

The cheers of the villagers echoed around, and Ferno released the many intense breaths that he took.

"Thank you for saving my son." Stoic put a large hand on Toothless' head.

"Well, you know ... most of him." Gobber came up.

"What are you talking about?" Ferno narrowed his eyes at the blacksmith.

The Belch pointed to Hiccup's left leg. ... It was unnaturally twisted ... a river of blood leaked out of the boot ... Ferno forgot about any burn marks or wounds on himself.

"Stoic ... it has to go ... he can't keep the leg ... he'll never be able to use it again." Gobber put a hand on his friend's shoulder.

Stoic looked at Ferno for his approval. "What do you think?"

Ferno shut his eyes, just hoping that he would open them and find out that his was all a dream and he wouldn't have to make a decision like this.

"H-Hiccup ne-needs t-to fl-ly again ... if he c-can't u-use his l-leg the-then he won't be a-able to ... take the l-leg." He stuttered, for the first time in his life, chocking on his tears.

Ferno hugged his brother's unconscious body.

"Ferno? Ferno ... what's going on?" The warrior realised Astrid's voice and her hand on his shoulder. He turned around and saw all the teens standing there, with solemn faces.

"I'm gonna kill him, when he wakes up." Ferno said, wiping away a tear. "They're gonna take his left leg away ... h-he's gonna bl-blame me for it, for th-the r-rest of his l-life..."

At that moment, Gobber came up to them with a molten sword. "Just say the word, Ferno." Trying to sound as soft as possible.

"You ordered to cut his leg off?!" Astrid yelled at him.

"There's no other way, Astrid." Stoic said, firmly, taking the sword from Gobber. "Whenever you're ready, son." Stoic looked at Ferno.

"Don't call me that! ... Get this over with." Ferno avoided his father's eyes. "Someone get Toothless out of here." He ordered the teens, Astrid was the only one who made a move. "Not you, Astrid, he needs you, now more than ever."

When the Night Fury was out of the way, Ferno gently put Hiccup's head on the ground and grabbed his right hand firmly, while Astrid did the same with the other hand.

Stoic lifted the sword above his head ... Ferno heard it swish down ... Hiccup screamed in his unconscious state ... Ferno's heart sank.

Both warriors struggled to keep Hiccup down, as he vigorously tugged at both sides.

"SSSHHH ... Hiccup ... be strong, come on ... we're counting on you to be strong ... and so am I." Astrid whispered to the Dragon Rider with tears leaking out of her eyes.

The leg was off. Both Gobber and Stoic quickly worked on bandaging the leg. Ferno thought he heard Stoic murmur, 'in one day, I almost lost two of your sons ... I'm so sorry Val.'
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12 hours ago, Hiccup had the Operation. The teens were now asleep by a campfire, using their dragons as pillows. Well, almost all teens. Ferno and Astrid couldn't sleep, they both watched from their dragons the unconscious figure lying near the fire. It was too dangerous to transport him to Berk tonight.

Ferno got up and sat down next to Astrid, by her Nadder.

"Can't sleep either?"

"What are you doing here? You of all people should be asleep."

"As should you." Ferno argued. "What is it? Talk to me. Why wouldn't you be able to sleep?"

"Wh-what? ... He's lying there unconscious, without a leg and we don't know if he'll even wake up."

"But why would you care if he wakes up or not?" Ferno said, not taking his eyes off his brother.

Astrid looked completely surprised. "B-but, h-he ... he just saved our lives ... he trained dragons ... isn't that a good enough reason."

"Astrid, look at the guys and Ruff, they're grateful for all those things that Hiccup did for them. But look, they can sleep. So why can't you?"

Astrid's ocean blue eyes searched for an excuse. "Be-because ... be-because ... I ... I love him!" She yelled quite loudly.

"What's going on?" Tuffnut woke up, rubbing his eyes.

"Nothing, go back to sleep." Ferno said.

"Don't have to tell me twice." Instantly Tuffnut banged his head and started to snore again.

Ferno turned to Astrid, who still had her hand on her mouth and was a brilliant shade of red. On Ferno's lips danced a smirk/grin.

"Why do you think I jumped into the arena to save him ... why do you think I almost exploded when you gave the order to chop his leg off ... why do you think I can't sleep?"

Ferno shook his head. "All it took Hiccup for you to notice him, was train a fearsome beast, defeat the largest dragon in history and lose a leg. Yeah, piece of cake."

Astrid face-palmed herself. "I'm an idiot." Then Ferno felt an axe on his throat. "If you tell anyone about this conversation. Your fight with the Monstrous Nightmare will seem like a play date."

"I promise, on one condition." He dared. "After Hiccup wakes up, you have to express your feelings to him."

Her eyes narrowed at him. "I hate you ... deal."

Ferno chuckled to himself. "I bet Thor's Hammer that one day you'll thank me for this, probably after your name changes to Astrid Haddock." He smirked again.

"Get out of here." Astrid visibly went pink, blushing.

Ferno stayed unmoved. "The Great and Fearsome Astrid Hofferson is blushing. There's no way I'm missing this." He laughed.

Astrid rolled her eyes, and buried her head in her knees that were tied together by her arms. "Why did you stick by him all these years? I mean, it was great of you, but why? You, like the rest of us, could have left him in the shadows, but you didn't."

"I don't know ... it always felt so right ... I guess, our mother had something to do with it ... her last words to us before she passed away were 'keep each other safe, if you don't I'll be disappointed in you for eternity' ... I took it too literally, Hiccup took it in a different way ... he knew he couldn't keep me safe physically, so he kept me safe from our father. He redirected all of Stoic's anger at himself, so that our father wouldn't be angry at me."

"Why would Stoic be angry at you? You were his prodigy, his kind of Viking."

"I don't know ... ever since I could remember, Stoic hated something inside me ... always ... before Hiccup began to mess up badly, I was his least favourite son. Since I was a boy, I trained my sweat off, to be the buff, skilled and glorious son he dreamed of ... but no matter what I did ... he always treated Hiccup as more of his own. Then came Hiccup's invention that attracted Stoic's anger. I was ... safe from our father. Hiccup stopped Stoic from hating me so much, I stopped Stoic from hurting Hiccup. Now I failed."

Astrid was shocked by his confession. "Well, if it makes you feel any better ... I think you both failed ... neither of you could have stopped your father."

"Not helping." Ferno deadpanned.

"No, I meant that, Hiccup got you both disowned and there was nothing he could have possibly done otherwise ... and you failed, because there was nothing you could have done for Hiccup's leg."

"Thanks ... you'd make a great sister-in-law someday."

"Your never gonna live this down, are you?"

"No, I will. After Ragnok." Ferno laughed. Astrid rolled her eyes at him.
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The villagers returned to Berk eventually, on dragons, after being trained by the teens how to.

Hiccup still lay unconscious on his bed, occasionally half-waking up, in time to be fed by either Astrid or Ferno or Stoic, depending on whose turn it would be to sit there and mourn for him. Mostly it was Ferno, as his bed was right above Hiccup's. Hiccup had also managed to get a burning fever after a month of being unconscious.

Ferno's scars and wounds were now kept under lock with herbs and bandages, then a over shirt then armour. They scarred, really badly. It hurt like hell to touch the angry burn marks that ranged all over his body.

It was a long day, that day. Ferno had just helped Gobber set up the beams that were previously used to scare dragons off, as feeding containers for the dragons. Currently, the warrior was walking up to his house.

He opened the door, to find Astrid sitting on the chair, beside Hiccup's bed, whispering something.

"How is he?" Ferno startled Astrid.

"His fever is reducing." Astrid's eyes had bags under them.

"Astrid, go home, get some solid sleep. He'll be fine. He's too stubborn to die because of ... a fever. Get some sleep." Ferno put a hand on her shoulder.

"Fine." She breathed and walked out of the house, not letting her eyes off the sleeping form of the Dragon Trainer.

"Remember our agreement—" Ferno whispered.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah." She rolled her eyes and went out.

Ferno put a hand on his brother's forehead. Astrid was right, the fever did cease. "Get well, big bro. You have a woman waiting for you here. She'll go insane if you don't get yourself back here, and the last thing we need is an insane Astrid Hofferson."

Smiling at his brother hopefully, he climbed onto his bunk bed above him. Signing, he was about to shut his eyes when ... BANG! Ferno's expression looked at the ceiling angrily.

"Astrid I told you to get some sleep." Ferno said, slowly getting up, then instantly shutting up when he saw it wasn't Astrid.

"I think your eye sight is a little bad to confuse me with Astrid." Stoic shut the door behind him. "Horrible weather." He cleared the snow off his shoulders.

Ever since, the Operation, things went for the Chief and the warrior went from awkward to super awkward. Ferno, in a month, didn't once call Stoic 'dad' or even 'father', instead used 'Stoic', 'the Chief' or 'sir'. After all he was allowed to live in his house.

"Ferno, can we talk?" Stoic gestured to two seats by the fire.

Ferno signed and got off his bunk bed. "I guess." He sat opposite the Chief.

"I think it's time I apologised to you. For disowning you ... for abandoning you're most crucial time ... for everything." Stoic said with bitterness in his voice. "I promised your mother to keep you two safe, and I failed."

"...well, then that makes three of us." Ferno murmured.

"What was that?"

"Nothing ... I'm sorry for ... avoiding you for a month ... we should have had this talk a while ago." The stormy grey eyes met the brilliant green ones.

"No hard feelings?"

"Of course not." Ferno leapt at his father for a manly hug, that hadn't happened since his mother passed away.

Ferno woke up to a crash and a bang the next morning. His eyes turned to rage. "DAD! I WILL MURDER YOU IN A MINUTE!" He took a dagger that lay nearby and was about to throw it at the cause of his discomfort. He saw Toothless, looking especially happy.

"Ferno?" A weak voice sounded. The warrior's ears hadn't heard that voice in a month. He successfully jumped off the bed without harming himself and saw Hiccup fully conscious, looking at his leg quizzically. "What happened?"

Ferno headlocked his brother and knuckled the brown hair. "Your awake, big bro. I never thought that you would."

"Yeah that's really encouraging, isn't it?" Hiccup said deadpanned. "Ferno ... I can't ... breathe."

"Oh sorry, I forgot you're a talking fishbone." Ferno chuckled, Hiccup gave him a sceptically glance. "Come on, you gotta see the New Berk."

Ferno pulled Hiccup's arm around his neck, to support him and let him get to the doorway.

Ferno watched at how his brother's life changed. First, Stoic beamed at Hiccup with pride when both sons came out of the house. Second, Astrid kept her promise and in front of the entire village, kissed the Dragon Trainer ... no, in front of the entire village, she kissed Hiccup. And finally, Hiccup would be able to have a life were there would always be someone to listen to him, he would have a purpose in life, he would make everyone proud.

Ferno's heart told him that things were gonna get happier, but his head, throbbed, saying that it if anything, things would get only more challenging. As always, Ferno listened to his head.
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-000-

_This is Berk, boasting the kind of balmy, fun-in-the-sun climate that will give you frostbite on your spleen. The one upside is our annual holiday. We call it Snoggletog. Why we chose such a stupid name remain a mystery. But with the war long over – and dragons living amongst us, this year's Snoggletog promises to be one to remember._

_Let me tell you, sharing a room with your beloved brother, is not so bad. But when his annoying dragon starts jumping on the ceiling at dawn just to go riding, you kind of want to decapitate your brother and stuff his dragon as a chew toy for your own, who by the way, was peacefully sleeping in the barn not bothering anyone._

The banging continued no matter how hard Ferno pressed he pillow against his skull. And lying on the top bunk, the rubble fell onto his bed and shielded Hiccup from the annoying dust. "HICCUP!" He finally lost patience and yelled for his brother. "IF YOU DON'T DO SOMETHING ABOUT TOOTHLESS THEN I'LL BE THE FIRST VIKING TO KILL A NIGHT FURY!"

"Ok, ok, I'm up." Hiccup yawned and got up, grabbing his Viking helmet along the way.

"Finally." Ferno sunk back into the pillows and furs. He closed his eyes ... but then a mischievous dragon laugh echoed around, the sound of his brother tripping over his prosthetic leg thundered in his ears and the annoying flapping wings flattered away tormenting Ferno's sleep.

The warrior looked at the ceiling with an annoyed expression. "I going to skin that guy when he gets back, and no offspring of lightning and death is going to save him!"

-000-

After Ferno had at least an hour of more sleep he headed down to the village with his trusted companion, Shriek, by his side. He saw his friends helping put up new decorations for the holiday.

Fishlegs was hammering decoration on the wall with his Gronkle chasing a small kid, dressed in a Gronkle costume. Astrid was throwing shields on the wooden tree with her Deadly Nadder pinning them on with by her spines. Snotlout was using Hookfang as a ladder to put up the decorations. This was probably the only time in the year were the Twins didn't blow something up at least once a day, they, like everyone else, were preparing for the holidays.

Then Stoic put a hand on Ferno's shoulder and led him around the newly put up decorations, with Gobber by his side. "By Odin's beard, son. Vikings spending the winter holidays with Dragons."

"Never thought this day would come, eh, dad?" Ferno said, weakly. His father had accidently put his hand on a very sensitive scar on his shoulder. "Dad ... shoulder ... scar ... very painful."

"Oh sorry, son." Stoic said, with guilt drenching his voice.

Before Ferno could speak there was something unexpected happening. Hundreds, maybe thousands dragons flew above Berk. The resident dragons slowly began to join them.

"What in Thor's name?" Gobber exclaimed, watching the dragons take off.

Ferno immediately ran to his beloved Boneknapper, who looked like he was about to leave.

"Shriek, stay right where you are?!"As he ran towards his dragon, a searing pain ran up his legs so he slipped on the ice and skid across the road. When he looked up, he saw his Boneknapper in the sky already. The warrior groaned, and hit the ice with his fist.

"Ferno, get up. We need to find Hiccup." Astrid pulled the warrior up.

"Right, find Hiccup now, skin him later." Ferno made a mental note, he noticed Astrid's confused look. "Never mind. Look, he's landing." He pointed to a Night Fury landing.

The two Vikings ran up to the blacksmith.

"Hiccup! What's going on? Where are they going?" Astrid asked, running up to him, with Ferno right behind her.

Unfortunately, he couldn't answer her because within literally 2 seconds he was swarmed by Vikings who were all asking questions at the same time.

"Where did they leave?"

"What's happening?"

"What if they're never coming back?"

"Stop ... please." Hiccup attempted to calm the crowd down.

"Stop! Give him a chance to speak!" The booming voice of Stoic the Vast blasted silence among the crowd and the said Viking pushed past them. "Hiccup, where are all the dragons going?" He asked his eldest son.

"Dad ... I don't know."

Then Shriek and Stormfly flew to Toothless flew up to Toothless, as if they were encouraging him to come with them, but the Night Fury wailed back. The Boneknapper and Deadly Nadder flew off, again.

There was a meeting in the Great Hall. The villagers complained to each other about how Snoggletog was ruined, while the teenagers stood at the corner of the hall listening to them.

"Where did they leave? Snoggletog is ruined."

"It's not ruined!" Stoic stood up. "We're Vikings. We've been perfectly happy celebrating Snoggletog without dragons for generations. And there's no reason to not do it again. Now we don't know where they've gone off to, but we have to have faith they'll be back. Am I right?"

"He's right. We're Vikings. We are tough!" Gobber said punching the air with his prosthetic, himself being wrapped around in Snoggletog decorations. "Most of the time." He added. "Let's sing some Snoggletog songs."

The teenagers groaned and left the Hall.
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**Sorry that this is a bit late and that I promised that I would upload every Wednesday, but the internet got cut off and I several afternoons without internet. It was torture! Anyway this is a new chapter for Gift of a Night Fury, so enjoy.**

-000-

"Perfect, just perfect." Ferno said sarcastically.

"That was depressing." Ruffnut moaned.

"I know I was looking forward to spending the holidays with Stormfly." Astrid agreed.

Tuffnut noticed Fishlegs whistling absent-mindedly. "What are you so happy about? Don't you miss Meatlug?"

"What? Oh ... yeah, I miss him so much." Fishlegs mock cried. "Well, see ya?" He left in a hurry.

"Uh, what's with him? I thought that he would be weeping over Meatlug's disappearance since the second he left." Ferno shook his head.

"Hey, I got an idea. Let's come up with a bunch of new holiday traditions. You know, to bury the sadness." Astrid said, joyfully.

The teens groaned. Astrid eyed Hiccup, who suddenly lit up. "Actually, Astrid, might be on to something."

"Easy for you to say, your dragon can't go anywhere without you." Tuffnut gestured to Toothless, who was on a cliff looking out to the distance, wanting to fly somewhere, but because of his prosthetic tailfin he couldn't.

"Must be nice." Ruffnut said, and the teenagers walked off.

Hiccup looked at his dragon with guilt filling his eyes. Ferno put a reassuring hand on his brother's shoulder and left. He had a date with the medicine table.

-000-

For the rest of the night, Hiccup and Ferno were at the Forge. Well, Hiccup pulled Ferno along. Hiccup was making a tailfin for Toothless, which the dragon could be able to operate himself. Ferno was using Hiccup's old notes and any old dragon attack records, which he gathered in the library yester afternoon, to see if there was any correlation with the dragon disappearance.

"Great, I went from being a great and fierce warrior to a studious nerd. My reputation is officially ruined." Ferno said, sitting near the furnace, covered hip deep in papers and notebooks.

"What reputation?" Hiccup laughed. Ferno gave his brother his infamous glare.

"Hiccup! Ferno! You in here!" Astrid's voice came in.

"Yep, over here Astrid, come in." Hiccup yelled taking a tool from a collection.

"Here, happy holidays, from me to you." Astrid said holding out a shield with a jug and two cups on it.

"Thank you, milady." Hiccup said, taking a cup.

"What are you two up to?" Astrid asked before he was able to drink the ... chemical biohazard.

"I'm trying to figure out if there is any links between the dragon disappearance and the past dragon attacks." Ferno said, not taking his eyes off a piece of paper, and rubbing his chin.

"Well, did you find anything?"

"I think so. Viking made the tradition of Snoggletog in this month exactly because of the devastating weather, obviously, and also because the dragon attacks decreased during this month. I looked through all the record and came to the conclusion that dragons didn't attack us for a couple of months, but after those months the raids started again." Ferno informed.

"So, they'll be back?" Astrid asked hopefully.

"I really hope so. I miss Shriek."

"Aw, you really have softened up. You're now a nerd and a soft Viking."

Ferno cocked his head to look at Hiccup. "Do you now see what I mean by an officially ruined fearsome reputation?"

Astrid looked at Hiccup. "What are you up to?"

"Ok, you're gonna think, I'm crazy but, I just could stop think what Tuffnut said last night. Toothless can't come and go like the other dragon and that's just not fair. I was up all night and I think I found a way to fix that." Hiccup demonstrated the use of the tail fin, and then he drank from the cup that Astrid offered him.

Ferno wanted to laugh really badly at the face Hiccup made after the liquid entered his mouth.

"Wow, you built him a new tail? So he's gonna be able to fly without you … wow, what a great gift." Astrid said looking at the tailfin, typically long so Hiccup couldn't spit out the concoction. "Well, I'm gonna spread so more holiday cheer." She ran. "You're amazing!" She yelled back to Hiccup.

Ferno looked in disgust as his brother spluttered out the chemical out of his mouth. "You know this is a good warning for you … when you two get married, it'll be your responsibility to cook for the family." Ferno laughed uncontrollably at his own joke, wiping away a tear from his eye.

"Shut up, Ferno." Hiccup wiped away his mouth.

The two brothers parted their separate ways. Hiccup went to give Toothless the tailfin, while Ferno went to practise in the woods, weight lifting, sword, bow and arrow, axe practise. Mercilessly, destroying trees in the process of his rage that his beloved Boneknapper was not with him. When he was finished, it was already night. The warrior proceeded to his house. His brother was already in bed. Ferno climbed to his part of the bunk bed and laid his head down on the pillow.

"Toothless flew away." Hiccup said, breaking the warrior's peace of mind. "He used the tailfin and flew away."

"He's probably with the other dragons. He'll be back. Go to sleep." Ferno closed his grey eyes and fell into a peaceful slumber.

**-000-**

**Author's Note:**

**So here's the next chapter. The Last Chapter of this will be on Christmas Day… that is if I remember (evil laugh). **

**So anyway, right now I am working on a love interest for Ferno (and no, it's not Heather) and really need your guy's ideas of her character. I already have her name and role in the story, but I just need a personality and appearance. My only restrictions are:**

**She has to be pretty**

**She has to be clever**

**She **_**can **_**have a difficult past.**

**Please keep it in the HTTYD universe and not some fantasy thing. **


	22. Gift of the Night Fury Part III

**I know I promised to update tomorrow but I am going on Christmas Day somewhere where there probably won't be any internet. I don't break promises, I just change them slightly. So here is a new chapter of Legend of the Dragon Riders. I really need to change that name, please send ideas for a new name. **

**Merry Christmas everyone!**

**-000-**

In the early morning, Ferno's peaceful slumber was disturbed when the ceiling began to racket. He wiped his eyes with one hand while his weight was supported by his elbow. Without a second of hesitation, Hiccup ran out of the house to inspect whether it was Toothless. After hearing the usual thump, and a 'Good morning, son' from their father, Ferno realised that it was all for nothing and lay back down into the bed linens.

-000-

During about midday, Ferno was walking through the village minding his own business, his palm on his sword hilt and his eyes filled with worry for the Boneknapper, when suddenly a Gronkle flies past. The warrior only barely missed being hit by the rock like dragon. He then noticed his older brother hanging for dear life on the dragon's snout.

"Hiccup!? Where did you get a Gronkle?!" Ferno yelled to the departing dragon, that now Ferno recognised was Meatlug, Fishleg's Gronkle.

"Fishleg's shed!" The Dragon Tamer screamed as he was being carried away to the unknown.

At once, Ferno made his way to the nerd's shed. The other teens were already there, while Astrid was starring off into the distance.

"Someone care to explain why my brother is being carried off Odin-knows-where?" Ferno said, sarcastically, to Fishlegs mainly.

"I can't believe him." Fishlegs said, downcast.

"You can't believe him! You kidnapped your dragon!" Astrid blew up on the dragon nerd.

"You make it sound so mean." Fishlegs whimpered slightly.

"Hey, guys." Tuffnut called, inspecting a hay stack, with his sister. Ferno made his way to them, ignoring the conversation between Astrid and Fishlegs. The swordsman looked over Ruffnut's shoulder. There were blue rocks buried in the hay. "Guys!" Tuffnut yelled, losing patience with his squabbling friends.

"Wow, Meatlug barfed up a pile of rocks." Fishlegs said, overlooking the rocks behind Ferno who was inspecting them.

"You're such an idiot, those aren't rocks." Ruffnut slapped the back of Fishleg's head.

"They're dragon eggs, Fishlegs." Ferno said, passing the egg he was holding to Astrid and standing up.

"Hey, wait, I bet that's why the dragons left. To lay their eggs."

"That would explain why they didn't raid us during the next couple of months … which means they will come back." Ferno said with realisation.

"But, boy dragons don't lay dragons." Fishlegs was still confused.

"Yeah, your boy dragon is a girl dragon." Ruffnut spelt it out for him.

"Ok, that actually explains a few things." Fishlegs visibly paled.

"Hey, everyone is missing their dragons' right…" Astrid raced to the desk and began doing something to the dragon egg.

"Oh, here it comes." Snotlout groaned, probably remembering the Yaknog.

"I've got an idea." Astrid completely ignored Snotlout's comment. "It'll be another Snoggletog tradition." She showed the egg, wrapped in a Snoggletog styled ribbon. The teenagers grabbed the eggs and ran out of the shed, spreading the eggs around to every house of Berk.

"Guys, I have a bad feeling about this." Ferno said, but all of his friends were already out, reluctantly the swordsman took his eggs and put them in different houses.

-000-

"Wasn't this a great idea?" Astrid said, after they finished dropping off the eggs, and rendezvoused at the centre of town.

"Ahha, everyone's going to be so surprised!" Fishlegs was practically bouncing up and down with excitement, him and Astrid, while the others just stood there unimpressed. Suddenly the house in which Astrid had just put the egg in, its door, exploded with something flying out of it and knocking Fishlegs out.

"Surprise!" Snotlout yelled, slightly more excited now that something blew up.

A small baby Gronkle landed on Fishleg's stomach. Snotlout, Ruff and Tuff awed at the cute small baby dragon, while Astrid and Ferno starred at it in shock.

"The eggs explode." Astrid said, not letting her eyes off the baby dragons. Ferno gulped and looked at the other house, seconds later, they too began to explode, firing small, pistol-like object, which were the baby dragons. "THE EGGS EXPLODE!" Astrid yelled at the houses.

The teenagers watched the display of fire, as their village got devoured by it. Astrid kept running around to numerous Vikings yelled an apology, while the others stood dead in their tracks, either admiring the sight or starred in horror at it.

The wooden tree even caught fire and Stoic was enraged. "What in Thor's name in going on?!"

"The eggs explode." Astrid muttered under her breath.

-000-

Astrid and Ferno were hammering away at some buildings repairing what Astrid had destroyed, and Ferno agreed to help her. Standing by Hiccup's side for 13 years straight, he understood that everybody mucked up and on numerous occasions; Astrid was no exception.

"Argh, Gobber this is a disaster." Stoic complained walked through the ruins of one house.

"Oh, it's not so bad." Gobber was his old optimistic self.

"'Oh not that bad?' The village is destroyed, the dragons have gone and left us … let's face it, this holiday is a complete disaster." Stoic pushed passed the villagers who were staring at the sky. "What are you people looking at?"

He looked at the direction in the sky and spotted a mysterious figure floating in the air.

"They're dragons!" Ferno yelled and slid down his ladder and walked to the front of the crowd of villagers. The mysterious figure got into view and it was indeed a herd of dragons, carrying a broken ship.

Hiccup sitting on Shriek's neck as all the dragons landed with the broken ship, skidding across the freshly layered ice.

Ferno didn't need to be told, he charged at his dragon in a bear hug. "Where the Hel were you? You almost gave me a heart attack!" He yelled scolding the Boneknapper, while hugging him at the same time.

Suddenly he was tackled by small dragons. The black haired teen lost his balance and fell to the ice, covered in puppy-sized, grey coloured, bone-less, yellow eyed, mischievous looking, baby dragons.

"Oh my, baby Boneknappers!" Ferno starred at a random baby dragon he picked up.

"Oh no, they are not staying in our house." Stoic stood over Ferno, with a pale face.

"Aw come on, dad." Ferno frowned. He picked up one baby dragon that had a stoic expression. "Look at this one, how can you not love this one. Look how cute he is. Come on, dad, I'll even name him after you."

Stoic sighed and rubbed his forehead. "This is what baby dragons do to brave and fearsome warriors. They turn them soft. Fine, they can stay but only in the barn." He said while walking away.

-000-

There was a celebration for the return of the dragons. All the teens were getting to know their dragon's babies, except one. Hiccup the Useful. The Dragon Tamer was walking aimlessly around the Great Hall. Ferno looked at his brother, sympathetically. The guy's best friend was missing. The swordsman watched as Astrid went to cheer up the downed Useful.

Ferno smiled when his friend awarded his brother with a Snoggletog gift, giving one of her very rare kisses. Then the boy's smile widened when the Night Fury pounced through the door, with a retrieved Hiccup's helmet.

A small Boneknapper brought Ferno's thoughts back to life, as it crawled all over his body, surprisingly not hurting him. Things were definitely looking up.

_Winter in Berk lasts for about 9 months of the year … and hails the other three. It hangs on with both hands and won't let go. And the only real comforts against the cold are those you keep close to your heart. My close comforts are obviously father, brother, brother's dragon and Shriek … and the baby Boneknapper. Don't forget the baby Boneknappers, because them that wouldn't have been THE BEST SNOGGLETOG EVER!_

-000-

**Author's Note:**

**Merry Christmas Everybody! That was my Christmas gift for you, fans of HTTYD. I hope you enjoy this special time of year. Remember that your favourite author has already wished you a 'Merry Christmas and a Happy New Year!"**

**Soon I will publish the Riders of Berk. I want a vote of what day of the week I should update it on, because each chapter is really long to write and so I'll update only once a week.**

**See ya, next year!**

**Scorpion6955**


	23. How to Start a Dragon Academy

_This is Berk. For years in was Viking against Dragon. The battles were ferocious ... then one day, everything changed. My brother, Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III, met Toothless. And together they have shown people here that instead of fighting dragons we can ride them ... live with them, even train them._

The teens, minus Hiccup had assembled at on a cliff, waiting for the Dragon Trainer.He and his trusted Night Fury eventually arrived.

"Ok, guys, best trick competition. Who's up first?"

"Uh..." Fishlegs was about to volunteer, but again, like with everything else he was-

"Me!" Snotlout interrupted.

"Actually, I think it's..." Fishlegs tried to stand up to the village's biggest bully.

"ME!" Snotlout yelled at the book nerd.

"Sweet baby Thor in a Thunder Drum, GO!" Astrid lost patience already.

"Oh, don't worry, we'll go, and when we go, Hookfang and I'll light up the sky on – FIRE!" Snotlout babbled on, and his Nightmare launched at full speed forward.

"This quite entertaining." Ferno said nonchalantly as he watched the same Monstrous Nightmare that marked him for the rest of his life with angry burn marks all over his body, try to show off his flying abilities to the rest of the gang completely forgetting that he was harbouring a passenger.

"I'm alive? I'M ALIVE!" Snotlout cheered after scanning that he had all limbs intact, then he the facial expressions of his peers. "Of course I am."

"It's my turn!" Fishlegs squealed excitedly. "Ready Meatlug?" The Gronkle roared in agreement, just lifted up and flew around the cliff in a circle and landed on her original spot. "Yes! New personal best." The dragon licked him affectionately.

"My turn!" Ruffnut yelled.

"No, my turn!" Tuffnut disagreed.

"Guys, same dragon." Hiccup reminded.

"Oh right." Tuffnut said and spudded his sister. The Zippleback took off, and was utterly confused with its riders yelling different orders. Then, probably annoyed by their behaviour the heads tossed them into the air.

"Whoa! THIS IS AWESOME AND SCARY!" Tuffnut yelled as he free fell from the sky, almost falling to his death, if his dragon's head hadn't caught him just in time, along with his sister, and had not tossed him on its back.

"We almost died." Ruffnut said exhausted lying down on her dragon.

"I know ... Go again!" At the last part both twins perked up at the thought.

"Excuse me, I believe its time me and Shriek show you guys how to fly like professionals."

Ferno did his signature smirk and the Boneknapper flew off high into the sky, away from view, and for the few moments nothing happened, until a small speck fell from the sky. The teen's recognized Ferno free-falling from the sky, whooping on the way, with the Boneknapper falling right next to him. When they were about 50 meters away from the sea, Shriek unleashed a cloud of fire at the water making it impossible to see anthing. The fire cleared and neither the Boneknapper nor the warrior were anywhere in sight.

"Where'd they go?" Fishlegs asked peering around to see any sign of bones or a person.

There was a few seconds of intense silence. A shrieking roar blew up right behind the cliff and behind the dragons. All the riders turned around to see the Boneknapper, using its muscular legs and claws crawling up the cliff, with its rider intact.

"And that, ladies and gentlemen is why I am known as Ferno the Fire-Bearer." He bowed promptly.

"You had to do the free-fall and make me relive the memory of that." Hiccup said dryly.

"And whose fault was that." Ferno turned to his brother.

"Here we go again." Hiccup rolled his eyes, and looked like he was about to take off.

"Remember, you lost the cheat sheet and made me jump after it, 100 meters above sea level, and after I so kindly retrieved it for you, what did you do? You threw it away and flew towards a deadly gorge, narrowly escaping it, and almost killing the three of us." Ferno deadpanned.

The teens just starred at the two brother's argument.

"So we almost became a sticky mess on our first flight, so what? We made it out alive, didn't we?" Hiccup defended then looked at Astrid. "I believe it's your turn, Astrid."

"You might wanna take notes." Astrid smirked confidently and flew with Stormfly, performing all sorts of complicated spins and tricks.

She landed softly.

"Yeah, but can you do it without the dragon?" Snotlout said lamely. Astrid's response was a punch to the arm.

"Well, looks like we got our work cut out for us, bud." Hiccup affectionately patted his dragon's head. He took off, impressively dodging all the obstacles until he reached a bridge made of a sea stack. The Dragon Trainer unlocked his metal leg from the saddle and jumper the bridge like structure, running across it and jumping back on Toothless. All that in a split of a second.

Toothless fired several harmless plasma blasts at the other riders.

"They're still the best." Ferno heard Astrid say.

"What more can you expect from him?"

-000-

_Yep … dragons. Most people would say life here is better since we made peace with them, unfortunately Dragons are still, well, dragons._

Hiccup and Ferno walked through the village watching as dragons harassed the villagers. Ferno was highly entertained while Hiccup glanced at every dragon problem with worry and maybe guilt.

The Dragon Trainer tried to run up to every dragon and save the Viking that was their victim, while the Fire-Bearer smirked at his brother's effort with the beasts.

"You know, this could be easier if you helped." Hiccup growled at his brother as they stood under an umbrella made out of a spear and a shield, belonging to Mulch and Bucket, during a Dragon dung shower.

"But where's the fun in that." Ferno said.

Hiccup glared at him.

_Most of us here on Berk are willing to take the good with the bad. But there are those who will never accept the dragons and will do anything to drag them away. Namely one called Mildew the Unpleasant, a grumpy old man that lives on the other side of town, and whose only purpose in life is to complain._

-000-

"We can't just let the dragons run wild like they own the place. Hey, we could out up signs!" Stoic walked around his house, with his best friend, Gobber and his two sons listening to him. Apparently, Mildew complained again, and this time most of the villagers agreed with what he said.

"Signs … for dragons?" Gobber asked, looking up from his wooden carving of a duck, looking at Stoic sceptically.

"No! For the people!"

"Signs ... for Vikings? We're not big readers, Stoic."

"Then, we'll build a huge net and stretch it around the plaza."

"Net's? You do know they breathe fire?"

"I know very well they breathe fire, Gobber. Maybe Mildew was right about—"

"Whoa, whoa, dad, don't you dare finish that sentence. When has that guy ever been right?" Ferno jumped up from his spot.

"We have to figure something-"

"No, no, wait dad. What if I deal with the dragons?"

"You?"

"Who else? If anyone can control them, I can. I'm the best man for the job."

"You're not a man yet, Hiccup."

"Oh here we go." Ferno said to Gobber, who nodded.

"Not if you give me the chance to be."

"Very well, you'll get your chance. Starting tomorrow."

-000-

The next morning, the teens sat on the Catapult.

"Hey, where's Hiccup?" Fishlegs looked around the teens to not notice the Dragon Trainer; he turned to Ferno and Astrid who were looking at the plaza.

"Trying to kill himself." Ferno said, pointing to Hiccup who was running around the plaza.

He chased around one sheep that was on fire.

"Wow, he could really use our help." Astrid said.

"Let me have a laugh once in a while." Ferno chuckled and sat back, grinningly watching his brother fail at taming the dragons.

Astrid rolled her eyes at him.

-000-

"Ow, everything hurts." Hiccup said massaging his shoulder. "Even this." He picked up his prosthetic leg.

"Say thank you, you don't like in my body." Ferno said, taking off the black armour and undoing the tunic. "These stupid things still hurt and it's been like three months." Ferno gestured to the horrendous, angry red scars covering his chest, stomach and arms.

"Hiccup! Ferno! Are you in here?" Astrid came up the stairs.

"Geez, knock before you enter, woman." Ferno quickly put his tunic back on and walked downstairs. "I'm gonna scramble something for dinner." He left his bother and friend alone.

"What's with him?" Astrid cocked her eye brow.

"Just being Ferno. Hungry 24/7 and immature." Hiccup looked at the blonde Viking.

The Fire-bearer looked through the kitchen. "Argh, you'd think the Chief of Berk would have a kitchen and his sons would be properly fed." He said aloud, looking through every cupboard.

Just then, a frustrated Stoic the Vast came into the house. But before he could speak, Ferno quickly defended himself. "Whatever it is, I didn't do it?"

"Where's Hiccup?"

"Where's the food?"

"Great Hall."

"Upstairs."

Stoic made his way up the stairs, while Ferno, groaning, made his move towards the Great Hall. Why couldn't his father, like a normal villager, buy food from the market?

-000-

"That's you plan? Train dragons?" Ruffnut sad, the next day at the Dragon Arena, as Ferno and Hiccup each carried a basket of biscuits to the arena.

"Here where we used to kill them?" Tuffnut said, looking around.

"Right … because we don't do that anymore." Hiccup said.

"For now." Ferno tossed the basked on the ground, and received a glare for his comment. "What? I'm just saying the possibility, you know with Mildew stirring up the whole village."

"Actually Hiccup, the dragons do seem a little bit nervous." Astrid patted her Deadly Nadder's snout as the beast looked around cautiously.

"That's because they're very sensitive, Meatlug especially. She lost a cousin here. Try not to talk about it."

"It's amazing your dad just gave us the arena." Astrid walked up to Hiccup and Ferno. Both of them looked at each other guiltily.

"Well, it would be, if he did, but he didn't, so that's another thing we should try not to talk about." Hiccup awkwardly explained.

"Wait, so we're going behind your father's back?" She glared at the two brothers.

"There you go! Talking about it! ... And we're not going behind his back. We told him we'd get rid of the dragon problem and we are." Ferno said, optimistically gesturing his arms.

The teens spent a whole hour training their dragons to not eat everything on sight. But when they arrived back in town, the dragons were nowhere in sight.

"Well that was easy." Ferno said.

"Lunch?" Snotlout asked, hopefully.

BANG! The food store was attacked.

"Stormfly!"

"Hookfang!"

"Shriek!"

The dragons that spent an hour being taught not to eat everything on sight were eating everything on sight.

"They've eaten everything." Stoic roared. "We've got nothing left for the freeze!"

"I warned you Stoic. But did you listen to me? No. You put a bunch of teenagers in charge." Mildew complained once again. "Now look what the dragons have done! Caging is too good for those beasts."

-000-

"I can't believe we have to send them away." Moaned Snotlout.

"It's gonna be weird. I got used to seeing Stormfly's face being the first thing I see every morning." Astrid made, in her bowl of cocoa, the shape of a Nadder.

"I know what you mean, weapon training and hunting were so much more enjoyable when Shriek was by my side." Ferno grumbled, slouching on the table, forgetting the cocoa in front of him.

"Every night before I went to bed, Meatlug would lick my feet. Who's gonna do that now?" Fishlegs cried, depressingly leaning on the table.

"I volunteer Tuffnut." Ruffnut elbowed her twin.

"Whatever … what time should I be there?" Tuffnut said, too saddened to realise what he was saying.

"Come on guys. Let's get this over with." Astrid stood up with the other teenagers following, minus the Haddock Brothers.

"This is the worst day of my life. We're never gonna see our dragons again?" Fishlegs moaned as they walked off.

"We can't let that happen. Toothless is the best friend I've ever had." Hiccup patted his Night Fury.

"We've got to do something." Ferno said turning around to face him.

"Aw, Toothless. I'm gonna miss you so much." Mildew came up with mock sympathy. "You know, what your problem was, thinking that dragons could be trained. A dragons gonna do what a dragon is gonna do. It's their nature. And nature always wins."

Hiccup and Ferno glared at the man as he walked away. Suddenly the doors blew open and the fire that warmed out the entire Great Hall was extinguished. Toothless fired a plasma blast and the fire started again.

"You know what, Mildew is absolutely righ—"

"Whoa, don't you dare finish that sentence."

"No, I have an idea." Hiccup raced out of the Great Hall on Toothless, with Ferno following him on Shriek.

-000-

The dragons, instead of being sent away to Dragon Island, were speeding up the daily chores of the Vikings. Snotlout and Hookfang were scarring fish for the fishermen. Astrid, Fishlegs Hiccup, and their dragons were replanting Mildew's cabbage field. The Twins and Ferno were chasing boars so that they would run into the barn house.

-000-

"Yes! That was absolutely awesome!" Ferno exclaimed as the wild boars were locked up in a barn. "Told you, hunting with dragons had its perks." Ferno high-fived the Twins.

"How did you know that was gonna work?" Astrid landed beside Hiccup.

"Because they're dragons. And dragons do what dragons do. We just have to work with them, and not against them. You know who we should actually be thanking ...?" Hiccup said.

"There they are. Those dragons don't look like they're in cages to me, Stoic." Mildew complained to the Chief.

"We just ploughed, sowed and fertilized your cabbage field. You could be a little thankful, you know." Ferno said, darkly, glaring daggers at the old man, as well as losing patience with him. His face was level, using his tiptoes, to Mildew rotten face sending his deadly glare at the old farmer.

Stoic grabbed Ferno's shoulder and pushed him away slightly, so that his son wouldn't use the hidden hot temper and strike the old man. "No, they don't, Mildew." He turned to his sons. "This is not what I asked for."

The entire village rounded up in the Dragon Arena to hear Stoic's final verdict on what to do with the dragons.

"What's Stoic gonna do to us?" Fishlegs whimpered.

"I'm too pretty for jail." Ruffnut commented.

"Huh, where'd you hear that?" Tuffnut counter argued with his sister.

"I told you we were gonna get in trouble." Astrid said to Ferno and Hiccup who were standing on either side of her. "You never listen to me." She said more to Hiccup the last part.

"Dad, if anyone's going to get in trouble, it should be me." Hiccup stepped up.

"Us." Ferno corrected, standing forward and gesturing to both of them.

"Nope, you all had a hand in this." Stoic said. Ferno could see the grin on Mildew despicable face. "You took over this place without asking. You released the dragon against my wishes. Things are going to change around here. That's why—"

"We're getting a Dragon Academy!" Gobber butted in.

"Gobber!" Stoic yelled, clearly annoyed. "I wanted to tell them!"

"I'm sorry, your right. Go ahead."

"Well you told most of it!"

Ferno watched as the two fully grown men argued with each other over who told a piece of news first to 7 teenagers, like two little girl arguing over a doll.

"Argh. Hiccup – Ferno – well – what he said. You've all made me proud. This dragon academy is for you all." Stoic said, and pulled the leaver, letting out all the dragons out of their cages.

The teenagers ran up to their respected dragons giving them their respected greeting. Shriek trapped Ferno under his leg and licked the boy mercilessly. "Oh, great, Shriek come on, it's not bath day, yet. And you already covered me in this stuff." Ferno said with disgust wiping away dragon saliva.

"Now all you need to do is train them." Stoic said to both his sons.

"Not a problem, after all I've got him." Hiccup said, gesturing to Toothless and then noticing his friends. "And them too?"

_Dragons can't change who they are. But who would want them to. Dragons are amazing, powerful creatures._

Snotlout and Ferno, on their dragons, hanged the Berk Dragon Training Academy symbol over the Dragon Arena.

_And as long as it takes me and my brother, we are going to learn everything there is to know about them. Wouldn't you?_


	24. Viking for Hire

_Everybody needs a place in the world. Some people are born to theirs, like my father, Stoic the Vast ... some people discovers theirs, such as Hiccup the Useful … others voyage on a never ending journey, searching for theirs, hoping one day to stumble on it, myself is a good example ... and some people make a place for themselves, but then the world around them changes, and the place they made is gone. _

"Every dragon has its own unique abilities that give it its own special place in the world. Which dragon makes the best welding torch?" Hiccup quizzed the teens at the brand new academy.

"Ooh, Deadly Nadder." Astrid called out.

"Its magnesium flame burns with the heat of the sun." Fishlegs informed.

"It's also the hottest flame in the dragon's world." Ferno said, not wanting to be left out of their group.

"Correct. Point to team Astrid. Score is now one hundred to ten." Hiccup said, bored.

"And you started with ten." Astrid smirked, pointing to team Snotlout.

"Oh yeah? Well the game's not over. Wait, what team am I on?" Tuffnut said; Ferno face-palmed himself.

"Next question. What is the shot limit of a Hideous Zippleback? Team Snotlout?" Hiccup said, wanting to move on from this.

"I don't think they can count that high." Astrid whispered.

"I don't think they can count?" Ferno said.

"Oh yeah, let's find out? Barf! Belch!" Ruffnut challenged.

The green Zippleback shot up, shooting its deadly gas to the limit, which was 6, while Astrid, Fishlegs and Ferno took cover behind the barrels.

"Looks like it's about 3." Tuffnut said, putting up two fingers.

"Told you we can count." Ruffnut said, dumbly.

"It's six. You are half right. Five points." Hiccup said, wanting nothing more than to get out of there.

"Alright, it's our turn, what happens when you shoot fire at the owner of a Deadly Nadder." Astrid said. She whistled and the said Deadly Nadder immediately got up and shot spines, at the opposite team, pinning each member to the wall behind them.

"No fair, she didn't give us enough time to answer." Tuffnut exclaimed, hanging from the wall.

"I've got a question. What happens when I sick Hookfang on you?" Snotlout said, challengingly.

"2 salmons his butt catches fire." Ferno said, unimpressed, with Fishlegs hi-fiving him.

"Ok, guys, that's enough training for today. So we did some really good work here today…" Hiccup snapped close his notebook and made his way out of scene that he could feel wasn't going to end well.

"Prepare to face the Monstrous Nightmare!" Snotlout said, dramatically, tapping his dragon's jaw. Being startled the Nightmare flamed up, making Snotlout's butt catch fire and he ran away to the nearest tub of water, jumping in it.

"See, not that easy sitting on a flaming Nightmare, isn't it?" Ferno sniggered at Snotlout, the Viking just glared at him, from the water tub.

"Hookfang, never flames up when you're riding him. Is he ok?" Hiccup walked up to the tub, with Astrid and Ferno by his sides.

"It's not fun betting anymore." Ferno moaned.

"Maybe he just realised who his owner is." Astrid said.

"There room in here for two." Snotlout said suggestively. Astrid dunked Snotlout head into the tub and her and Hiccup walked away.

"Face it, Snotlout, you'll never get her. She belongs to Hiccup." Ferno said, smirking.

Snotlout splashed water at the warrior.

-000-

"What's with the sad look?" Ferno said, looking up from the Book of Dragons, by the fireplace as his brother came into the house with his trusty Night Fury by his side.

Hiccup groaned and plopped on a different chair. "Gobber was selling his dragon-killing weapons as kitchen utensils. I have gotta make it up to him."

"Why?"

"Because I feel guilty for ruining his business, with the Viking-Dragon Peace, _and _because he taught me everything I know _and _I have a really soft heart and-"

"Ok, I get it … Hiccup, you can't change Gobber, and you can't force him to be anything else, other than a master with metal."

"We'll see about that." Hiccup smirked.

Ferno groaned, he leaned his head against the chair. "This is gonna end in a disaster, I just know it."

Their father entered the house, and after Hiccup gave the Chief a mug of ale, Stoic agreed to let Gobber help him.

"What?" Hiccup looked at his brother, who was staring at him with a 'you-insane-aren't-you?' face.

"What was in that mug?" Ferno looked into their father's mug with one mug.

-000-

"Just for the record, I knew this sort of thing would happen?" Ferno said, passing his father two blocks of ice, the next evening.

"Wow, a two block headache." Hiccup said, walking into the house. The Chief just gave annoyed groaned in response. "You know dad, I think your being … a wee bit, rough on Gobber. It was his first day, tomorrow will be way better."

"Oh it will be for me, because it won't involve Gobber." Stoic took the mug that Ferno set on the table.

"What do you mean?" Hiccup looked at his father for a clearer explanation.

"Argh. I tried to put a square peg in a round hole, and it sunk a ship and named a baby girl Magnus, not saying she didn't look like a Magnus, but try telling that to her parents."

Ferno burst out laughing, uncontrollably, hitting the table with his fist.

"Oh, you're laughing now, but in 5 years' time there is going to be a girl walking around Berk with the name 'Magus'. That would have been like naming you 'Gertrude'."

This did not, however, cease Ferno's laughter, after about 5 minutes of hitting the table and sceptical glares from Hiccup and Stoic, he wiped off a final tear and looked at his father to continue. "Ok, I'm done."

Stoic rolled his eyes.

"I can't believe you let him go. Well we gotta do something." Hiccup said, resuming the previous conversation.

"We, don't have to do anything. You, on the other hand will be very busy looking for a job, for Gobber." Stoic said, rubbing his forehead.

"He said 'you', buddy, so I'm out of here." Ferno quickly escaped to the secure location of his bedroom.

"Traitor."

-000-

"You're brining Gobber here?" Ferno looked at his older brother the next day at the Academy. "I thought you were joking."

"He's gonna be great. No one knows dragons, like old Gobber. He's spent many years … studying them."

"Yeah, live dragon anatomy." Ferno sarcastically said.

"Whose side are you on?" Hiccup hissed at the younger boy.

The door flew open and Gobber rushed in with a whole waggon of his old dragon-killing weapons. "Did ya miss me?!" He greeted cheerfully the rest of the teens. As soon the dragons saw the weapons, they immediately perked up in alarm.

"First of all, welcome … and second, why did you bring your … you know." Hiccup gestured to the wagon's weapons.

"Killing things?" Gobber took out a menacing sword, axe and hammer invention out of the wagon. "I thought we could train them … by threatening to kill them, that's how my dad taught me to swim." He smashed a Morningstar against the ground, leaving a massive hole in the stone floor. "Schools in session." The dragons, minus Toothless, just flew away in terror. "Eh, I didn't like school either."

-000-

After hunting down the dragons, Astrid, Ferno and the Twins returned to the Academy. Each of them groaned in pain.

"What's wrong with you guys?" Hiccup stood up from writing something in his notebook.

"We've been riding our dragons for 4 hours straight. It took forever to chase them down, after Gobber chased them away." Astrid eyed her Deadly Nadder at the word 'forever'.

"At least you didn't sit on a pile of bones the whole 4 hours." Ferno growled as the two of them walked up to Hiccup.

Ruffnut began to kick her twin's butt.

"Do you guys always have to fight?" Hiccup asked the violent twins.

"Its ok, I asked her to do that. Trying to get the feeling back." Tuffnut said, from the receiving end of the butt-kicks.

"You gonna return the favour or what?" Ruffnut bent down for the same treatment from her twin.

"Huh, I've flow for hours on Toothless and I've never had a problem." Hiccup said, looking at Ferno and Astrid.

"That's because you have a saddle." Astrid gestured to Toothless.

"Saddles!" Hiccup said in realisation. Ferno face-palmed, knowing what the Dragon Rider was thinking.

-000-

"Ok, today is an exciting day for all of us. Gobber has been working hard to—"Hiccup said the next morning. He had hired Gobber to do some saddles for the dragons, and now was the result.

"I think they need to hear from the artist himself. I've made a lot of saddles in my day, horse, donkey and now dragons, but these saddles are special, they're like my children, that's if you strap your child to a flaming reptile and rode it, so without further ado." He pulled the massive cloak off the saddles that he made.

"Wow, Gobber, this is definitely … _not _what I had in mind." Hiccup said. All the saddles … were properly proportioned and you would be able to sit on them … but they were attached to several weapons of mass destruction at once.

"How could it be, I'm Gobber, no one knows what's it's like to live in here." He banged his helmet with his mallet-prosthetic.

"Let's get this madness over." Ferno slouched and signalled for Snotlout and the Twins. Walking over to the saddle that was meant for Shriek.

The saddle itself had a collection of different broadswords, halberd, battle axes and spears attached to it. And while Ferno liked the collection of weapons attached to the saddle and loved the idea of having them while flying, hunting or … generally anything, Shriek thought otherwise. The mighty Boneknapper flew in the arena for a couple of seconds, in circles, but after that let out a great roar, making Ferno fall on his back from his position on the neck.

"Buddy, what's wrong?" Ferno inspected the saddle. Because it had so many weapons on the saddle, it made a clanking noise that was similar to the one that Viking's used to disorientate dragons, when they used to kill them. This caused the Boneknapper a headache.

He looked at the other dragons and their riders. Ruff and Tuff's saddle was attached to a catapult that smashed Barf and Belch's heads. Fishleg's saddle was too heavy with all the weaponry and made Meatlug collapse. Hookfang didn't like the saddle at all and just threw it off the second it was on his neck. And Stormfly was alarmed by the horn on Astrid's saddle, that she fired her spines and in the process pinned Snotlout to the wall.

"Really? Again?"

Ferno glared at Hiccup after he observed the saddles.

"So anyway, I think we're gonna need to make some—"

"Changes. I'm way ahead of you. I've got so many good ideas. It's getting crowded up here." Gobber banged his prosthetic against his helmet and chuckled.

-000-

Hiccup and Ferno had to stay behind after that training session, which turned out absolutely disastrous. Hiccup was sweeping the floor off charcoal and burn marks while Ferno went around the Arena clearing it off of spines, rubble and cooled lava, though leaving out Snotlout, who was still pinned to wall.

"My Odin, this place looked better when we were killing dragons." Stoic the Vast entered the arena.

"Yeah, we sort of got 'Gobbered'." Hiccup said, sarcastically.

"Well, you know Gobber. He means well, he just doesn't always do well. So what are you gonna do about him?"

"Yeah, what are you gonna do about him? I'm not gonna waste my whole life clearing rubble and spines after Gobber's miss-haps." Ferno walked up to them, tossing the bag, in which he collected the objects, to the side of the arena.

"I'm gonna clean up his mess and redo his work." Hiccup's voice was … surrendered.

"Listen, Gobber is like family—"

"Yeah, I know he is, that's why I can't say anything to him!" Hiccup blew up on his father.

"No, Hiccup, that's why you have to. It's not fair on you and it's not fair on Gobber. I'm sorry son, but what's right is very rarely what's easy." Stoic led each son out of the arena with each of his hands on their shoulders. They passed Snotlout, who was dozing off. "What about him?"

"Leave him, dad, he's going for a record." Ferno said, nonchalantly.

"Enough said."

-000-

"You sure you don't need any moral support doing that?" Ferno said as the two brothers and their dragons stood outside the Forge.

"No it's fine. I need to do this alone." Hiccup took a deep breath as the torch that he was holding extinguished after the explosion inside the Forge.

"Well, hope you know what you're doing. I'm heading home." Ferno turned around.

The Fire-bearer absent minded wandered the village, taking in the view of the full moon tonight, with his Boneknapper companion walking by his side, its bones making the metallic and cracking sounds with every step.

"Well, buddy, ready to go home?" Ferno patted his dragons chin. But before the mighty beast could answer and roar blew out from the centre of the village. "Something tells me, no." Ferno deadpanned before saddling Shriek's neck and flying off to the direction of the roar.

He saw Hookfang terrorizing the village, Hiccup, Snotlout and Toothless running into the scene and Stoic ordering the villagers, minus rest of teens, to get out of the area.

Ferno got off him and ran to his brother and cousin to know what was happening, while Shriek pounced on the Nightmare smashing the flaming body underneath him, making the Nightmare roar even louder and flame more.

"Shriek! Get out of there!" Ferno yelled at is dragon, who got off the Nightmare and circled him instead, with Toothless, joining forces with him.

"We have to get this dragon under control!" Stoic said.

"Don't worry, I can do this." Hiccup said, nearing the dragon carefully, and patting Hookfang's chin, but as soon as that happened the Nightmare's eyes turned to slits and it fired a fire ball at Hiccup, which if wasn't for Shriek being right behind him and covering the boy under his wing and shielding him from the blast. In the meantime Toothless attacked Hookfang.

Astrid saw how Ferno's knuckles whitened on his sword and his eyes twitched towards a shield lying nearby.

"I've seen enough Hiccup. I'm sorry, we tried it your way." Stoic turned and walked off into the direction of the Forge.

"Come on guys, think, what haven't we tried?" Hiccup asked, to his friends. Snotlout turned around. "Snotlout, you have an idea?"

"Gobber." The Jorgenson pointed to the blacksmith. Gobber was fully equipped with the dragon killing weapons, shield, swords, bolas and axe. "He's going to kill my dragon." Snotlout realised.

"No, he isn't." Hiccup was reassuring himself more than Snotlout.

"Uh, yeah he is." Tuffnut quipped in.

"You don't use that stuff to butter toast." Ruffnut joined in.

"You mean 'we' would, but you don't."

"Dad, you can't be serious. Hookfang is Snotlout's dragon."

"I'm sorry, Hiccup, but sometimes ya have to fall back on the old ways."

"But he's a good dragon." Hiccup walked up to Gobber.

"He's a good dragon." Snotlout emphasized his cousin's point.

"There's probably just something wrong with him."

"There's definitely something wrong with him."

"We have to help him. We can't just get rid of him just because he is having a bad day."

"Bad day for a dragon, can be a disastrous for us. That's not a risk I'm willing to take." Stoic then turned to Gobber. "Gobber…"

The blacksmith moved towards the dragon with a sword in hand. Hiccup ran up to his mentor and grabbed him by the arm, not caring that he was dangling 30 cm from the floor.

"I can't let you do this."

"You have no choice." Hookfang then roared and opened his jaw in front of the two Vikings, showing them his throat. "Do you see that?"

"I do." Hiccup let go of Gobber.

"Time to put this beast out of its misery." Gobber approached the Nightmare, putting his sword away.

"Hiccup! What are you doing!?" Astrid came up to Hiccup, who hushed her.

Gobber jumped on the Nightmare's jaw and began to look into his throat.

"Strange approach to downing a dragon who breathes fire to breathe." Ferno commented, watching how Gobber flew around.

The black smith was knocked off the Nightmare. Hookfang shook his head a few times and looked content.

"You didn't kill him?" Snotlout breathed in relief.

"For a toothache?" Gobber held up a broken tooth in his prosthetic hand. "What kind of lunatic are you?"

The Nightmare flew up to Snotlout and nudged him in a playful. For a moment, Snotlout chuckled and then noticed that everyone was watching. "Uh, I don't know where that came from. Can you train that out of him or…?"

"Thank you, Gobber, a bad tooth, I can't believe I didn't think of that." Hiccup said as he and Ferno approached Gobber.

"That's because you're not Gobber. I've forgotten more about dragons, than most people will ever know … well, better put the girls away." Gobber indicated towards the cart of weapons that he also brought.

The two brothers shared knowing look, having the same idea.

"Gobber, not so fast." Hiccup called after his retrieving mentor.

-000-

_We put Gobber in the position of a Dragon's dentist. I couldn't believe we forgot that dragons had bigger teeth to worry about than us, and who better to take care of them than Gobber._

_When the world around them changes, the good men change with it. And Gobber is one of those good men … in fact, he's one of the best._


	25. Animal House

"…And then the dragons, used their wings to block out the snow." Hiccup finished telling the story to Ferno, Snotlout and Fishlegs, after the incredible experience of almost being buried alive in snow, with Astrid. Although the last part, Ferno thought, wouldn't have been so horrifying for Hiccup.

"I've never heard of anything like that, not even in the book of dragons."

"What? You mean between the lines of 'kill of sight' and 'eats its victims', you were expecting it to say 'protective of its riders against an avalanche'." Ferno joked.

"It was incredible, it was like their protective instincts just kicked in."

"Who'd believe it, the dragons who we fought for years, come to our rescue." Hiccup looked at Toothless and Stormfly who were right behind them.

"Yeah, if it weren't for them. We would have frozen to death." Astrid gestured to both her and Hiccup.

"You know what, you could have used your own bodies to keep each other warm." Fishlegs said scientifically, oblivious to what level of awkwardness that would have caused for both Hiccup and Astrid.

Immediately, the said two, sat away from each other, blushing madly and avoiding eye contact.

"W-who would do that?" Hiccup was suddenly so interested in the clouds.

"That's crazy." Astrid rubbed her elbow.

Snotlout took this as his opportunity. "Hey Astrid … if your still cold." He opened his arms as if welcome Astrid in them.

The blonde warrior, didn't budge from her seat. Instead she hit one side of a pole with her elbow and a pile of snow hit Snotlout, erasing him from view.

"Aw, you guys had a moment under the snow. Isn't that romantic? Your about to die and you decide to hug." Ferno laughed uncontrollably.

Having the deadpanned expression, Astrid hit the other side of the pole, giving the same treatment as Snotlout to him. Ferno was swallowed by a sheet of white snow.

"Hey, Hiccup, Ferno, your father is looking for you." Tuffnut said at the bottom platform of the catapult, of which the teens were seated around.

"He looked angry." Ruffnut chipped in.

"He looked angry since the day I was born, but I'm sure there's no connection." Hiccup said, standing up and walking over to Toothless.

Just then, Ferno's head popped out of the pile of snow, spitting out the water that was previously snow.

"Great, dad is angry there should be no reason unless … Hiccup, just in my defence, that explosion on the Swenson farm was the twin's fault, not mine."

"Do I look like Stoic the Vast to you, who is going skin you alive for any mayhem than you caused?"

"Hey, just saying, in case it does come up, you're my defence."

The Dragon Trainer sat on his Night Fury, whilst The Fire-bearer whistled for his Boneknapper, who crawled up the Catapult tower and allowed his rider to get on him.

The two brothers raced off to their house.

-000-

Inside the Haddock household Stoic the Vast paced around, with his two sons facing him and Gobber standing somewhere in the background.

"There's a bad storm comin'. We could be locked in. We might not be able to hunt or fish for months!"

"But it's too early for a storm. We're in the middle of winter! Devastating Winter isn't due for another month." Hiccup exclaimed.

"Not according to Gothi."

"Dad, I heard Bucket's bucket is the best way of foretelling the weather." Ferno intruded.

"That's where this whole thing began!" Stoic yelled at his youngest son.

_Oh boy, here we go again._

"Well, what am I supposed to do? I can't control the weather!" Hiccup got between his brother and father, before their useless argument became heated.

"No … but you can control dragons. If they don't stop scarring the animals we won't have any provisions to live on."

A few seconds later Mulch and Bucket, came into the Chief's House.

"Ah! Any luck?" Stoic looked into the bucket that Mulch brought into the house. It was completely empty.

"Not a drop. And this is after yanking on a yak for three hours." Mulch said in horror.

"Poor yak." Ferno whispered to Hiccup, who Stoic was now glaring at.

The scrawny boy immediately ran up to "But it's not like the dragons are trying to be scary. I mean they don't even eat farm animals, they eat fish."

"True, but they're huge, they breath fire, and now that we've made peace with them, they're everywhere." Gobber explained. "The animals are terrified of them."

"Here's where you and Ferno jump in and say you'll fix it."

"Ok, but how long do we have until the storm hits?" Ferno asked.

"About a week." Mulch answered.

"No problem, more than enough time." Hiccup relaxed a little.

Bucket clutched his bucket and groaned aloud. "Correction, 3 days, 6 hours." Mulched corrected.

"Ok, less time, might be more of a problem."

"Let's get started then." Ferno grabbed Hiccup's shoulder and shoved both of them out of the house, followed by a certain Night Fury.

Once they got out of the house, Hiccup looked at his brother. "What happened between you and dad in there?"

"Just another Ferno/Stoic squabble." Ferno gritted his teeth and jumped on his awaiting dragon, escaping the conversation.

-000-

The teens rounded up some of Berk's yaks, sheep and chickens to the Dragon Academy, along with a few extra dragons. Hiccup, Astrid, Fishlegs and Ferno were the once actually doing something, Tuff, Ruff and Snotlout were just standing there, waiting for the session to end.

"Come on, big boy. You can do it. Come on. You'll really like them if you get to know them." Hiccup said, as he, Astrid and Ferno pushed a yak towards the dragons.

"The dragons look scary but they're just big, scaly reptiles." Astrid gave up on pushing the yak.

"Just like Snotlout." Tuffnut said, forgetting that the said 'big, scaly retile' was right next to him.

Snotlout grabbed and lifted Tuffnut by the collar and was about to punch him. "You're the guy, right?"

"No." Tuffnut said in a girly voice.

"Ok, what if we looked at this from an animal's perspective?" Fishlegs suggested.

"Fishlegs, the animal's perspective is terrified out of its wits." Ferno said, as the book nerd got on all fours and crawled over to the dragons.

Fishlegs ignored him. "Oh hello Mr Dragon, I'm just a sheep over here, doing sheep things, bah … bah … BAH … you know, he doesn't look so big and scary…" Just as Fishlegs said that, the dragon showed him his jaws by roaring at him. "ARRGGHH!" The book worm crawled under his gentle Gronkle. "Sorry, but I'm siding with the sheep on this."

"What did I just say? Why doesn't anyone ever listen to me?!" Ferno said exhaustedly.

"Look, I've learnt that once you have a positive experience of something you're afraid of, it isn't so scary anymore." Hiccup guided some sheep to a dragon.

"He's right. Remember Magnus the Merciless? He was a pretty scaring guy, I was afraid of him, until I learnt that he was afraid of the dark."

"So during the day merciless." Tuffnut said in awe.

"And during the night … Tuffnut." Ruffnut took full advantage of the opportunity.

Tuffnut punched his sister. "Hey … that's a real problem."

"Just saying: Knowing that he was afraid of something made him less scary to me."

"It's ok, Astrid, if you need a hug when you're scared of something, I'm here for you." Snotlout outstretched his arms, like he did before on the Catapult Tower.

Astrid punched him. "We're all afraid of something."

Subconsciously, Ferno's storm eyes turned to a red Monstrous Nightmare, Hookfang. Instantly, memories flashed in his mind of his battle with him. Crowd … Arena …Fire … Smell … Burning skin … Heavy breathing … Hot blood … Darkness. Ferno shook his head a couple of times to get it out of his brain. He was faced with a concerned look from Shriek, who was by his side, nudging comfortingly, his rider.

"Right, and that's what we have to do with these animals. We have to show them that dragons are afraid of things too." Hiccup walked up to the basket full of eels and pulled out two eels, the Dragon Trainer walked up to the dragons and in horror, the giant reptiles backed away.

"It's working." Astrid said, noticing the look on the yak's faces.

But then, one of the eels that Hiccup was holding slipped out of his grip and made its way towards the dragons. Chaos started. Dragons ran and flew around in terror, whacking the farm animals in the process and making them fear them even more.

Hiccup groaned in annoyance. "Don't worry." Astrid came up to him and placed a hand on his shoulder.

"Worried? I-I'm not worried! Do I look worried?"

"Yeah, you're not worrying but your stuttering and nothing about this situation could possibly make you worry." Ferno rolled his eyes.

-000-

The storm was here, and they made no progress with the animals. They were currently trying to show the animals how much in common farm animals and wild dragons had. Ferno face-palmed a couple of times at that idea. Fishlegs pulled out a dragon egg that hatched last week by a Terrible Terror. Ferno starred at the egg in amazement, it was bigger than a Terrible Terror itself, and so how could it lay it then?!

Everything was going well with the egg, the chickens seemed to be content with sitting on it … until it blew up and almost fried the chicken.

"Great, just great." Ferno muttered as he collected a chicken that was stuck in a cage, after the explosion.

Gobber, Mulch and Bucket entered the Arena and began to collect the farm animals.

"Everyone out, the storm is here!" Gobber yelled.

"Ah, what-wait! We haven't made any progress with the animals!" Hiccup ran after Gobber.

"Your father wants everyone in the Great Hall!" Gobber yelled, his voice being muffled by the strong winds of the storm.

"Gobber, take the others. Me and Hiccup need to stay and continue working with the animals, they're still afraid." Ferno joined his brother in trying to dissuade the blacksmith.

"Yeh, can't get eggs from a frozen chicken! We've got to get the animals in the barn!"

-000-

The barn was completely destroyed by the storm.

"So much for the barn." Gobber commented.

"There's no other place to hold them." Mulch informed.

"The Great Hall." Hiccup pointed to the only building that would resist the storm, keep them all warm and big enough to hold all of them.

"So, we'll have the animals and the dragons under one roof. We know that won't work." Mulch said.

"We have no choice." Hiccup said, taking the lead of the group, as he always did, naturally.

They made their way to the Great Hall, through the frozen tundra of the storm.

Unfortunately, a tree blew down, in front of Stormfly, causing her tail to spike up, hitting Hookfang, who was behind her, making him flame up and resulting in the animals, scattering in different directions.

At once, all the teenagers, Gobber and Mulch, tried to catch the animals, but with so many animals and so few herders, they were very unsuccessful.

"Hey, I got this." Snotlout stood in front of a horde of charging yaks. The yaks didn't stop at the sight of him and just ran over him. "Ow, ow, ow, ow. Ok, everything hurts."

Ferno and Hiccup looked at all the scattering animals, running into the opposite direction that they were meant to. They nodded at each other, knowing what the other was thinking, and saddled their dragons.

"Hiccup! Ferno! What are you doing?"

"We're going after them!" Hiccup yelled.

"If we don't, everyone will starve to death!" Ferno got onto Shriek's neck.

"No, your father will kill me! If you—"

"Sorry Gobber!" The brother's yelled in unison, flying off.

"Get back here! Both of you! Astrid, would you talk some sense into those two—"Then he noticed that the blonde warrior was saddling her dragon herself. "No not you too!" The other teenagers followed suit. "Get back, all of you!"

-000-

The teenagers flew on their dragons at full speed, after the animals, in the middle of the devastating storm. The harsh snow and winds of the storm blocked out any view that the teenagers could find.

"You find as any as you can. We'll herd them back to the Great Hall." Hiccup shouted.

"Can we swing by my house? I'd like to get my heavy coat." Fishlegs begged, holding his beefy hands on his beefy arms.

"Check this out, I'm so cold I can't feel my face." Tuffnut looked at his sister. Ruffnut decided to test that, so she slapped him hard enough to break his face. "Didn't feel it."

"That takes out all the fun out of it." Ruffnut moaned.

They noticed the group of stray farm animals in the blizzard.

"There they are! Come on!" Hiccup yelled.

The teenagers flew after the animals, in all different direction. Some were trying to talk to them, like Fishlegs and Snotlout. Others tried to trap the animals and keep them together, which was Astrid, using Stormfly's spines as a sheep pen, then their pen got destroyed by Snotlout's out of control Nightmare. Hiccup and Ferno, decided on focusing on a couple of animals at a time. Ferno was using Shriek's plume of smoke to stop some yaks from going in the wrong direction, while Hiccup and Toothless saved a single sheep from falling to its death, off the cliff.

"Hiccup! The storm is too strong! I can't see anything." Astrid flew up to Hiccup.

Hiccup fired a plasma blast. "Stay yaks, 12:00!" He yelled.

"I see them! And they are huge!" Tuffnut yelled, as he and his sister flew towards the yaks. "I got the yaks!"

"Put me down! Right Now!" The gruff voice of the Chief ordered them hanging from the Zipplebacks paws. Shrugging the twins dropped the Chief and blacksmith to the snowy floor.

Hiccup and Ferno landed their dragons not too far away from the Chief, and walked up to him. Hiccup slightly afraid and guilty, Ferno terrified of their father.

"You should be out here, boys." Stoic took a calm approach.

"Dad … I'm sorry." Hiccup lifted his guilty eyed to his father's face.

"It's not your fault, Hiccup. I'm taking you all back." Stoic said.

"Which way?" Gobber walked up to them.

"Follow our tracks." Stoic lifted his hand to where they just came from, to find that their tracks were wiped away from existence by the blizzard's snow.

"So much for that idea?" Gobber commented.

"Dad, what are we going to do now?" Ferno took the courage to speak to his father.

The other teenagers landed beside them and were now looking at the Chief for orders, shivering from the biting cold.

"Everyone, come together." Stoic opened up his arms, so that the teens would huddle together in a circle.

"Well Fishlegs, what do you know, using each other's bodies for warmth is ... resourceful." Ferno smirked talking to Fishlegs who was on one side of him, and being punched on the shoulder by Astrid on the other side and being sent a glare by Hiccup who was on Astrid's other side.

It was still pretty cold. They wouldn't survive this blizzard. But a small spark of warmth surprised the nine Vikings. The dragons were making a shelter for the Vikings out of their wings to cover them from the snow and using their fire to keep them warm.

"What are they doing?" Stoic awed at the dragons.

"They're protecting us." Hiccup answered.

"It's their natural instincts." Astrid said, and Hiccup smiled at her.

Toothless' past good deed of saving the small sheep seemed to pay off at this moment. The black dragon pounced up to the same sheep and invited it to the warm huddle of people. Slowly but surely all the other scattered farm began to join them, now feeling the full force of the devastating snow storm.

"Your dragons are really something, son." Stoic put a hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

"Yeah, they are." Hiccup looked at the magnificent beasts.

The next morning, the storm cleared a bit and so the teenagers carried the livestock to the Great Hall with some on their backs and others hitching a ride with the dragons.

"They're back! And they're alright!" Mulch exclaimed, when the mighty doors burst open and they entered with the livestock, safe and sound.

"And the animals are alright too." Bucket observed the obvious.

"Everyone!" Astrid called out for the villagers to quiet down.

"The chickens are laying eggs again!" Hiccup held out an egg in one hand and a chicken in the other.

The village cheered.

_We made our peace with the dragons when we saw that we could trust them. Turns out they actually have instincts to protect us. All of us. And all it took was a devastating blizzard for us to discover that. Life on Berk just got a little warmer._


	26. Terrible Twos

"Follow me! Low-level evasive manoeuvres! Come on, bud."

_My 'beloved' brother often likes to say that when riding a dragon, communication is key. That you almost have to read each other's minds. Most of the time, I agree with him, and the majority of that time is when Snotlout crashes his dragon in the forest._

"Hey! What are you doing?!" Snotlout yelled hysterically at his Monstrous Nightmare was they flew into the thick trees of the gloriously large forest of our island. The Nightmare, in turn, roared as in agreeing. "We gotta go back, I think you missed a branch." _What he attempted to accomplish by that phrase, other than suicide, I have no clue._ The Nightmare returned to the trees and disappeared for a moment, but the sounds of crashing and bashing were still present, so they hadn't landed yet. They emerged above the tree tops, Snotlout's face even more deformed with tree twigs and branches poking out of his nostrils and mouth. "Got it."

_And you have to have an open mind, because sometimes your dragon knows better than you. He kills me with these long lectures … imagine living in the same room, with your brother, who doesn't know when to shut up about dragons._

Astrid and Hiccup were having a staring contest or competing with each other through their minds or a lovey-dovey moment, but whatever, Astrid got distracted and she and her dragon were head straight for a fallen tree. "Stormfly up!" The Deadly Nadder, did the opposite, went down, threw her rider in the air, Astrid went flying through the air and landed back in the saddle. "You were right, Stormfly, it was down. Huh, I almost died."

"Almost died? I would have died." Snotlout flew up taking out a twig out of his nose.

"That's a good look for you." Astrid said, and immediately Snotlout put the twig back in.

Meanwhile, Ferno wasn't evading anything, he and Shriek were hovering in the air, laughing at their companion's attempts.

"Enjoying ourselves are we?" Hiccup flew up to his brother.

"I just … can't stop … myself." Ferno said through fits of laughter.

"Ferno when are you ever gonna grow up?" Hiccup sighed in annoyance.

"Soon, big brother, soon … just not now. Let me live a life." Ferno slumped forward, leaning on Shriek's horns.

"When have you not 'lived a life'?" Hiccup rolled his eyes. "You know, one of these days, matureness is going to hit you like a rock and I won't be there to help you. Now get down there and start doing low level evasive manoeuvres! Now!"

"You know, you're starting to act like dad." Ferno's light-hearted mood turned dark, and nudged Shriek's horns, sending Hiccup a disapproving glare. "And to me, that's not the best person to have for a brother." Shriek sped off to the bottom of the woods, narrowly and swiftly avoiding trees and branches, in almost perfect synch with his rider's commands.

"Hey, has anyone seen Fishlegs?" Hiccup flew beside the other riders, noting Fishleg's absence.

"I saw him yesterday, does that count?" Ruffnut commented.

Hiccup groaned and motioned for Ferno to follow him. The two brother's reversed their dragons and retraced their steps.

They found Fishlegs and Meatlug stuck in separate trees.

"Great, ya crash landed." Ferno groaned in annoyance, as they landed, not bothering to get off his dragon. He was sent a glare from Hiccup.

"Fishlegs, are you ok?" Hiccup walked up to the tree.

"Yeah, just hanging out, not like I crashed or anything … ok I crashed." Fishlegs said. Ferno rubbed his temples.

Hiccup tried pulling Fishlegs out of the tree, the result was him pulling off Fishleg's pants instead.

"And there goes my dignity?"

"Whoa, bro, don't let Astrid see you with those." Ferno smirked from Shriek's neck.

Hiccup sent him another glare. "You know you could help."

"Nah, the view is great from here." Ferno laughed.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Toothless, come over here, bud. Fishlegs, I know how to get you down, but you have to remain perfectly still."

"Why? What are you gonna do?" Fishlegs asked, concerned.

"Careful, bud, he's not wearing any pants." Hiccup warned the Night Fury.

"What? Wait a minute? What does my lack of pant have to do with—?" Fishlegs couldn't his sentence as the Night Fury, blasted a harmless blast at the suspended Viking, sending him flying in the air, and catching him, before he landed.

"Thank you." Fishlegs said timidly, getting off the Night Fury's saddle, and turning to Hiccup. "I believe those are mine." He gestured to the pants, and, without hesitation, Hiccup threw them to their owner.

"Now, what are we gonna do about Meat—"This time it was Hiccup's turn to be interrupted. His brother's Boneknapper, smashed its body into the tree. Ferno had a brain but looked immature using it, somehow he enjoyed doing that. Although the Gronkle had a pile of trees on top of her, she would be able to get out of them. "—Lug."

"Nothing, a good smashing and bashing, can't solve." Ferno said, proudly examining his work, from Shriek's back instead of neck, to hide from flying shards of splinters. Hiccup sent him 'The Look'. "Bro, if I got a brick for every glare you gave me, I would have rebuilt Valhalla by now." Ferno got off his dragon, ignoring the glare.

Hiccup shook his head and looked at Fishlegs. "How did this happen?"

"I don't know. I was just flying along, taking notes on the flora and fauna … typical guy stuff…"

"Yeah, because that's what typical guys do." Ferno said, crossing his arms on his chest. Hiccup didn't bother to glare at Ferno this time, he just rolled his eyes.

"…And something weird jumped out of the bushes. It was like a … faming squirrel!"

Both brothers shared a deadpanned expression. "Really? A flaming squirrel?" Hiccup asked.

"Or a chipmunk…?" Fishlegs suggested, but the sceptical look the brothers were giving him didn't budge. "Or some other flammable rodent … I don't know, guys, it scared us, isn't that enough for you?" Fishlegs mounted his Gronkle and flew.

Hiccup turned to Ferno. "Did you hear that? A flaming squirrel." He laughed.

"Or maybe a cross breed between a Monstrous Nightmare and Terrible Terror." Ferno continued to laugh.

Suddenly, with their laugh, their earlier tension eased up, and they were back to normal. Unknown to the other, each brother was wondering what in the world got over him. They used to be close siblings, and more importantly, the best of friends. Internally, they promised themselves for that sort of incident to not happen any time soon, again.

They mounted their dragons. "Everyone knows there's no such thing as—"Hiccup began, while Toothless was about to take off. Something, as bright as the sun and as fast as a Night Fury, whizzed past both Toothless and Shriek.

"FLAMING SQUIRREL!" Ferno yelled and finished the sentence, as his dragon threw him off his neck in panic. "Wow, you guys saw that right?" His questions was directed at both Hiccup and dragons.

"A bit hard to miss." Hiccup commented sarcastically, the top of his head and his green eyes peeked out of the fallen tree, to see a part of the tree smoking. A pair of stormy grey eyes joined his green ones.

"So what do we do now?" Ferno's pupils concentrated in the dark hole in the rocks.

"Find out what it is?" Hiccup jumped over the rocks and cautiously approached the small cave.

"I hate it when you get curious." Ferno groaned, but followed anyway.

A horned head pocked out of the boulders. It had intense yellow eyes and an orange colour. Ferno didn't remember seeing anything like it in the Book of Dragons.

"What is that thing?" Ferno cocked his head to look at the small dragon.

"Hey little guy, who are you?" Hiccup kneeled beside the entrance of the small hole and outstretched a palm to pet the dragon, but the small dragon, in fear no doubt, snapped at him with a collection of quite sharp teeth. "Whoa there, settle down big fella. I've never seen anything like him." Hiccup stood up, shoulder to shoulder with Ferno, scratching his chin.

Suddenly the black dragon pushed both the Haddock brothers away from the boulders.

"What's with him?" Ferno stumbled back a bit, from the force of the Night Fury's push.

"Whoa, hey, Toothless! What has gotten into you? Looks like he's hurt!" Hiccup pushed the night fury away, and walked up to the small dragon taking out some dragon nip.

"I don't know, Hiccup, maybe we should listen to Toothless about this." Ferno patted the head of the rejected Night Fury, throwing a glance at his Boneknapper who had settled on the ground, resting.

"Relax. It's just one small dragon." He showed the dragon the nip. "Hey, there big guy. Calm down, it's just a little dragon nip." He seemed to have gotten the trust of the injured dragon. Toothless began to make disapproving noises and grunts. "Hey, settle down, play nice." The horned dragon flew onto Hiccup and kept its balance with its claws. "Ow! Little dragon, big claws." Hiccup unpinned the dragon's claws from his chest.

"Oh, I am going to make great friends with this guy." Ferno muttered, getting on Shriek, with a mischievous grin.

-000-

"Oh this is so exciting! It's a whole new species!" Fishlegs squirmed like a little girl in the Academy after this.

"Doesn't look like a flaming squirrel to me." Tuffnut commented, looking at the small dragon.

"We have no idea what it's capable of." Fishlegs was still bouncing in excitement.

"Flame, do it." Tuffnut lowered his head to be face to face with the dragon. At once the dragon pounced on him and began to bite his nose. Ruffnut sniggered at her brother's suffering, until the dragon attacked her. "Hey that is funny." Tuffnut smiled.

"You guys, this is serious." The small dragon pounced on Hiccup, without actually harming him. "We have to figure out what to do with him. He's hurt."

"_He's _hurt?" Tuffnut said, rubbing his bitten nose that was now red.

"He's just really scared. He'll settle down." Hiccup rubbed the head of the dragons.

"Uh, new dragon, remember?" Fishlegs said. "We actually don't know what he'll do."

"Well someone has to take him home." Astrid said, and at once everyone stepped away, except Hiccup, who was holding the orange dragons.

"Well, buddy here's your somebody." Hiccup looked at the dragon, ignoring the annoyed groans and protests his brother was making behind him.

"This is just great. Why did I have to be your brother? Why did we have to share a room? Why do your decisions always have to pull me into them?" Ferno muttered. "You know, dad, is not going to be very happy about this." He called from his dragon. "And I am not helping you with that, I have a date with the woods and my sword." The Boneknapper flew off at full speed towards the woods.

-000-

Ferno crawled through the window in his room's ceiling, jumping, lightly on his bunk of the bed. He peered over the wooden frame to see whether his brother was there and asleep. Hiccup had his elbow behind his head and his emerald eyes closed. Ferno internally sighed in thanks. He quickly stripped the armour and shirt of himself and rolled his trousers to let the scars rest.

He signed and put his head on the soft pillow, closing his storm-coloured eyes.

"So your back?" Hiccup's voice interrupted his attempt of slumber.

"Sorry I missed dinner, but I have training, flying, sword practise, then troublemaking then hunting." Ferno smiled at his schedule. "So how did dad react to another dragon in the house of one of the most notorious dragon slayers?"

"At first hesitant, then Torch blew up the fireplace and we kept him." Hiccup replied.

"Torch?"

"Yeah, dad named him. Don't know why, don't ask?" Hiccup shrugged.

-000-

The next day in Dragon Training, the two brothers entered at the same time, Hiccup holding Torch, while the other teens waited.

"Ok, Torch, let's figure out what you are." Hiccup set the orange dragon onto the table.

"Oh! This is so exciting! Documenting a whole new species … learning all about it…!"

Ferno visibly rolled his eyes, even though deep inside him, he was an eager book reader, who often snuck out to the library to read, telling everyone that he went off to training. "Of course it is for you." He said sarcastically.

"Wait, learning?" Tuffnut slumped his shoulders.

"No, thanks." Ruffnut said in disgust.

Hiccup, in the meantime, was flipping through the Book of Dragons, with his brother overlooking his shoulder. "There's nothing in the Book of Dragons that looks anything like him."

"We even get to determine what it's called … that is a really big responsibility … I don't know if I'm ready for that." Fishlegs babbled on.

"I am. I'm gonna name the Snot out of it." Snotlout, confidently, butted in.

"20 inches for the wings." Astrid said, taking the measurements of the small dragon.

"That's a big wingspan." Hiccup commented, jotting down the measurements into the Book.

"Big wing. Big span. Big-wing-span." Snotlout tried to name the dragon, only to be rejected with a series of rolled eyes.

"May I have the honour of administering the claw test?" Fishlegs said formally, taking out a piece of parchment and holding it out in front of the dragon. Torch understood what he had to do and shredded the paper into pieces with the talons on his wings. "Look at these talons. They're razor like." Fishlegs inspected the sharp claws.

"Sharp-claw! Razor-feet! Razor-sharp-claw-talon-feet!" Snotlout spurted ideas out at random.

"Hold on. Is he serious?" Tuffnut looked at his sister.

"Well, if _you_ realised that it was stupid, then there must be no measure of how dumb it is." Ferno smirked, ignoring the glare.

"You know what's next, don't you?" Fishlegs put his arm on Hiccup's shoulder, as if sounding obvious.

"No, not really."

"Only the single most important test to determine a dragon's reaction to eels." There was a beat of silence. "The eel reaction test."

"Yeah, 'cause that was totally obvious." Ferno said, walking up to a basket with eels, taking out one at random one. At once all the dragons flew away, in fright terror of the long, yellow and black fish worm. "I never did understand what is so terrifying about this thing." Ferno eyed his retrieving Boneknapper. He walked up to the orange dragon holding the eel in front of him.

Torch smelt the slippery fish for a moment, then with the snap of his jaws, the eel was in his mouth, being slurped up like a noodle.

"He ate it! He ate the eel!" Fishlegs bounced with excitement.

"Yeah, we can see that." Ferno said, deadpanned.

"Eel eater!" Snotlout shouted to Hiccup, who simply walked away. "Come one that's perfect."

"Fishlegs, has there ever been a dragon, who wasn't afraid of eels." Hiccup approached the book worm.

"Never in recorded history. We're in uncharted waters my friend." Fishlegs said in awe, imagining greatness and legacy.

"Well, recorded history of dragons afraid of eels is not very long, so get out of your daydream." Fishlegs clicked his fingers a couple of times in front of Fishleg's face.

"You hear that, Torch? You're one of a kind." Hiccup said, as Torch jumped on him and cooed, affectionately.

Ferno's gaze suddenly, turned to the one dragon that hadn't re-entered the training ring nor had left it in the first place. Toothless. The Night Fury was sitting on the cliff, over-watching the sea and village. The thick eyebrows knitted in confusion as to why the Night Fury, which was so devoted to his rider, sitting on the peak of a cliff, instead by Hiccup's side.

"Toothless! Let's take a ride bud." Hiccup called out to the Night Fury, proving Ferno's confusion, when the Night Fury didn't budge. "Toothless!"

"Ha, ha. So much for the Dragon Trainer." Snotlout said, boastfully, walking up to his Nightmare. "We've got this." He sat on Hookfang's neck. The Monstrous beast, blew off at full speed into the clouds, performing all sorts of tricks and pranks on his rider, by almost killing him. A half-dead Snotlout landed into the arena, after about 30 seconds of insane flying. "Ok, your turn." He looked at Torch. "But don't think you have to live up to that."

Torch jumped to the floor and crawled around on his wings and legs, inspecting the area around him.

"What's he doing?" Ruffnut asked.

"I think something is wrong." Astrid quipped in.

"Oh great, we broke him." Tuffnut deadpanned.

"Maybe he can't fly." Hiccup concluded.

"Everyone be quiet, look." Ferno pointed to the peculiar spark forming on Torch's back. Torch spun around, the spark burning brightly, and after several seconds of spinning in the air, he landed in the same place where he left. A massive burn mark was left on the stone floor of the Academy.

"You are one incredible little dragon." Hiccup said.

"Whoa, look at that burnt mark." Ruffnut exclaimed.

"Huh, and look at this burn mark." Tuffnut's sleeve was slightly smoking. Ferno ignored him, instead look at the orange dragon that was once again in Hiccup's arm.

"Did you see how it flew? It spun like … like a typhoon!" Fishlegs observed, looking at Astrid.

"And he came back like just like a boomerang." Astrid slapped her hands together to empathise.

"Hot-spitter! Flaming-combacker!" Snotlout attempted desperately.

"No … Typhoomarang." Fishlegs made a gesture as if seeing the name on a silver screen.

"Typhoomarang? … No, I don't get it."

-000-

Ferno vanished to the woods, to train with an assortment of different weapons of destruction. Hey, his brother was a blacksmith and his surrogate uncle was always ready to give away free weapons, he had to make use for those two really important contributing factors.

-000-

The Fire-bearer entered his room, in the middle of night. His grey eyes saw the scorched mark on the floor and that the Night Fury was nowhere near the house. In his place was the small Typhoomarang. Seeing that his brother was already asleep, Ferno decided not to wake him up. Without a word, Ferno climbed onto the top bunk bed.

_A very large man, very muscled, about Stoic's stature, with vicious grey eyes, a messy black beard. By his face, you could say that his was a dangerous person to cross. One who had fought battles with an iron fist and punished his prisoners with merciless punishments. _

_He somehow felt familiar … Ferno somehow knew that he was supposed to know this man … but he didn't recognise him._

"_Your time is coming, when you will find out something … something that will crush your perfect world … your happy childhood will be wiped clean from your memories … and you will have to face me and my wrath, going to Hel but not back, in the process."_

Fire raged through the dream and Ferno's eyes blew open, the teenager sat up from bed, gasping for breath, desperately.

"Strangest dream … something that will crush your perfect world, wipe away your happy childhood from your memories and face someone's wrath, going to Hel but not back, in the process … what in Thor's name is going on with my head?" Ferno frowned, ran his brunt hand through his ink black hair and put his head back onto the pillow, though he got no decent rest whatsoever.

-000-

The next day, went as usual. Ferno got up, saw his brother was long gone, so he ate his breakfast, morning flight, training in the woods, lunch and then Dragon Training.

"You did the right thing with Toothless. He'll snap out of it." Astrid said, while sitting atop of her Deadly Nadder.

"Yeah, but what if he doesn't. Then you wouldn't have a dragon to ride, and if you don't have a dragon to ride, then you can't be the leader of the Dragon Academy. Ha!" Snotlout formulated a plan to take over the Academy, aloud.

"You do realise that there are two Heads of Academy? Hiccup and Ferno, right?" Astrid said and when Snotlout was about to add something. "And don't even think about second-in-command, I fill that position for both of them."

Meanwhile, Ferno, ignoring them, was making his way towards Hiccup and the Typhoomarang.

"Hey, you ok?" Ferno put his burnt hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

Before Hiccup could answer the Twins flew in on Barf and Belch. "You guys would not believe what we just saw…" Tuffnut said.

"Excuse me, we're having a power struggle." Snotlout said, irritated.

"Snotlout, you're not going to be the Head of the Academy or second-in-command, even if you're the last person on Berk." Ferno sharply stood up and sent his cousin a look.

"We're not having a power struggle." Hiccup beckoned for the Twins to continue.

"The whole forest … ultimate destruction." Tuffnut explained.

"It was beautiful." Ruffnut commented dreamily. "The whole thing was torched."

Hiccup looked at the Typhoomarang in his arms. "Torch?" He looked at the Fire-bearer who was eyeing the small orange dragon. "Show me." He turned to the Twins.

-000-

The riders flew to the area, where the Twins claimed to be the most beautiful place on their island. Everyone knew that their definition of beautiful, included several explosions, weapons and destruction, lots of destruction. They weren't disappointed. There was a massive scorch mark in the middle of the forest.

"Like we said, ultimate destruction." Ruffnut said.

"We've seen that burn mark before." Hiccup said.

"Not this big." Astrid awed the colossal size of the black rings.

"You know what this means. Big burn mark …" Fishlegs looked at the Haddock brothers.

Suddenly, Ferno came to realisation. He looked around, his eyes scanning the sky for what he feared was there. "Big Typhoomarang." Hiccup and Ferno said in unison.

Just as expected, a massive red Typhoomarang, larger than Shriek, who was the largest dragon in the group, flew around in the sky, blasting fire at everything it saw.

"He looks really mad." Tuffnut viewed the deranged dragon with wonder filling his eyes.

"Uh … it's not a he, it's a she. That's Torch's mother." Hiccup said.

"Torch is a baby." Astrid realised.

"That's what Toothless was trying to tell me." Hiccup voiced his thoughts.

"Whoever get between that mother and this baby … is gonna get fried!" Fishlegs, who currently was holding Torch passed it to Tuffnut, who gave him to Ruffnut, who handed him to Snotlout who shoved him off to Hiccup.

The massive dragon must have saw the teenagers with her baby, because she instantly made a beeline for them.

"Uh oh." Hiccup put the small dragon down. "Now, go to your momma." Hiccup shooed the dragon away, but it was too late, the Typhoomarang mother threw a blanket of fire at the teenagers.

For a brief second, Ferno stopped dead in his tracks, as a horrid memory flashed before his eyes, and if Shriek hadn't grabbed him by the back of his shirt and pulled him out of the range of the blazing flames.

"Thanks, buddy, don't know what got over me." Ferno patted his dragon's snout, then noticed his brother making the run for the forest. "Hiccup, what are you doing!?" He yelled.

"Lead the others, back I'll lead her away from the village!" Hiccup yell-answered back.

Ferno watched as the dragon went after his brother. He clenched his fists and gritted his teeth, saddling Shriek. "You heard him, Astrid." He yanked the horns of the Boneknapper.

"What are you up to?" Astrid eyed him suspiciously as they all got onto their dragons.

"Saving our saviour." Ferno said and immediately the Boneknapper sped off. When the Fire-bearer arrived there, the Dragon Tamer was already in the skies on his Night Fury. "Oh, so you two made up." Ferno yelled, as he caught up to his brother, while they were being chased by the Typhoomarang.

"What are you doing here? I thought I told you to go back to the village." Hiccup shouted, clearly irritated.

"Yeah, like I ever listen to you when you decide to commit suicide." Ferno barked back, affectionately, before sharply ducking his head to avoid a blast of fire.

"Why won't she stop?" Hiccup said, as the two brothers flied through the skies.

"Maybe your passenger has something to do with that." Ferno yelled in an impatient tone, as the mother Typhoomarang was catching up.

"What the? Torch!?" Hiccup realised the orange dragon on the back. "You need to be with your mother."

"Looks, like I'm not the only one that doesn't listen to you." Ferno said. "So what do we do now?" He looked back at the deranged Typhoomarang, which was still chasing them.

"Use her size against her. Fly up. When we get to that clearing, use Shriek's tail like a bludgeon."

"That's what I'm talking about." Ferno said, as he steered Shriek to the sky. He patiently waited as his brother was being chased by the Typhoomarang. They came out of the clearing, above the ground, and Ferno took this as his turn, positioning his dragon into attack formation. Shriek performed his famous smashing technique and the Typhoomarang fell to the floor.

"Hope she's ok?" Hiccup said as he landed.

"I don't do 'ok', with my victims." Ferno smirked as he landed Shriek and slid off the back.

Torch hopped off Toothless and ran up to his mother, nudging her until she woke up. From her wings, came two other of her children a yellow and blue baby Typhoomarang.

"Nice job guys. Everyone is back where they belong."

_I have to admit that Hiccup was right. Communication between dragon and rider goes both ways. And I witnessed what kind of devastation could have happened otherwise. Half the forest was destroyed, that's got to be a wake-up call to swallow one's pride. Not only must the dragon follow the rider's lead. But the rider must also listen to the dragon as well, because sometimes, but your dragon is saying, is what you really need to hear._


	27. In Dragons We Trust

_As you fly through life it's always good to know who you can trust … and who you can't. Hiccup was showing off, with the free fall. Oh please, that was the oldest trick in the book, which I was the first to attempt and live through. … And, ok Hiccup was the one that rescued me from falling a couple of hundred meters from the sky, but those were the kinks, right?_

"Oh please, that is just getting lame now, bro. We really need to come up with new collection of tricks. This stuff is getting old." Ferno groaned, when Hiccup flew up level to them.

"Oh yeah, I'd like to see you fall off that high from the air." Snotlout stupidly challenged.

Ferno gave him a deadpanned expression, stood up and somersaulted off the Boneknappers back. Whooping through the air.

"You gotta hand it to the guy. He enjoys jumping to his doom." Hiccup said sarcastically. Within several seconds the Boneknapper reappeared to the group, but his saddle was empty. All the dragon riders looked around to see Ferno's body floating in the sea or something.

"Boo!" Ferno yelled from the top of his lungs, climbing aboard the Boneknapper from its legs. The riders all jumped up in surprise. "Ha! Ha! Ha! That was awesome! You should have seen your faces!"

"Seriously, you scared me half-to death." Hiccup accused.

"What? I enjoy petrifying you guys out of your wits, it's a built-in reflex." Ferno sniggered.

Hiccup rolled his eyes and looked at Fishlegs. "Alright, Fishlegs. Your turn. Jump."

"I don't wanna jump." Fishlegs protested.

"You have to believe she's gonna catch you." Hiccup reminded him. "It's a trust exercise."

"I like to do my trusting on the ground thank you very much." Fishlegs proved his Viking stubbornness.

"Like this, chicken-legs." Snotlout took the chance to boast about his mastery of the free fall, which he never had. He just plain fell off the dragon whooping, and his dragon didn't even notice, flying forward casually.

"So, should we mention something to Hookfang?" Tuffnut asked, looking at Snotlout's falling figure.

"Let me sleep on it." Ruffnut answered her brother's question.

"Hookfang! Get him!" Astrid, somehow unlike the rest of the riders, resisted the beautiful sight of Snotlout falling to his death.

The Nightmare looked down to see his rider falling hundreds of meters from the sky. The red Nightmare immediately swooped down to catch him, but because he was too late to catch the Jorgenson, then both crash landed into Mildew's house.

"Well, look at the bright side guys. If that fall didn't kill him then Mildew certainly will." Ferno practised his signature humour.

Seconds later Snotlout and Hookfang regrouped with their fellow riders.

"Something tells me we're going to hear about that." Hiccup eyed the mouldy house of the Unpleasant and the two massive holes in its ceiling.

-000-

Stoic slammed a piece of material in front of the two boys sitting on the other side of the table, both of them, looking at the other from the corner of their eyes, wearing pale expressions.

"Shingle again? Didn't we have building material for dinner last time?" Hiccup attempted to humour their father, while Ferno put on a well-practised innocent smile. The Chief just gave Hiccup the look. "It was an accident, dad, I'm sure Mildew is making it sound much worse than it is."

"A large obnoxious boy and his dragon, crashed through his roof, twice." Stoic summed up.

"Ok, yeah, it sounds bad, but—"Ferno tried to calm their father.

"Of all the houses on the island, a dragon had to crash through Mildew's! You both know he hates dragons more than anyone else!"

"Eh-I know … you might wanna talk to him about his attitude." Hiccup slithered a sarcastic yet suicidal remark.

"Listen to me, boys. I gave you the responsibility of training those dragons. Everyone knows that! All eyes are upon you two. Whatever those beasts do reflects on you. And whatever you do reflects on me."

"I'm – We're sorry dad. You're right." Hiccup, as usual, managed to find a soft spot with their father.

"You and you're friends are gonna go back to Mildew's and fix that roof. Without your dragons!"

"Why does something tell me, that we're actually going to be the only ones that are gonna go to Mildew's house to fix his roof?" Ferno said as they made their escape to upstairs, slowly.

"Uh, not so fast." Stoic stopped them, before either got upstairs. "Are you forgetting something?" Stoic took off his boots. "It's boot night. They need to be aired out."

Reluctantly, each brother, took a boot, with one palm on his nose, to at least try and cover the awful smell.

"Think it's gonna take more than air." Hiccup said, with the funny voice of when your nose is closed.

"Naw, ya think?"

The Haddock brothers, stood at the front of the house, shuddering in disgust from the horrendous smell. On porch of every house that had a child that could walk, kids stood, almost vomiting at their parent's horrible shoe smell.

"Hiccup, let's make a pact, that if either of us become Chief, this will be the first tradition to go." Ferno outstretched his scarred hand, after it released the boot.

"Deal." Hiccup shook it immediately.

-000-

"Where are my boots?!" A yell from their father, early in the morning, startled both occupiers of the bunk bed to sit up in shook. Hiccup to look around with wide eyes and Ferno to pull out a sword from under his pillow.

"Wha-? What's going on?" Said the warrior, with one eyes still closed, and gripping tightly the sword.

"I'm just as clueless as you." Hiccup yawned, strapped his prosthetic to his leg and walked out of the room.

"Well, get back to me when you find out what happened. I have a date with the bed." Ferno put the sword away and fell back into the covers.

"You really need a girlfriend, you know that?" Hiccup said, laughing a bit.

"Let's think, who's left in the village. Astrid is taken and Ruffnut would rather jump into a volcano than give up her time fighting with Tuffnut. And then there's the fact that there are no other girls in the village our age. Huh, and they say there's an equal amount of woman and men."

"Yeah, in the world, not on Berk." Hiccup left the room.

-000-

Ferno landed outside the Dragon Academy, seeing that the majority of the village had rounded up there. His trusted Boneknapper landed and the warrior, with ease, slid down the side and run to the centre.

He noticed Barf and Belch lying around a pile of torn apart Viking boots, and Stoic pointing one to Hiccup's face. Ferno immediately ran to join his brother's side.

"So finally you showed up? While we're in the middle of a crisis." Mildew shot at Ferno, as the Fire-bearer ran into the arena. Ferno almost fulfilled his, and probably many others, dream of pouncing on Mildew and killing him, and if it wasn't for his father catching his shoulder on the split second, he would have done it. "Control your boy's temper, Stoic, who knows where he gets it from."

Stoic and Mildew had a stare down, until Mildew looked away and changed his attention to Ferno, who was looking at both of them confused.

"They took our boots, Mildew. The world isn't coming to an end." Stoic spoke.

"Well, then how are we supposed to do any work in this whether without our boots?" The villagers all began to complain all at once.

"Listen to yourselves, 'My feet are cold'. You're Vikings, everything is cold. I'll fix your boots, you'll be back to work in no time." Gobber told the villagers.

"You heard Gobber, you'll be getting your boots back as good as new." Stoic said to the villagers, his beefy hands still on Ferno's shoulders, as if not trusting him.

"That's it? No consequence for these dragons?" Mildew moaned.

"They're just boots, Mildew. It's not the end of the world." Ferno gritted his teeth, unable to do anything to the man to harm him, because of the imprisonment of his father's grip.

"Oh, don't be so sure. Dragons are wild beasts. There's no telling what else they'll do behind our sleeping backs." Mildew said, rather mischievously.

"They don't destroy things on purpose!" Hiccup pitched in. "But you do have a point, Mildew. They are wild animals. And they need us to keep an eye on them. And rest assured we will do just that!" Hiccup made a sort of heroic speech, then looked at the sleeping Zippleback. "Will you get out of here?"

The Zippleback got up and stomped away. Hiccup noticed their claw-print then looked back to the claw-print from the village that they followed. Realisation struck his emerald eyes.

-000-

"We're going on night patrol." Hiccup announced to the rest of the teenagers, on the Catapult Tower.

"Night patrol! I love it! What is it?" Tuffnut said.

"Let's spell it out for you. It's where we patrol at night." Ferno did hand gestures to make it simpler for the Twins.

"To keep an eye on the dragons. Make sure they don't get blamed for anything else." Hiccup explained further.

"Um, have you cleared this with our parents? Because some us might not be allowed out after a certain hour." Fishlegs murmured in cower.

"Not allowed? Or afraaaaid?" Snotlout took the opportunity to tease Fishlegs.

"Hey! Things happen after dark." Fishlegs defended.

"Guys! We have to do this. You heard Mildew: he wants the dragons banished." Hiccup said, knowing that otherwise he would never convince them.

"Permission to shoot first and ask questions later?" Ruffnut jumped straight into it.

"Permission to skip the questions?" Tuffnut budged his sister away.

"We're just patrolling! No one is shooting anyone!" Hiccup waved his arms in the air trying to avoid any casualties.

"You take the fun out of everything." Ferno mumbled.

"Speak of fun. What's fun about that?" Tuffnut asked.

"It's not supposed to be fun. It's a 'Hiccup' idea." Astrid spoke.

"Exactly." Hiccup said proudly, then realised what she said. "What?"

"You see this is why it's a 'Hiccup idea' not 'Hiccup and Ferno idea'." Ferno leaned sideways to whisper to Hiccup's ear.

-000-

They made a sash for their night patrol, Dragon United Monitoring Brigade, better known as DUMB. Ferno, the Twins and Snotlout couldn't and wouldn't stop laughing at them, and neither did any of them want to put on that sash. Eventually, Snotlout was convinced by Astrid, because she had to put one on. So that made Snotlout, Astrid and Fishlegs to put the sash on. Hiccup and Ferno patrolled the skies, while Astrid, Snotlout and Fishlegs were ordered to patrol the village. The Twins, generally, weren't doing much except scarring the living daylights out of Fishlegs.

"We really need to change this stupid thing, people aren't taking us seriously." Astrid walked up to Ferno, when he landed in the village.

The Fire-bearer sniggered. "That was Hiccup's idea, ok? All questions to him. I didn't take any part in this."

"Some Head of Academy you are." Astrid rolled her eyes and stalked off looking for the rider of the Night Fury.

-000-

Next morning, when everyone came to the Great Hall for their breakfast, they found it completely destroyed. The priceless embroideries, the pillars that depicted the history of Berk, they were all ruined. Everyone starred at the damage.

"Who would do such a thing?" Stoic asked the rhetorical question.

"Uh, looks like a dragon to me." Fishlegs inspected some of the claw marks.

"We don't know for sure, Fishlegs!" Hiccup said, hinting for Fishlegs to shut up now. But unfortunately Fishlegs was a strategist not a thinker, and didn't get the hint.

"Sure we do. Look at these claw marks. It's obviously a Monstrous Nightmare. The spacing of the talons is dead on."

"Once again, thank you, Fishlegs." Hiccup cut him, but the damage had already been done.

"That's impossible, we had every dragon accounted for at all times, right guys?" Astrid turned to the other teens.

"When you say, 'at all times' and 'every dragon', what exactly do you mean?" Snotlout said. What were the chances of coincidence that Fishlegs pointed out that it was Monstrous Nightmare that did the damage and owned up the rider that rode a Monstrous Nightmare?

Hiccup face palmed, Ferno gave Snotlout a look and the others just stared at him. "Ok, what happened, Snotlout?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, I was detecting a suspect that wasn't showing sufficient enough respect to the sash." Snotlout looked at Gobber.

"I think I showed sufficient enough respect to a sash that says 'dumb'." Gobber defended himself.

Astrid looked at Ferno. "We really got to change that name." He directed her words more to Hiccup, knowing that the Fire-bearer was a lost cause.

"Anyways, as I was questioning said suspect, Hookfang may have – and I'm not saying he did – but it is possible he wandered off for a few …"

"Seconds?"

"Minutes?" The Twins begged.

"Hours." Snotlout finished.

"Oh, that's way longer than minutes." Tuffnut pointed out the obvious.

The doors of the Great Hall opened and came in a familiar old man. "Oh no, it's true! The Great Hall! So many memories. My three wedding, their three funerals. Oh, the funerals!"

"You know, news spreads really quickly for a deaf old man that lives in isolation and on the other side of the island." Ferno's expression turned darker and more dangerous as he stepped forward to challenge the old man.

"And you, should show respect to your elders, boy." Mildew said back to the boy, both were glaring daggers. "Surely your father has told you about manners?" Mildew seemed to have crossed the line, because Stoic pulled Ferno behind him and glared swords at the old man.

"How I raise my sons is none of your concern, Mildew." Stoic said, in the iciest tone anyone had heard him talk in. Hiccup and Ferno looked at each other, with confused expressions. Surely, their father, Stoic the Vast, Chief of the Hairy Hooligans and the greatest Chief that had ever lived, wouldn't be so easily insulted by Mildew of all people.

"A dragon must have gone on a rampage." Gobber broke the harshly tense atmosphere. "I hate to say it, Stoic, but you're going to have to—"

"I know what has to be done, Gobber." Stoic reminded his friend.

"So do I."

"Yeah, but you're not the Chief." Ferno mumbled for only the teens to hear.

Stoic turned to his two sons. "Starting tonight, every night, I want all the dragons put in the Academy under lock and key."

"What? That's it? Look what they did!" Mildew yelled, but was ignored by everybody.

"This just doesn't make any sense! A dragon wouldn't just come in here and destroy the place! I mean, none of the food was even touched!" Hiccup gestured to the basket of fish lying around for anybody to grab.

"I don't know why dragons do what they do, but I'm not going to let them do any more damage."

-000-

The next afternoon, the teenagers led the dragons in the cages of the Dragon Academy where they used to be held captive, until the moment they were ready to be butchered.

Fishlegs was singing a lullaby. Ferno didn't waste the little good hearing he had on that, he was more concerned about his older brother who looked deep in thought.

"What are you thinking about?" Ferno became intrigued.

"I don't think that a dragon wrecked the Great Hall, or stole the boots." Hiccup answered.

"None of us want to believe it either, Hiccup, but you saw the proof."

"What proof? You saw the footprints, too. They were supposed to be made by a Zippleback, but they were no deeper than mine. Look at these! I could lie down in them!" Hiccup looked at a nearby Zippleback footprint.

"Well, there could be a lot of explanations why a dragon made shallow footprints." Fishlegs, for some reason today, wasn't being particularly helpful for them.

"Like, hello, he was trying to be sneaky." Ruffnut said.

"All right. Well, how do you explain the Great Hall?" Astrid asked.

At that moment, Hookfang caught fire and was roaring at the Zippleback and Boneknapper, two of whom it seemed to be constantly in conflict with. Ferno subconsciously backed away.

"Snotlout, do something about him, please? We're trying to think over here." Hiccup said to Snotlout.

"Yeah, I gave up thinking. Never been happier." Tuffnut said.

"And do you see what that has done to you." Ferno crossed his arms and looked at his friend.

"Snotlout!" Hiccup yelled in impatience.

"I'm not the boss of him. He always does that when he gets angry." Snotlout defended himself.

"Or goes on a rampage." Hiccup said, looking at the scorched claw mark that was left behind by the Nightmare. "That's how I can explain the Great Hall! I've gotta tell my dad about this." Hiccup flew off on Toothless.

Suddenly, Ferno's face lit up with the mischievous grin that he always wore too close for comfort. "And if he doesn't listen there's always fixing Mildew house and searching his home when he's not about." Ferno, high-fived Astrid who smiled at his plan.

-000-

The teens, locked their dragons up in their cages and left the Arena. It was a long walk, they had forgotten that, given that they flew each day into Arena, on the backs of dragons.

"So do you think that your dad listen to Hiccup by now?" Astrid asked as the six walked.

"Here's how everything went … 'just hear me out, dad. When a Monstrous Nightmare gets mad, his whole body bursts into flames. Look at these walls! Not one single scorch mark.' … Then dad will be like, 'Hiccup, until I have solid proof that it was something else, the dragons stay where they are'. I need to get a hobby." Ferno signed in a bored manner, as the Twins and Snotlout cracked up laughing.

"What the Hel happened here?" Astrid said, as they finally reached the actual village.

"I don't know, but something tells me we are not going to like it." Ferno gritted his teeth.

The armour was blown up, Mildew, Hiccup and Stoic were in a conversations and by the looks of it, and Mildew had gotten favour with the rest of the villagers, who were cheering for whatever he was saying or complaining about.

"By the end of the day tomorrow, there will be no more dragons on Berk!" Stoic announced.

The teens fell back in shock at the revelation.

"This is wrong …" Hiccup said.

"I know, it's horrible. It's the worst day of my life…" Astrid agreed.

"No, Astrid. Something here doesn't add up."

"All I know is I'm losing my dragon." Fishlegs downed the mood even more.

"For now … yeah. Okay, but I-I just need time to fix this." Hiccup attempted to give hope to the quickly departing teenagers, until the only ones left were him and his brother.

"You know, there is still something we can do to keep the dragon on Berk." Ferno said, gaining Hiccup's attention. "Mildew's house, tomorrow. Something tells, me he has something to do with this."

-000-

The dragon riders flew their beasts to Dragon Island. Landing on the rocky beach of the island that was once a Viking's life's achievement to find, the teens unsaddled the dragons.

"Ok, buddy … just keep strong, ok. I know this is gonna be hard." Ferno, slowly unbuckled the belt, and hid the saddle under a nearby stone. "Here, Shriek, see, the saddle is just going to lie here, until I come back for you. You have to promise me that you are going to help Toothless to protect the other dragons." The Fire-bearer rubbed his scorched palm against the Boneknapper's snout, and looked into the yellow-green eyes of his dragon. "There, buddy. I'll see you soon."

His legs felt like jelly, but he continued to walk away from the Boneknapper and towards the Viking ship.

"Something Mildew said, just doesn't add up." Hiccup got Astrid and Ferno's reaction. "H-he said 'you see what happens when you leave your dragon to wait outside'. He knew, Toothless wasn't with me just before the armoury fire."

"So…?" Astrid beckoned Hiccup to explain.

"So … se he lives of the other side of the island. What was he doing in town? And how would he know where we were before the fire?" Hiccup further explained.

"You really think he set that fire?" Astrid was now fully intrigued with Hiccup's accusation.

"I think he did all of it. And I think he did it so my dad would get rid of all the dragons…" Hiccup accused the old man.

Astrid began to shake her head slowly. "That's a pretty serious accusation. How are you gonna prove it?..."

"Leave that to me and Hiccup." Ferno smiled, facing the distant shadow of Dragon Island.

-000-

As promised, the Haddock Brothers walked all the way to Mildew's house, which was so kind to be on top of a mountain, with the materials and tools to repair the massive hole in the roof. _Thank you, Snotlout._

Once they were sure that Mildew wasn't home, they tied the rope and slid down it into the house. Ferno immediately began to search the house, while Hiccup decided to take a moment to take in Mildew's interior design taste.

"Wife … wife … wife … well, Mildew certainly has a type, urgh-huh." Hiccup shuddered.

"You see this is what marriages lead to. Grouchy old men whose life's purpose is to complain and look for attention."

"Remember that when you're a married man." Hiccup chuckled.

"Yeah, that will ever happen."

"Hey, you're the son of a Chief and could one day be the Chief so…" It was then that Hiccup noticed something behind Ferno and made a move on it. "What the…?" He opened the curtain to find some boots made out of Zippleback claws and scales and a stick that talons similar to a Nightmare's.

Ferno starred at the pieces of equipment, they were good enough evidence to get Mildew banished or possibly and hopefully worse. But as he was about to formulate a sentence, the door of the house began to racket, signalling that the landlord had arrived.

Panicking the brothers scattered around the room, Hiccup climbed up the rope to hide, while Ferno jumped out of a nearby open window.

"I'm home ladies, what's that you say? Nothing? Perfect." That was what Ferno heard from inside of the house, leaning with his back against the wall underneath the window-seal. "Ah, these served us well, didn't they, Fungus? Shame to have to throw them away."

Mildew was going to throw away the evidence? Of course, now that the dragons were gone, he had no need for dragon feet and claws. Ferno and Hiccup watched as Mildew threw the boots and stick into the ocean below the mountain.

Now there was no way of getting the dragons pardoned.


	28. Alvin and the Outcasts

_There's an old Viking saying: when your friends are roasting on its pit, you're the one who feels the fire. Mildew as made the entire village believe that dragons are too wild, that we all can't live together in peace. He's wrong! And Hiccup was about to prove it. But in the meantime, I was about to discover something that was about change my entire life, forever._

"Oooooch … we've been here for hours and we haven't found anything!" Snotlout moaned.

"Wow, your maths is bad." Ferno said, standing beside Hiccup.

"We've been here for ten minutes and you've done nothing but that." Hiccup gestured to the deformed sand, wood and stone structure that Snotlout put his life and soul into.

"That is Snotlout Manor. And all I need now is a Queen." He moved towards Astrid, suggestively, who just groaned in disgust. Then Tuffnut decided to 'storm the castle'.

"Come on, guys! I'm telling you. Mildew framed our dragons! We saw dragon-feet in Mildew's house and we watched him throw them into the ocean." Hiccup yelled.

"Do you want your dragons back or not?" Ferno united with his brother.

"I don't mean to be Norbert the Negative, but the ocean is really, really vast. And our chances at finding those dragon-feet are as good as Snotlout and Astrid—"

"Don't go there!" Astrid looked like she would kill Fishlegs if he actually said it.

"Doing nowhere."

"Look, Fishlegs is right. Even if Mildew did throw them in the ocean, they're not just gonna wash up on shore here."

As if on cue, Snotlout jumped up triumphantly behind her. "I found it!"

"Great! Ehem … you were saying?" Hiccup ran past Astrid.

"The chances of Snotlout to find something of use to us are even less possible than Astrid and Snotlout to—"

"Don't go there." Astrid repeated.

"—Go out." Ferno was just the character that didn't see the death-threat when it came, and the consequences were that his head was acquainted by the side of Astrid's axe blade.

As it turned out, Ferno was right, Snotlout found something absolutely of no value to them … his first bludgeon, of all things.

-000-

"I'm telling you! I saw a pair of Zippleback feet in Mildews house. He must have used them to make the footprints of the dragon who supposedly stole the boots." Hiccup put forward his accusation of the annoying old man to his father, with his brother backing him up, after an hour of a fruitless search.

"Well then let's go have a look at them." Stoic said.

"Yeah. Ah. There's gonna be a problem with that. I also saw him … throw them … into the ocean." Hiccup confessed.

"I know you're upset about the dragons, boys, but you're gonna need evidence to accuse a man of high treason."

"But dad, two sons of the Chief of Berk witnessed him throwing them into the ocean. By the law, that's on our side of the argument." Ferno received weird looks from the three people in the room. How did he know about Viking law? Oh right, he had the stupid, embarrassing secret and hobby of going to the library every now and then, usually when he couldn't sleep, and pouring over books … like … like Fishlegs!

"Given that you both have made it crystal clear about your hate for Mildew, your evidence would be seen as biased." Stoic looked solemnly at his sons, who signed in defeat.

-000-

In the evening, while Ferno was in the middle of finishing his dinner, Hiccup and Astrid rushed into the room, yelling that the Outcasts were on their shores.

The Outcasts were a Tribe of Vikings, which had been rivals with the Hairy Hooligans since either of them settled on their islands. Outcast Island lived up to its name of being where most people who were banished, dishonoured or disowned would go to, they would be practically slaves for the Chief, but they in turn would be given refuge, acceptance and food. The Chiefs of both Tribes were at war the second they didn't have dragon raids, which they didn't anymore. Their Viking pillages often resulted in bloody battles, rape and lack of food, though the Hairy Hooligans, these days were the ones defending their homes, wives and food houses, while the Outcasts would be the ones trying in take them for themselves. The last Outcast attack took place 14 years ago, and since then, the Hairy Hooligans heard nothing of them, but were sure they would return.

"This is no time to panic! That's what the Outcasts are counting on!" A Viking scout ran into the hall up to Stoic panting. "Sven did you get a count?"

"I saw thirty men at least, all armed to the teeth." He reported.

"Without any weapons, we'll never be able to fight them head on." Gobber reminded his friend.

"No weapons! And Outcasts on our shores! All because of your boys and their dragons!" Mildew yelled and complained. It seemed that anything that man said, was a complaint.

"I don't have time for this Mildew." Stoic brushed the old man away then turned to Mulch. "Mulch, you and Bucket gather up the elders and the children, take them to Thor's Beach, they'll be safe in the caves there."

"Dad, we can help fight." Ferno came up to the Chief, with Astrid and Snotlout behind him.

"Sir, we've been trained as warriors." Astrid agreed.

"They may have been trained, but I was born a warrior." Snotlout boasted.

"Take this." Stoic gave Astrid an old hatchet, strangely carved, and definitely not in the Berkian style of weapons. "It was Alvin's, but go with the others. You can help keep them safe." The three made a move until Stoic spoke. "Not you, Ferno, you stay here."

With a confused expression, Ferno let Astrid and Snotlout go to protect the children and elders.

"Let me go get the dragons, dad, at least we can use them to defend ourselves." Hiccup persistently tried to get the dragons back.

Stoic signed and nodded for Hiccup to leave. "Go, but be careful, you don't know what Alvin is capable of." He warmed, then turned to Ferno. "Son … there's something that I should have told you … a long time ago … but because I promised not to … I didn't."

"Dad, you're shaking." Ferno observed his dad looking extremely pensive and pale.

"Don't interrupt me!" There was a long pause. "…Go with Hiccup. And I don't want to see you in a fight with Alvin, unless extreme circumstances or you're on the back of a dragon."

Nodding slowly, Ferno ran out of the Great Hall, after Hiccup, who didn't normally run, thanks to his leg, and was easy to catch up with.

"You should have told him, Stoic." Gobber walked up to the Chief, who was staring at the spot where Ferno left. "He'll find out one day or another. It will be impossible to miss if they ever are locked in a battle, and you know that they will."

"Gobber, I know. But I just couldn't tell him. Val made me promise, that I wouldn't let him know, until the time is right."

"And now it is. And you didn't tell him."

Stoic shook the thought out of his brain. "The rest of you!" He addressed the remained Vikings in Hall. "Well, head to the woods! No one knows those woods better than we do!"

"And when Alvin comes looking for us there, he'll walk right into our trap."

-000-

The two brothers ran through the town, about to get on a boat that they would row to Dragon Island. They were about to reach the harbour when, an Outcast boat docked with soldiers on it. They turned back to run, but lights and laughter of foreigners barred them from going in any direction. Hiccup and Ferno resorted to hiding under one of the benches, sliding underneath and holding their breaths for no one to notice.

Feeling the presence of someone else with them, the slowly made eye contact with each other and slowly turned their heads to look at who was with them. Each gasped when they saw a body, but relaxed when realising who the body belonged to.

"Fishlegs!" Hiccup exclaimed before coming out of his shock.

"Alvin is look for you two. He's looking for the _Dragon Conqueror_ and the _Fire-bearer_." Fishlegs explained.

"What would he want from us?" Ferno asked.

"…Dragons, we are both legends with dragons. Me for slaying the Red Death and you for you Monstrous Nightmare Fight." Hiccup analysed.

"That actually makes sense. Outcast Island is a dragon nest in itself. They've been having dragons, problems for the past 14 years and with two of the most famous and successful dragon fighters or conquerors in the Archipelago he would get rid of the dragons."

"Isn't he in for a surprise, when he realises that the legendary Dragon Conqueror and the courageous Fire-bare are just two teenage boys." Fishlegs whimpered in the background.

-000-

The three boys got out of their hide out. They hid at the back of the Chieftain's house and overheard the conversation between Alvin and his Outcasts.

"I spotted fresh tracks leading into the woods and I saw a big guy with a bucket on his head headed down to the beach."

"We'll split up, you four go into the woods." Alvin's voice ordered some soldiers.

"Where are we going?" Asked the second-in-command, probably.

"We'll go to the beach. How many hostages do you think a Dragon Conqueror and the Fire-bearer are worth?"

"14 no, no wait, 16."

"What do we do now?" Fishlegs asked for orders from the two Chieftain sons.

"Go to the woods and warm our father. We'll try to get ahead of Alvin and warn Mulch and the others." Hiccup as usual took command.

"Great, how are we supposed to get in front of half a dozen blood thirsty savages, genius?" Ferno said, with a deadpan look as he watched the Outcasts descend.

"We're smaller than them. We can get through the woods unnoticed if we move quickly and swiftly, trust me, I'm the master in those arts." Hiccup pulled on his brother's shoulder and gestured to the woods, and a shortcut to Thor's beach.

-000-

The two brothers hid behind the trees not to be spotted by the Outcasts, who were walking Bucket and Mulch away. They were too late, the Outcasts had already caught up with the elders and children, which meant that they were now captives. Prisoners in the hands of ruthless and cruel soldiers.

"Now what?" Ferno whispered once they were sure that the Outcasts wouldn't hear them.

Hiccup didn't answer him, he just continued to follow the soldiers.

-000-

"For those of you who haven't figured it out … I am the one and only Alvin the Treacherous. And let me be clear -–that name was earned! Your leader has abandoned you. But Stoic doesn't concern me. I'm not here for him. I want the Dragon Conqueror and the Fire-bearer."

The two boys from the rocks, heard Mildew yell. "Alvin!" Ready to spill the beans, put a force hit him and he shut up.

"My grandfather is frail. He needs his nap." A familiar voice spoke in the most innocent voice either of them heard.

"Astrid." They said in a simultaneous whisper, smiling at their friend was able to shut the old man up.

"Well like I said … tell me who the Dragon Conqueror is and you can all go free." Alvin said.

Both brothers bit their lips when they heard Snotlout attempt to kill the most ruthless man in the Viking Tribes with his baby bludgeon. It failed, surprise, surprise, badly.

The sound of a hatchet swishing through the air was heard, then suddenly stopped, probably being caught. "Well you look at that? My old hatchet. I was wondering when I'd get that back." Someone was brought up to his platform. "Trying to kill Alvin the Treacherous. You're not as smart as you look." He grabbed that someone's hair, by the way they gasped. "Tell me who the Dragon Conqueror and Fire-bearer are." His voice was threatening and dangerous.

Hiccup got up, in fear of what Alvin could do to the love of his life. Ferno was too late to force his brother back down. The Berkian Heir jumped out of their hide out. "Leave her alone."

"Hiccup! What are you doing?" Astrid tried to sound as unscarred as she could be, given her current position.

"I am the Dragon Conqueror." Hiccup puffed out his chest.

"You! Stoic's Little Embarrassment?!" The Outcast Chief laughed being followed by his soldiers.

That was the straw that broke the dragon's back. The nickname by which Hiccup was known was more of an insult to Ferno than to Hiccup, or at least it was Ferno that reacted to it, normally in the most violent of ways, threatening a person's life if they were of his age and bravely defending Hiccup if it was someone beyond his capacity with his tongue. Combined with Hiccup's dry humour and with Ferno's own violent jest, they usually made quite a good team. Just not this time.

"Take that back." Ferno rose from his hiding spot clutching his trusted sword.

Alvin stood in shock at the sight of Ferno, but he didn't back away in fear, it was like he had realised something, or he had proven somebody wrong. His grey eyes were filled with shock for a few brief minutes.

"Well, well, well. I never thought I'd see this sight. It appears I was right. You are my son."

Every single eye in the scene turned to Ferno with complete shock written on their faces. Ferno … Ferno the Fire-bearer … the Village mischief … had been Stoic son since any of them could remember. Now, some filthy Outcast comes and claims him as his son. Preposterous! Unbelievable! … Whoa.

"Wh-what? That's insane? You're not my father. Stoic is my father. Stoic the Vast."

"Oh really, then he can explain why you look exactly like me!"

Ferno observed the other man's face. Indeed, they shared the same eyes, the same colour of hair, the same facial features even. They looked like two drops of water, two peas in a pod. Of course, Ferno always wondered why he had such characteristics since neither of his parents had them, but then again the Gods worked in mysterious ways.

"That-that's impossible." Ferno was flabbergasted was not even beginning to describe how he felt. He was so shocked that he didn't even realise that his sword slipped out of his hand.

"No, it's not. Get him." Alvin pointed at him and immediately the soldiers swarmed over him.

He quickly picked up his fallen weapon, putting away his shock to the side, for now. Smashing the hilt of the sword on the Outcast's heads and slashing the blade on their flesh. And he was holding off quite well until two very large Outcasts knocked on his head and grabbed his muscular arms.

"Get him to Outcast Island." Alvin smirked a grin that matched Ferno's. "Welcome to the family, son."

Ferno looked like he was about to lash out at the Chief, but before he could, one of the Outcasts, kicked his stomach making Ferno surrender to the floor groaning in pain and losing his strength for any fight.

"Leave him alone. I'm the one you want. I'm the Dragon Conqueror. The one you came for. I'm the Dragon Conqueror."

"Ah, I forgot you were standing there. Runt." At that word Ferno made a move to get free but with the weight of the two soldiers was unable to. "Prove it."

"Hiccup. Don't." Ferno grunted as he was dragged to a boat, rocking on the sea. The Berk Heir seemed to have ignored him. That simple action, that simple mistake that could have been misheard by Hiccup, was all it took to break Ferno's spirit. The spirit that kept him fighting through the impossible, the unbearable, was now shattered into a million pieces. His eyes looked at his friends, they were staring at him with shocked beyond measurement expressions … His brother, his friends, his family now thought of him in a whole new different light. They probably hated him now that he wasn't who everyone thought he was before.

He let the Outcast soldiers throw him onto the wooden floor of the boat. His hands were bound by a rope and the two soldiers pushed the boat off to the sea.

-000-

The boat travelled across the sea for about 7 hours. And in those 7 hours not a single thought entered Ferno's mind. His brain deliberately flashed through everything that he had heard and learnt of.

He was Alvin's son … He was Alvin's son! … He wasn't Stoic's son … His whole life was a lie … He was Alvin son?!

"He keeps starring at me." One of the Outcast soldiers told the other.

"Well don't look at him then, idiot."

The soldier looked up to his companion. "Alvin had a son. Who knew?"

"Won't that be a surprise to the Tribe, eh? Especially Alvin's nephew. A new Heir to the Outcasts."

Ferno was in too much of a shock to hear what either of them said. His mesmerising eyes were staring blankly to sea. Replaying four horrendous words in his head over and over and over again … He was Alvin's son … He was Alvin's son?!

He hugged his knees and buried his face in them. Tears fell from his eyes and he failed to contain his sobs.

-000-

They reached a grey island. It was the complete opposite of Berk. It had grey spikes poking out of everywhere and a small settlement would have been easily missed by a common eye.

He was dragged to the outskirts of the town and thrown onto the cold floors of the Outcast prison.

"Enjoy you imprisonment."

Then they left, and Ferno was all alone, without a single soul nearby. It was a new and ghastly feeling, being all alone, and something told him in his gut, that he should get used to it.


	29. How to Pick a Dragon

_The identity of my father changed in the past couple of hours. I was locked up in a prison cell and I had no idea what was in store for me … this is a point where most people would freak out … unfortunately, I just happened to be one of those people._

Ferno lay on the cold and hard floor of the Outcast prison. It had been hours since he had last moved. His grey eyes were open and were searching for some comfort in deep space. Several hours ago, his world exploded into oblivion. His father, his true, biological father, was the most ruthless man in the Archipelago. His father was Alvin the Treacherous. Not Stoic the Vast, as he had thought for years, but Alvin the Treacherous. He was still in shock, 7 hours after the discovery.

So many questions bubbled in his head. If Alvin was his father, then who was his mother? How did he end up on Berk? Why did Stoic adopt him? Why didn't he tell him, of his real father's identity? How many people knew of this? Why didn't anybody tell him?!

Ferno knew, that for his whole life, he would be in shock of the discovery. There were no words in Norse to describe how he was feeling right now.

Morning would have been near now, he should have some sleep now, but his sour mood and mixed feeling forbade him from doing so.

Someone's footsteps sounded, but Ferno, even hearing them, didn't lift his head. They were large and heavy. They stopped and there was an awkward silence in the room.

"… How are you?" The voice was sort of trembling. Like it was afraid … or worried.

"Never been better." He said, sarcastically. "I just found out that my father is a barbaric savage."

"…Well, you know this isn't my fault. Stoic was the one that should have told you. And it's not my fault that your mother decided to conceive you. If only I had known that you were my son … that I had a son! I would launched a full scale attack on Berk just to get you back."

"Speaking of mothers, who is mine?" Ferno now sat up, faced the opposite direction and hugged his knees.

"That never changed. Your mother is Valhammara. The last raid on Berk was in the name of humiliating Stoic, after he was given a son. We had always had a rivalry, if one proved better than the other, the other would fight till his last breath to redeem himself. By me taking his wife, he was humiliated, by being unable to protect his family. And she, who had given birth not 2 weeks ago, was still weak and frail to fight me off … though she did put up a fight. I abandoned my siege without the knowledge that she had conceived you."

"How did you know to look for the Fire-bearer?"

"… Let's call that a hunch. I originally planned for the Dragon Conqueror." He let out a small laugh. "Who would have thought Stoic's Little Embarrassment would be the Dragon Conqueror, eh? But then I heard rumours, from the banished and dishonoured that came to my island, of Stoic's second son, a boy with pitch black hair and stormy grey eyes, fitting none of his parent's characteristics and born only 9 months after his brother, whose mischief and bravery earned him a worthy nickname of 'Fire-bearer'. And that Stoic never properly treated him like his son. That got me intrigued. What if this boy was mine? I knew that if I at least saw you, I would know whether you are mine or not? And so I set out to investigate, to see if I was right. And so I was."

"I bet Mildew spit something out as well." Ferno murmured remembering the quote Mildew said a couple of days ago, about his father teaching him manners. The old man could have been spending some time observing any similarities that he and Alvin could have had and informed the Outcasts.

"Come on, get up. You should see your future inheritance. I bet that Stoic wasn't planning anything for you." Alvin took out a key and began to open the metal bars of the prison cell.

"I didn't want anything, from him … or you. I'm not Chief material."

"Oh don't worry about that. I'll make short work of it. The seed after all never falls too far away from the tree. Remember that Stoic, never aspired for you to be his heir, he always knew that you weren't his. Our resemblance is unmistakeable. Now get up. I want to show you the island, on which you will be Chief one day, or another."

"I already said I don't want to be Chief. You may be the man that gave me birth, but you are not the man that I obey as my father … my dad."

Alvin would have none of this. He walked into the cell, pulled the boy up by his tunic and carried him out of the cell. "You will listen to me and you shall learn respect. You don't know what the punishment for disobedience is, on this island. I have a reputation to uphold, 'to be feared and not to be soft'. As Chief, I won't go easy on punishments for a disobedient wretch because you are my son."

The Chief lowered the boy onto the floor and gestured for Ferno to follow him. Being bound by his hands and having no other option, Ferno reluctantly complied.

-000-

"Well, what do you think?" Alvin said as the father and son walked through the village, with a couple of Outcast soldiers behind them.

Ferno looked around. The Outcast village was small, but larger than the Hairy Hooligan Tribe. The streets were packed with men wrestling, sharpening weapons or doing something else. Strangely there were very few women in the streets, unlike what Ferno was accustomed to and so he thought they must have been inside the houses, being housewives as their occupation. The majority of the homes were not made of woods, they were made of stone, and it seemed that Outcast Island prided itself for that material. Ferno imagined these houses would stand well against Dragon Raids and wouldn't catch fire … 'resourceful' was the silent word that he said.

"What do I think of what?"

"The village. Your future Tribe."

"Why are there so few women here?" Ferno noted.

"A woman's role on Outcast Island is three things, to be a wife, to be a mother and to be a housewife. They are all doing their occupations in their homes. It's dangerous for a woman, especially a pretty one, to be outside, where men can … well I don't need the end that sentence." Alvin explained, putting a beefy hand on Ferno's shoulder, which was luckily not the bad one. This wasn't a family gesture of closeness, it was a gesture to keep Ferno by his side, if he attempted to escape Outcast Island.

"That is so sexist." Ferno mumbled. In other words, on Outcast Island, men and women did share equality. Men were superior and women were inferior. He wasn't used to that, he was raised that men and women were equal.

"What? Nothing positive to say about your heritage." Alvin smirked as they seemed to be coming to an end of the village, with only one or two massive houses in front.

"Nice job with housing material. My brother always bugged Stoic about wooden houses, but he didn't listen." Ferno said, to appease Alvin for the time being. Being his captive, it would be foolish to get on your captor's bad side when you didn't even have a plan.

They came to the last house in the village. Ferno realised that it was the hospital, sick men and women scattered across the entire place. Some coughing, others grabbing one of their limbs, or were burnt.

"The Healing House. Outcast Island is where the unwanted come, and usually those unwanted are ill. I have no need for sick people on my island so unless they be cured they are killed." Alvin explained.

At that moment, the healer house doors opened and a soldier came out, guided by a teenage girl.

"Take it easy, sir, that Nadder banged you up pretty badly, take a break for the rest of the day and you'll be fine." The girl said, leading the man out, who nodded and walked the way home, limping.

Ferno's grey eyes searched the girl's characteristics. She had strawberry blonde hair and true sapphire eyes that were so bright they would be seen in the dark. She had a beautiful face and a peaceful aura around her, somehow pulling Ferno to her, thankfully with his father's hand on his shoulder he didn't move. For some inexplicable reasons there was a strange feeling in his stomach, like a million butterflies were flapping their wings inside of him.

The soldier was gone and her eyes caught Ferno's gaze, she gave him a small yet very warm smile. He returned it before he was shoved further by a violent pull from the Chief.

"That would be our island's only healer, Adeliza the Healer-hand. Pretty little thing isn't she?" Alvin said and laughed. The girl went into the Healer House. Ferno didn't say anything.

The small party was outside of a house. The second highest in the village, the highest no doubt belonging to Alvin, it had no windows, one door and like all other houses, made of stone.

"Welcome home, son. Make yourself comfortable." Alvin pushed Ferno into the house, after his feet didn't move. "This will be yours until your Chief." Alvin walked up to Ferno, removed the rope from his hands and closed the doors, surely locking it.

-000-

Ferno took his time to inspect the house. His house, but really his prison. Alvin offered the comforts of a home and not a cell, but it was no less a prison than a cell.

Sighing, Ferno stretched his wrists and let his eyes wonder.

Let's say that the house wasn't horrendous. It had a fire pit and a chimney far too small for him to crawl through. A small kitchen area, decent enough. Some racks for his weapons, even though he didn't have any on him. There were stairs to the second level, curious but reluctant, Ferno walked up the stone steps. It was the bedroom, with an especially large bed. There were small holes, far too small to get out from, in the wall and ceiling that would be able to indicate day and night. If it rained or snowed there were pegs on the table to close them.

"Well, at least it's not a prison cell." Ferno said to himself, trying to sound optimistic.

-000-

"Today, we Outcasts are to celebrate the new coming of a new member to our tribe. Who was hidden from us all these years because he was misguided, but blood has given him back to us! We celebrate the return of my son! Ferno the Fire-bearer!" Alvin jerked Ferno's arm in the air. He made a speech to the whole Tribe in the morning. "Which is why I am naming this boy my Heir!"

The whole village erupted in cheers. They seemed jubilant that he was their future Chief, though he wasn't planning to stay too long. The grey eyes noticed that one boy wasn't so happy with his new title. The boy stormed out of the crowd of Outcasts, kicking a crate that was in his way.

-000-

Later, in the afternoon, there was a great feast in the Great Hall, to celebrate. _At least one thing that Outcasts and Hairy Hooligans have in common, party at any occasion that is given._

"Son, I want you to meet someone. This is your cousin, Fenris." Alvin gestured for a boy to come to his throne-like seat at the head feasting table. Ferno realised it was the same boy that kicked the crate.

"Yes, uncle." The boy said coming near Alvin, while looking at Ferno cautiously.

"I believe an introduction is in order. Fenris, Ferno."

Ferno inspected his newfound cousin. They looked very alike, heck even their names were similar . They both had pitch black hair and their face shape was similar. They could be passed as brothers, maybe even twins. Fenris had a sword by his side too and judging by his approximate weight and the size of his limbs they had equal strength and stamina.

The differences, though, were noticeable. He had grey eyes, his cousin had hazel. His skin was burnt all over the place, but the parts of skin that weren't, were lightly tanned from being in the sun and flying in the sky all day, his cousin's was pale, as not much sun came to Outcast Island. And there were probably other differences that Ferno didn't get enough time to see.

"Cousin." He said, somewhat bitterly, giving a curt nod.

"Cousin." He returned the gesture.

-000-

Ferno starred at the ceiling in his new house. His mind played back his memories with his brother, his … stepfather (he guessed), and his friends. Now he had no idea what he was supposed to do. He had to think of a plan to get off Outcast Island, but how? His father locked him up in the house in the evening, and during the day, his father brought him to his side in the morning and dragged him around with him all day to 'show what it meant to be Chief of Outcast Island.' Though except that nothing was holding him here.

He let out another sigh, for what seemed to be the thousandth time in his two day stay on Outcast Island.

There was a knock on the door. One that came every morning and signalled that his father was arriving, but strangely it wasn't morning yet, so what did his father want at this time of night. His feet touched the cold stone floor silently and he walked downstairs to face his father, who had already entered.

"I have some news for you, son." Alvin laughed. "You're getting married, tomorrow."

"What?!" Ferno almost fainted. "Why?"

"Why are you getting married?" Alvin asked confused by his question. "I need grandsons. I need to make sure that you won't try to escape Outcast Island. You need a wife, and it would be ideal if she was of my choosing. A Chief is best when he has a wife beside him. As they say, 'behind every great man stands a great woman'."

Ferno knew what his father was trying to accomplish. Alvin was taking desperate measures to keep him here. He knew that he couldn't restrain him forever, so he was buying time until a moment when he would refuse to leave himself. He needed his son to be by his side so that he could teach him everything he knew and give his son his small empire when he was ready to give it.

"Who's the lucky girl?" He said sarcastically, going through his hair with his scarred hand as a sign of annoyance.

"Adeliza. The Village Healer. She's been reserved for whoever I name my heir. Savage was more than happy to give her to you. The agreement is settled, you wed tomorrow." Alvin said.

"What has Savage got to do with anything?" Ferno had grown to dislike his father's second-in-command.

"He's her father." Alvin answered. Ferno felt his hand slap against his forehead automatically. Great, more bad news.

"You do realise I'm 13 years old, right?"

"Strange that Stoic didn't marry you off already. Most Vikings get married at your age, sometimes younger. On Outcast Island, you would learn that there are no limits when you get married because of lack of soldiers that I need … Get some sleep. I can assure you won't get enough tomorrow." Alvin laughed and locked the door behind him.

It was like finding out that Alvin was his father, all over again. He was engaged. He was going to be wed tomorrow. He was getting married. Everything spun in his head so fast that it was like a hurricane. Wearing a shocked expression, he walked upstairs, back into bed.

-000-

"Wake up. Wake up!" A voice broke his sleep, making Ferno jerk awake. Dark circles were visible under his eyes, evidence that he hadn't had enough sleep. The Fire-bearer wiped his eyes to find his cousin standing over him. "Your father sent me to fetch you and lead you to the Bath House."

"Ok." Ferno got up and began to put on his shirt.

"Great, now come on." The Outcast's voice was full of hatred and impatience, by the way he gritted his teeth.

"Why do you hate me so much?" Ferno asked as they walked to the Bath House.

Fenris didn't say anything for a while. "Let's just say that yout presence here has deprived me of something highly important."

"Alvin?"

"That too."

"Adeliza?"

"Partly."

"Outcast Island?"

"Yes. Before you came here, I was the unofficial heir. Everyone loved the idea of me being their future leader. They had confidence in my skills and strength. Who could be better to inherit the Treacherous' Empire than his own nephew? That was until you arrived. His son. His flesh and blood. Someone who was already an accomplished warrior and had his own legacy. You took everything away from me! My inheritance! My popularity! And now … what would have been my bride!"

"…I'm sorry. But there's nothing that I can do. I don't even want this tribe. I want more than anything to go home. Home as in Berk. To my brother, to my stepfather, to my friends."

Fenris didn't say anything, they arrived in the Bath House, where there were already a crowd of men. It turned out that all Viking weddings were the same, no matter where in the Archipelago you were. Ferno was shoved into the bath, being 'cleansed' of his bachelorhood, while being given advice about marriage, fatherhood and other things that made Ferno blush.

What made him blush the most was that he would have to consummate the marriage, with someone he had only one look at, and in the presence of like a dozen witnesses. He wasn't planning on doing that. He was going to escape at the first chance that he had.

-000-

The evening came quicker than he would have wished. And he wasn't presented with one chance of escape.

The vows were long exchanged. Ferno now had a ring on his left hand's fourth finger. He would never forget how beautiful she looked when he first looked at her, with her wedding dress and bridal crown. There it was again. That stupid butterfly feeling. He was a Viking, tough and tasteless, he wasn't supposed to have weird butterfly-like feelings.

They were now man and wife. All that was left now was to make it official.

And so now he was being walked up the stairs to his own bedroom by his father, wearing nothing but trousers which were loosely tied for what he was expected to do. He reached the end of the stairs.

There were about a dozen men in the room and his bride sat on the bed, wearing the bridal crown, an easily accessible dress and a fearful expression. Her hands were tied into fists and she was shaking, heavily. When she looked at his burnt and naked torso for the first time and she jolted in alarm a little, possibly frightened to hurt him or touch a painful scar. She was afraid to hurt him, like he was afraid to hurt her. She was fearful, just like him. But who wouldn't be if they had to consummate their marriage … and in front of a crowd of men.

He looked behind him and saw his father giving him a meaningful look. He had no choice. He had to do it. Part of him of course didn't want to, his conscience was forbidding it. But there was also a part of him that wanted to do it. The part of him that was possessed no conscience, the part of him that always broke every single rule that was ever put before him and the part that made him go … barbaric. Perhaps it was his Outcast side, the blood of his father running through his veins.

Shaking, he walked up to the girl that was his bride. _His _bride. It felt weird to say even. He would have thought that his brother and friend would be the first to marry out of their gang, but here he was standing in front of his own bride, about to consummate their marriage to make her his wife.

He brushed away a brown-blonde bang out of her face as he looked at her. For a moment their eyes met. Brilliant blue and stormy grey. The perfect combination. He would have been lost in those eyes forever if—

"Would you get on with it already?" Alvin scowled annoyed, making both bride and groom blush a bright shade of red.

"I'm really sorry I have to do this." Ferno whispered, hoping to ease her fright.

"I understand." She whispered back, with the same warm sort of smile that she gave him when he first saw her. That smile, that now he loved so much, destroyed his fear of what was about to happen.

Taking a deep breath, he pressed his lips against her in a very passionate kiss. He felt her arms wrap around his neck as he deepened the kiss further. She fell onto the bed below, taking him down with her … and then … then…

(This is a T rated fanfiction. Nothing for you to see here, nothing to see here, partially because I am too young to write lemon and can't write lemons).

The witnesses saw everything that they needed to see and left the newlyweds to their sleep.

-000-

Ferno was the first to wake up in the morning. He felt someone's back pressing against his chest. He found himself with his arms clung around the girl. The girl that was officially his wife. He barely knew her and she barely knew him but they were now official bonded, and last night had been as close as two people could be.

Somehow he couldn't unlock his hands from embracing the girl, so he decided to just lie there. He decided to take an actual look at his wife, since he was never fully presented with an opportunity.

He knew her eyes were blue, a tone of eye colour that was imprinted in his memory. She had the most delicate and smooth skin that seemed to heal all his burns and scars when he touched it. Her strawberry blonde hair was the most fragile colour shade he had ever seen.

That was when it hit him like a rock. He was in love with her. That's why he had that stupid butterfly feeling in his stomach when she smiled.

She stirred in her sleep, as he planted a soft kiss on her naked shoulder. "Morning." She moaned out. "Is it even morning?"

"Yes, it is." Ferno whispered. Still with his arms in a ring around her, she spun around to face him. "Hi." He smiled.

"Hi." She smiled back.

Ferno settled with just starring in the sapphire eyes in front of him. "I feel that we haven't been properly acquainted. I'm Ferno." He put a burnt hand in front of her.

"I'm Adeliza." She shook it.

They both seemed reluctant to let go of the other. Her eyes trailed from his eyes to his hand. She reached her other hand out and held his hand with both of hers. Gently, she opened his palm and inspected the burn mark on it.

"So how did you get these?" She asked.

Ferno never liked to talk about that story, but with her he felt like he could share his darkest secrets and worst fears. "My brother, well now half-brother, had to fight the Monstrous Nightmare, winning the honour to do that. Things got out of control and I jumped into the arena to save him. Bought him a few minutes, and me a couple of marks."

She kept looking into his eyes for a bit longer. "Well, you were lucky to make it out alive." She further inspected the palm. "I've healed a lot of people in my 13 years of life, but none came to me with burns like yours." Her eyes trailed to the angry marks on his chest, shoulder and stomach.

"They're not burns. They're marks of valour and courage."

"And you say that you're not Outcast blood. You'd be amazed at how many of those marks there are. Believe me, I know."

"Where do they come from? Dragons? One day, I'll show you that dragons aren't the vicious beasts they make out to be." Ferno knew that she would be harbouring hatred for dragons. She was the one that had to deal with the aftermath. He would show her.

"Actually, the majority of injuries come from the people that shamed them themselves. I've heard rumours and stories from some travellers and newcomers of how the largest dragon in history was destroyed in a battle and the dragon raids stopped."

"That will make my job easier to persuade you." He was running out of patience. "And maybe this." He towered over her and pressed his lips against hers, letting the sensation sprout. She moaned in his mouth as his tongue entered her mouth. She made little protest, encouraging him instead of pushing him away. This was a paradise that he didn't want to leave.

-000-

The noon came and, like all wedding after-morning, the newlyweds had to be forced out of their bedroom to Alvin's Throne Chamber, for the Morning Gift to be settled. The husband and wife sat opposite each other, Alvin brought in a metal chest and when opened it revealed golden coins.

Outcast Island may have been small in size but their raids and plunder gave them much wealth.

Savage looked into the chest and nodded that it was acceptable.

They now were officially man and wife.

-000-

Traditionally, weddings in this Tribe were given a week for the honeymoon, maybe a little less, but Alvin seemed generous to his son and new daughter-in-law, and so gave them a month, furthering his plan to keep Ferno here.

Today was the first day of their honeymoon. It was evening now.

"So, do you handle any weapons?" Ferno asked.

"Women aren't permitted to handle weapons on Outcasts, but who's to say that small throwing daggers carved out of stone are weapons." She smirked, noticed a target, outstretched her hand sharply and a dagger flew out of her sleeve hitting a bulls-eye.

"What damage is that going to do?"

"Each dagger's blade is soaked in a Nadder's poison. The poison is slow but highly effective. Don't touch the blade if you don't want to spend the rest of the evening puking." As soon as she said that, Ferno's fingers shot to the other side of the room to avoid the consequences.

"You're a dangerous woman. Remind me to not get on your bad side."

"Oh, you'd do well to remember that." She smiled, and linked their eyes together. For a moment they stared into each other's eyes, infatuated by the other, but then a dark thought loomed in Adeliza's mind and she looked away. "You're going to have to run away."

"Who said anything about running away?" Ferno was confused at how she knew so much.

"It doesn't take a genius to figure out. You don't want to stay on Outcast Island for too long. You don't feel that you belong here. So you're going to have to run away. Why else would Alvin give you his entire Chiefdom and marry you off and extend the honeymoon? He knew, and so do I." She turned away, not looking at him.

Ferno knew he couldn't win this battle. He slowly walked up to her. "Yes, I do have to leave. I don't belong here. I doubt I'll ever belong here … but, out of all the things that you have listed that are keeping me here, only one of them, are actually keeping me here." He lifted her chin to look her in the eye. "I love you."

Not waiting for a response he locked their lips together, taking her completely by surprise. He got caught up by the moment that he didn't even realise that he pushed her against the wall in the midst of their kiss, but when he felt two delicate hands push against his chest, he released her from the moment of passion.

"Is that all that it takes for a boy to fall in love. One night in bed, after a forced consummation. Really?"

"No, Adeliza, it wasn't that. I think I was in love with you since I first saw you." Ferno tried to explain. "You remember when my father was giving me a tour of Outcast Island and we stopped outside the Healer's House." She didn't say anything. She just looked away. "Can I ask, what you think about this marriage?"

"My father arranged it. He was preparing me about being married to someone since he found out that I was born a girl."

"So you're just the kind of daughter that is a puppet to her father?"

"There's a difference between being obedient and being a puppet. I've been patient and obedient for my father, to avoid his bad side. Now, I am in a position where I have ridded myself of my father without unleashing his anger. Being obedient and being controlled are different things." That was a quote that Ferno knew he wasn't going to forget. "What do you hate about Outcast Island so much?" That question took Ferno by surprise, largely because he didn't actually know.

He was going to inherit this island when the time would come, the people here accepted him, he had a beautiful wife here and he had a family here.

"Dragons. Brother. Friends. Even … stepfather." He said, after a long pause.

Adeliza signed. "I understand. You miss the people that you called family and you're more afraid on this island than any dragon that ever burnt you." She wrapped her arms around his neck and buried her face in the crook of his neck, with tears welled up in her eyes.

"Come with me." Ferno suggested, wrapping her arms around her waist and pulled her closer to him.

"I can't. I have a responsibility. People who aren't cured would be killed, you have no idea how many people are sick or injured or something else. They need me to help them. Not only that … my father, Savage … is not the greatest father. He sometimes comes home drunk, and I have three younger siblings … it's dangerous to leave them alone, with my father."

"Then what am I supposed to do?" Ferno asked. Subconsciously his hand began to stroke her back to comfort her.

"I have an idea." Her sobbing slowly ceased and she looked into his eyes. "You could leave for Berk, by dragon. I'll stay here and send you letters about what goes on in Outcast Island. After all, as Alvin's daughter-in-law, I'll know something. When Alvin passes, you'll return to the Island and claim to be the Outcast Chief…"

"… And we'll be a family." Ferno smiled at his wife, cupping her cheek in his hand. "What if my father finds out that you have been helping me?"

"He won't be able to do much. He could throw me into prison to forbid me from sending more letters, but I hold a much more value being alive than being dead. If I die, he loses a lot soldiers, he is under the threat that you could turn against him formally, or just hate him informally, and the final thing is that I could be carrying Alvin's grandson."

He would have blushed at what she had just said if the matter wasn't to do with the rise or fall of a whole Tribe.

"I'll leave tomorrow then, when you are at the Healer's house, during midday, I'll get a dragon and flea for Berk." Ferno said determinedly. "In the meantime, why don't we raise the chances of carrying Alvin's grandson…?" He brushed away a bang from her face.

"Oh real mature aren't you?"

_With the marriage that my father agreed I gained an unexpected ally. A beautiful, brave and selfless woman who I fell in love with and was going to help me raise to the power that I happened to be destined for. In a way, I was thankful that I was kidnapped and taken to Outcast Island. Now the difficult and dangerous task of getting off it alive, had presented itself. It was from this moment that I realised that my life, before I found out whose son I was, was only a piece of cake and any difficulties that were there were nothing compared to what I was about to experience._

**-000-**

**This chapter was very exciting to write and I have waited to write it since I began to write this story. This took two whole days sitting on a computer non-stop and write. So enjoy what I have written upon my blood and sweat.**

**Review please, how you like my two new OC's, Adeliza and Fenris?**


	30. Hiccup as a Young Buff Man

_I've spent most of my life trying to measure up to a Viking Father, a very infuriating task that was impossible to accomplish with Stoic the Vast. However, what was more infuriating was when I found out that Stoic wasn't even my father and that I had pretty much wasted 13 years of my life pleasing a person who would never be pleased with me, unless I somehow changed my blood and roots. But what I was doing now was still trying to please Stoic even though I knew I would never make Stoic truly proud._

"Ferno, wake up, Ferno. Wake up!" A sweet but stern voice hissed into his ear, while he was being shaken awake. "Ferno! Wake up!"

The Fire-bearer sat up from the bed. He realised that it was the middle of the night and not yet time to get up. He was pouring with cold sweat and his wife was wearing a very worried expression.

"You alright?" She asked, clearly concerned about him.

"Just a nightmare. Go back to sleep." He pulled the covers over him and faced the opposite direction.

"Tell me about it." She gently stroked the side of his shoulder, leaving a trail of goose bumps after her touch and placing a gentle kiss on the goose bump trail.

Ferno sighed. "My father and me merged together … I hurt so many people when the face of my body was Alvin's … then the face changed to mine … and I hurt even more people on the back of my dragon." His voice broke as he remembered the dream. "It was horrible … I was horrible."

Her hand stroked his side and then trailed to his chest, where he placed his hand on hers and squeezed it tightly. "It was just a nightmare, go back to sleep." She placed one last kiss on his shoulder and faced the ceiling.

He looked at her. "Could you help me with that?" He smiled suggestively.

"When are you going to leave for Berk already?" She refused him and turned to her side of the bed, only to make him even more tempted.

-000-

"Ferno wake up. It's time to get up. It's morning, get up." Adeliza whispered into her husband's ear gently. A tactic she found out that worked in waking up the Young Heir. She raised from the bed, ready to get prepared.

The muscular arms wrapped her waist, pulling her back into the bed. "Five more minutes," he whispered, planting kisses on her back.

"No." She said, firmly, in a wifely fashion. "Ferno, stop. I have to leave for the Healing House and you have to get off Outcast Island. Ferno, please stop, get up." Adeliza might have looked smaller and frailer than an average Viking girl at that age, but she was able to get out of Ferno's grip. The Fire-bearer fell back onto the bed, with a childish frown on his face, but with his chest bare, identifying that he wasn't a child any more.

They were both dressed when Ferno grabbed his wife by the waist and pulled her into one of their extremely passionate kisses.

"Odin knows when and if we will see each other again." Ferno briefly stopped the kiss. "If we don't see each other again, I want to have a bright memory of my wife." He resumed the kiss for another couple of minutes until she broke their favourite pastime.

"No matter what happens. I'm glad that you are my husband."

"And I, that you are my wife. I love you."

-000-

Adeliza left the house to her usual healer duties in the early morning, while Ferno got up and began to smash a piece of the wall with the axe that was used to split logs for the fireplace.

"This would be so much easier if father was a normal Viking and built the village houses normally, out of wood and not stone!" He wiped the sweat off his forehead and continued to smash the wall. Eventually the hole was large enough for him to crawl through.

Soon Alvin would come to the house to collect his son, and so Ferno had to flea now or never. Of course it was too late for never, he had just mined out a massive hole in the wall and it would be difficult to hide.

He was half way through the thick hole when three Outcast soldiers came into the room, noticed that he was escaping and grabbed him before he got any further.

His plan was foiled.

-000-

He stood before his father in the Arena where dragons were kept as prisoners. A crowd had gathered around, wanting to know what the Treacherous would do to his son for the crime of disobedience.

"The punishment for the crime of escaping Outcast Island are a 100 strokes with the whip." Alvin announced to the Outcasts that had gathered in the Arena. "Just because he is my son, I will not make an excuse for him. I will beat 100 strokes to his back myself." Alvin walked up to the boy that was forced to be kneeled in the arena with his hands bound. "You are my flesh, blood and pride. But a father must teach his son obedience and respect, eventually."

Alvin was brought a leather whip, with black thorns spiked on it. Ferno on the other hand was brought to a wall with his already bound hands, where his shirt was thrown off and he was tied to the wall by three buff Outcasts.

Ferno's back was the only place on his body that didn't harbour any scars, since he had fallen onto the Nightmare with the front side of his body, not back. That fact wasn't going to last for too long.

Alvin lifted the whip … the slashing sound pierced the air … the sharp thorns dug into the skin … he screamed … blood dripped from each thorn that cut his back.

"ONE!" Alvin and Ferno yelled in unison.

Seconds later the same thing repeated.

"TWO!" … "THREE!"…

-000-

"NINETY-EIGHT!" … "NINETY-NINE!" …

Ferno turned his head to see if Alvin would deliver the final blow or not. His eyes saw the whiplash approaching, not having enough time to turn he closed both eyes. In the split of a second, blighting pain hit his right eye and probably leaving a scar and blood.

"ONE HUNDRED!" They both yelled.

For the first time in three hours, the sound of the whip being raised, ceased. Alvin walked up to the barely conscious son. The crowd was beginning to disperse. The Treacherous looked at his son's back which showed the collection of new wounds on his son's back, which he had given him. Long open strips of open flesh, flooding with blood. Blood … his whole back was covered in crimson liquid. Earthquakes of blood, was an accurate way to describe what he saw.

"I'm sorry son." Alvin whispered, dropping the bloody whip to the ground.

"No … no, you're not … if you were sorry … you wouldn't have done that … you wouldn't have put me through that pain … what sort of father are you?!" Ferno's voice was dried like a desert and empty just like it, drained would be the ideal word.

Alvin looked away, to not meet his son's eyes. "Go … you are free to go … get out of Outcast Island if you please … but understand, that I had to set an example for my people … I understand the pain that you have just endured … my father put me through the same thing, several times … that is why I am setting you free … so that I won't be my father … Go! … But, remember that we are still the same, we are one." Alvin holstered the boy onto his feet and pushed him to the direction of the hostile dragon area.

At first, Ferno fell, as his legs, which he used to pride himself with for their strength, collapsed underneath of him. Then finding some last storage of energy, he managed to get up and walk. He took one last look at his father. The two men nodded to each other and departed to where each was supposed to be.

"He'll be back." Alvin told himself, throwing a last glance at his son.

-000-

The Fire-Bearer tried not to concentrate on his back. But the fact remained that it was a battlefield and that with every movement he made, it hurt worse than Hel. Each step he made, he limped. Each breath he took, he winced. Each wound on his back equalled to a snake's bite.

"I wonder, am I gonna be renamed to Fire and Whip-bearer?" He tried to reduce the pain with his humour, but it didn't work.

-000-

He reached his destination. A live dragon nest. Dozens, hundreds of dragons roosted on the field of rock. He decided to take a Deadly Nadder as his lift back home. A Zippleback needed two riders, a Gronkle was too slow, a Terror was too small and the Nightmare … had its own private reasons.

It just so happened that a yellow Nadder was resting nearby. The teenager looked around the place to see if his father sent any spies after him, he hadn't, so it was safe to train the dragon.

"Ok, so how does Astrid train these things?" Ferno looked at the dragon. "Approach the spines slowly. Simple." He walked as slowly as he could behind the tail. "Hey, fella." He awaked the Nadder, facing the tail full of poisonous spine, reminding him of a whip. "How are you doing, beautiful?" He remembered that Nadders were vain. "See I'm not a threat … I'm a friend." He stroked the spikes, careful to not get pricked.

The Nadder seemed appeased, for s/he relaxed the spikes. Ferno took the next step. Spat on his palm and rubbed it against the dragon's scales, mentally groaning at the process. After gaining the trust of the dragon, Ferno climbed on the back and they flew to Berk.

-000-

As they flew Ferno thought about Stoic. '_What would happen now? Would I get accepted back into the tribe? My mother was gone and my father was an Outcast, so who will vouch for me? What would Stoic think of my marriage? What use am I to him? He can't marry me off, by marrying an Outcast I have brought dishonour to myself and any family that will adopt me, he will stop a lot of trouble in the village being done if I am not there, and I will be one less mouth to feed.'_

Thoughts like these flooded into his mind and poisoned his mood.

"If they won't accept me, I'll just ask for food and water, they can't refuse that to a hungry traveller, get Shriek and fly away to wherever that Boneknapper decides. If they do accept me back …" He looked at the marriage ring on his finger. "…then this won't be anyone's business."

He took the ring off, kissed it and placed it into a reliable pocked in his trousers.

Suddenly, he had felt all of his tiredness and pain. He placed his head onto the scaly surface of the dragon, and allowed sleep to come.

-000-

The Nadder landed in the centre of town, nudging his rider awake. Ferno wiped his eyes clean to see his surroundings, hissing when he touched his right eye. He was on Berk, surrounded by bewildered villagers.

He searched the crowd of villagers to find Stoic or Hiccup to beg for forgiveness and to grovel for food and water. The massive Viking Chief was making his way through the crowd.

"What are you people looking at?" Stoic shoved the last Viking out of his way, then saw Ferno on the Nadder, and stood in his tracks in absolute shock.

Ferno's eye shed a rogue tear. He slipped off the dragon he was sitting on and fell to the floor in nose touching the floor, sobbing.

"Stoic … stepfather … I beg to be forgiven and to be accepted back in the Hairy Hooligan Tribe … if not then at least give me food and water for my journey to Dragon Island." Ferno looked at Stoic, with watery grey eyes. He saw all his friends and brother had already gathered around Stoic, starring at Ferno.

In a flash of white, brown and green, something hit him in a hug. He saw his brother, with the frail and weak arms wrapped around his neck, the green eyes were closed bleeding tears, and Shriek purring against his side, giving a good old lick of welcome.

"I was so worried, Ferno." Hiccup said, letting salty tears drip on the warrior's cloak. "I thought I lost my brother."

"Half-brother." Ferno corrected him, gripping the scrawny Viking, tightly.

"We'll always be brothers. No matter who our parents are." Hiccup looked at his brother's face. "What happened to your eye?" He gripped the side of his face to examine the cut going down his forehead, eye and cheek.

"Can we discuss that some other time?" Ferno winced as Hiccup touched the blood-dried cut. Ferno made eye contact with Stoic.

The Chief walked up to Ferno. "I promised your mother I would treat you like my son. That I would keep you safe and fed and clothed. And that's what I am going to do." He faced the other villagers. "Ferno the Fire-bearer will from this day forward and always be a member of the Hairy Hooligans, no one is to keep grudges for his true father's faults and crimes. Those who do, will have to face me! His stepfather!"

Cheers roared through the village. One by one, Ferno was embraced by his friends, well actually they all tackled him at once, the last one being Fishlegs making everyone fall and Ferno to be the first, on his freshly scarred back.

He couldn't contain it. He screamed. At once everyone got off him.

"I'm gonna kill him." Ferno moaned while being turned on his stomach and his shirt was ripped apart by Stoic.

"What happened?" Stoic said with a horrified expression, examining the battlefield of a back.

"Souvenir from my father." Ferno said sarcastically. "Punishment for disobedience. 99 strokes to the back. And an incredibly lucky 1 to the face." Ferno said; his fists turning white.

"Get him to the Healer, now!" Stoic lifted his stepson and put him on the Boneknapper that was patiently waiting for his rider.

-000-

Ferno lay in the Healer's House, screaming and yelling as the healer poured herbs and liquids onto his back. He tried to focus on the good that had come out of that trip. Hey, he learnt who his father was, he got married, and he got out alive. Things were great.

"What happened on Outcast Island?" Stoic sat on a stool in front of Ferno, as he lay on his stomach absorbing the pain like a sponge.

"Alvin made me his Heir. They threw a feast to celebrate for that. Then Alvin kept dragging me around with him to 'show what it meant to be Chief of Outcast Island', were his exact words. Then I tried to escape from my new house that was reserved for every Outcast Heir, but was caught. The punishment for doing that was 100 strokes. He was up to 99, when I stupidly turned around and … he blew the 100th." Ferno reached his hand to touch the mark on his face. He hissed when he touched it.

"Anything else that happened?" Stoic asked.

"No." Ferno said, firmly.

Stoic seemed to be content. "I assume that Alvin didn't let you in on the important activities of Outcast Island."

"No. He didn't have any important business for the days that I was there."

Stoic nodded. "Get some rest."

"Thank you, stepfather." Ferno rested his head onto the pillow.

"Dad." Stoic reminded him, halfway through the door.

"Thank you, _dad_." Ferno repeated, managing a small smile to thank Stoic for being accepted back into the Tribe.

-000-

"So what happened while I was gone?" Ferno said, before shoving some food into his mouth, later that afternoon. He and his friends were enjoying diner in the Great Hall.

"Well … Hiccup almost died again." Astrid glared at Hiccup.

Ferno crooked his eyebrows and looked at Hiccup for an explanation. The Berk Heir, with the occasional interruption of their friends, explained the adventure of Hamish III's Treasure.

"So let me get this straight." Ferno stirred on his seat, licking his lips off the flavour of the meat he had just eaten, and his brain trying to piece together the new information. "You guys, went after a treasure that is known to make the bravest and buffest warriors to loose toes, limbs and mind, for the gold. You nearly got killed. And when you did find the gold, you." Ferno pointed to his brother. "Got buried in an avalanche of rocks. And then you chose some old picture over several tons of gold."

"Well how do you imagine I would have carried it off?" Hiccup defended himself.

Ferno looked at his brother from head to toe, then toe to head, and rolled his eyes. "You and your jokes." He murmured. "I leave you for five minutes and you already almost get killed, twice."

"Twice?"

"Well, once for that avalanche, the next for the hell that dad must have put you through after you returned."

Hiccup smiled as he heard the Fire-bearer still acknowledged Stoic as 'dad' other than 'stepfather', which would have been extremely weird and awkward. Then the smile faded and Hiccup spoke a much more difficult topic.

"Dad told me the whole story. Rumours spread through the whole village and before we knew it, dad had to explain to everyone a secret about you, that he had to keep hidden for years."

"Wait, which secret again?" Tuffnut said, with his signature dumb tone. Everyone looked at him with an annoyed or sceptical look.

"That Alvin the Treacherous is Ferno's real dad." Ruffnut punched her twin's shoulder and he fell off the bench.

"Whatever." Ferno felt the awkward moment and got out of the bench. "Good night, everybody." He left the gang.

"You had to do that didn't you?" Astrid smacked the back of Tuffnut's head when he got back up on the bench. "Did you not see what he went through?"

-000-

"Hiccup, there's a Thunderdrum in our backyard." Ferno said in a surprisingly calm tone, stopping abundantly when he came over to the Chief's House.

"Oh yeah, while you were away, dad got a dragon. I got him onto a dragon, aka a Night Fury, and when I grew a backbone, excuse the pun." Hiccup apologised to Shriek, who was roosting under the same roof as the Thunderdrum. "Dad demanded on a dragon that was as good as Toothless. Nightmares catch fire, Deadly Nadder unleashed an ill-timed rain of spines, Zippleback needed two riders and the Gronkle was badly advertised. A Boneknapper would have actually been a winner, but you weren't here, we don't know where to look for fully grown and fully armoured Boneknappers and dad seemed a little reluctant about the species in general."

"So we landed with a Thunderdrum?" Ferno found the story hard to believe.

"A rogue dragon was attacking our fishing boats and after another attack, me and dad went after the dragon to save the Fishing Boats. We caught the said dragon." Hiccup gestured wildly to the Thunderdrum. "And then dad said 'This is the one, Hiccup! I've found my dragon. All you have to do is train him for me'." Hiccup mimicked Stoic. "Anyway after the whole escapade involving being ignored by dad again and wild boars, it turned out the dragon was helping his injured friend."

"I am so glad that I wasn't there with you." Ferno said, remembering what he must have been doing while his friends and brother were struggling with a wild dragon.

-000-

In the night, when he was sure that Hiccup was asleep, Ferno sat up from his bunk bed and just sat there. It was difficult to sleep. The torso was burnt and his back was whipped not 8 hours ago. There was also another thing …

Even though he had been absent from this old bunk bed, this piece of ingenuity that the village carpenter designed, and that the two brothers shared since they were 5 years old, it felt weird to sleep in it. In the couple of days that he was absent from Berk, he had grown used to feel a female body pressed against him.

Adeliza … oh how he missed her. They were married for four days, but those four, alone, were enough. Enough to become head over heels for her. He had often teased his brother about his infatuation for a blonde shield-maiden, largely because he had never understood it nor experienced it. But now, things were different.

His hand searched for the gold ring in his pocket, and found it. He examined the ring in his hand. The symbol of his marriage and bond to one girl. One beautiful girl that he was in love with. He wanted to know that it was on him, but he didn't want anyone to know that he was married.

That was when he noticed a piece of string, lying uselessly on his table. He grabbed it, made sure that it was firm and strong, looped the ring and tied it firmly around his neck. There, he would see it every day, the chances of him losing it would be slim and he would be reminded that he was married.

Two toxic green eyes, startled him. He let out a small yelp, then realised who it was, looked under his bed to see if Hiccup had woke up, he hadn't.

"Not a word about this to anyone." Ferno pointed an accusative finger at his brother's dragon. "Not a sign, not gesture. And in case Hiccup learns Dragonese, not a grunt or a whine."

The Night Fury rolled its eyes and laid back down on his stone bed.

With a content sigh, Ferno laid back down onto the bed, for a restless night.

_I've spent most of my life trying to prove to my dad that I could be his kind of Viking. As it turns out, I would never be. _


	31. Dragon Flower

_Berk is an island in the middle of nowhere. So when we get a taste of something knew, we tend to go a little overboard. Unfortunately new isn't always good. _

_It had been a month since I had returned from Outcast Island and was on Berk. Everything was … wonderful. I fitted back in well, I returned to my duties in the Dragon Academy. But without my wife, I felt only half full. I hadn't got enough sleep in the month and that was taking a toll on my health._

The Fire-bearer walked to the docks, with hands in pockets and a deep in thought expression. He wasn't very much enthusiastic to go anywhere, but then he heard someone yell that Trader Johan was here. Maybe a new sword or book would make him feel better.

"I've got foods of all sorts, spices, exotic animals…" Johan was selling his cargo to the excited villagers. They were jubilant at the arrival of their favourite merchant. "Works of art, jewellery, not to mention knowledge…" Ferno saw Fishlegs race up to the Trader with a botany book, while he was looking through a battle strategy book that he didn't need. "Ah, Ferno, just the man that I wanted to see." The trader clasped the teenager's shoulder.

"You did?" Ferno was completely confused. What would the Archipelago's most famous and wealthy trader want with him?

Johan lead Ferno away from the crowd on his ship. "A nice girl, daughter to a well-known and feared Outcast, asked me to deliver this to you. She said the letter would explain everything." He gave Ferno a letter and small bag. "I believe her name was Adeliza."

His grey eyes snapped open with intrigue and he tore open the parchment, only to be held back by the same merchant. "Ferno, my boy, open it later, she has written a lot."

"Thank you, Johan. Do I owe you anything?" Ferno searched his pockets without waiting for an answer.

"Nonsense. It was just delivering a message, if it was a traded cargo that would have been a different story." Johan stopped him. "Go read that letter. There's something that you should now. And can I say, congratulation in advance. Oh, and it might be useful to know that I left Outcast Island only yesterday."

Ferno nodded, shoved the items into his pockets and left the trading ship. He was still completely baffled, but knowing that Adeliza had sent a letter to him was possibly the news of the month. He could always count on Johan's trading ship to cheer him up.

He ignored the weird looks for why he was leaving so early without a new sword or something. He saddled the Boneknapper and took to the skies to be sure he was alone, making sure the dragon flew _slowly _to the Academy.

He hastily opened the letter.

"_Dear Ferno,_

_Let me tell you, you are the most idiotic Viking in the Archipelago. What were you thinking!? I told you to get up earlier so you wouldn't get caught. And what did you do. Get caught. Useless Viking. I asked Johan to give you this bag. It contains a leaf that should numb your injuries, and allow you sleep. Simply make tea with these leaves. Or I swear that you will experience my full wrath. Anyway…_

_I have great news. I am with child! Your child! Fryer be praised. You will be a father in less than a year. As long as I carry the child I am safe on Outcast Island, and Alvin wouldn't dare put a finger on me, for fear of losing his grandchild. _

_When I give birth, however, that could cause a problem. So unless you want your child to grow up with barbaric savages you will do something about Alvin's death and your claim to the Outcast Chiefdom._

_I hope you had enough brains to hide our marriage from your Tribe. If you haven't well … your dead._

_I miss you. I look at the ring every night and remember you. I'm not sure if I 'love' you, but I'm getting there. In the meantime, please know that I really, really care about you ... otherwise I wouldn't send you rare tea._

_Adeliza the Healer-hand, your wife._

Ferno almost fainted when he read the seconds paragraph. _That _was unexpected. He was going to be a father! His wife was pregnant! All the greatest feelings in the world rushed into him at that revelation. Questions bubbled inside him like, would it be a girl or boy? What colour eyes and hair? When would s/he be born? A father!? A joyful tear slid down his cheek.

He reflected on how he would be different from his father…s. He made a mental note to make a list, later.

"Can you believe this Shriek? I'm going to be a father." Ferno flung his arms around the Boneknapper's neck. "Not a word to anyone."

Then he realised. He couldn't share his joy with anyone. Not his dad. Not his friends. Not his brother. He would have to keep his joy hidden for months. And when she gives birth he would be a father and no one would know. How horrible would that be? He didn't dare think that thought. He decided to plunge into Dragon Training heart and soul.

The Boneknapper landed in the Training Arena, Ferno didn't dismount his dragon, and he just sat back and thought about the letter that was still held prisoner in his hand.

"How does that look?" Tuffnut asked, putting a massive Viking stone statue in the centre of the Academy. Ferno sat up from his position to see what the Twins were planning.

"Beautiful." Ruffnut awed the statue.

"You got that just for the Academy?" Hiccup walked up to Tuffnut.

"Yeah, we got them from Trader Johan. We traded our great-grandfathers skull, but we got to keep his clavicle."

"Wow." Hiccup admired the Viking statue. "You know, it's about time you guys took some pride in this place."

"Duck!" Tuffnut yelled.

"What?" Before he knew what was happening, Hiccup jumped to the floor with Tuffnut, before the blast, sent by Barf and Belch, hit him.

"That. Was. Awesome!" Snotlout cheered, mounting his dragon. "I wanna take a shot." He sounded like such a child. "Fire!"

Snotlout said the magic word. Suddenly, all the dragons started to fire, with or without their rider's permission. It was Toothless' turn, but when he fired, he sneezed simultaneously with the plasma blast, making it miss and nearly hit Snotlout. Shame really.

"Well, that's strange." Hiccup said, getting up.

"Hey, does your dragon ever cover his mouth when he sneezes." Snotlout complained.

"I'm sorry, but that's never happened before." Hiccup apologized and walked over to his dragon.

Toothless cooed and looked at his rider innocently.

-000-

"What's with the mighty offspring of Lightning and Death?" Ferno said, coming into the house to see his brother cradling the black dragon, who looked like was catching a cold. Gobber the Belch was watching a cauldron on the fireplace.

"He's not feeling too well, are you bud?" Hiccup answered.

"This should fix him right up." Gobber removed the cauldron and placed it in front of the Night Fury. "Whatever you do, don't touch it." Just then, Toothless sneezed and all the substance inside the pot onto Gobber's tunic. "Argh, well that's ruined. I'll never get that yak to vomit again." He moaned and walked off.

The door burst open and Astrid rushed in. "Hiccup! Ferno! You gotta see this!"

The two brothers got up and looked out of their house's porch. Snotlout, Fishlegs and the Twins were riding their dragons, which all seemed to forget how to fly at this moment.

"Land your dragons, you idiots, if you want to fly again!" Ferno shout-ordered as Hiccup just stood there, examining every dragon, unable to give any instruction.

The Twins crash landed into someone's house, great so the tradition of rebuilding houses a little too often wasn't going to go even with a Viking-dragon peace. Snotlout's dragon spun on some pole and landed Thor-knows-where. Meatlug had a softer landing, but that didn't stop Fishlegs falling off her.

"It's spreading to all the dragon. How do we stop this?" Hiccup turned to Gobber.

"Gothi. She'll know what to do."

-000-

They summoned Gothi to the Chief's House and she spent half an hour looking into Toothless' mouth and examining his eye, as Hiccup, Ferno, Astrid and Fishlegs were waiting for what the village elder was going to report, while Gobber was standing there ready to translate any scribbles.

"I've heard Gothi can tell when you're going to die, just by looking at your finger nails." Astrid said, randomly. Fishlegs whimpered and hid his hands behind his back.

"That's just an old wives tale. She looks at your tongue." Gobber got up and walked up to Gothi.

Fishlegs immediately slapped his mouth shut.

"You know, we're all going to die eventually?" Ferno teased him.

"Yeah, but I don't want to know exactly when." Fishlegs defended himself.

"Your right, you'd die before that, if you knew it." Ferno mumbled.

"Can we please not talk about death?" Hiccup hissed, on the verge of his nerves.

"Right, sorry." Ferno apologized, rubbing his neck, sheepishly.

Gothi began to scribble something in the sand. "She says, they're reacting to something. Like they're allergic." Gobber translated.

"Allergic? To what?" Hiccup questioned.

The elder continued to scribble. "…To a moose wearing boots. Shouldn't be hard to find." She whacked the blacksmith with her stick. "Ah, they're allergic to something new that's just come to the island. But that still looks like a moose." He got another whack for criticizing the picture.

"Well there are a lot of new things on the island. Trader Johan was just here." Astrid said.

"She says, to get rid of everything. Immediately. Otherwise it's just going to get worse. The dragons are going to get sicker."

_Well, there goes my night of good sleep. _

-000-

"I know this is hard guys, but you're going a good thing. You're helping the dragons." Hiccup said, as he, his brother and Astrid were standing by a pit and supervising if all the Vikings put all their new possessions.

"I thought I saw you buying something from Trader Johan." Astrid turned to the Fire-beaere.

"I buried it separately." Ferno wasn't lying, but Astrid still gave him a disbelieving look. "It was herbs for sleep, I buried them separately so that when this whole thing is resolved, and I can go and get them, instead of waiting in a queue."

"Since when do you need help sleeping?" Astrid continued to pursue her interrogation.

Both brothers groaned. "Astrid, you don't want to know." Hiccup said, then noticed Gobber lurking around. "I don't see you putting anything in, and I thought I saw you buy something from Trader Johan."

"He did, he bought silk." Astrid backed him up.

"Do you spy on everyone?" Ferno walked up to them, rubbing his eyes, not noticing the death glare she sent him.

"Hand it over, Gobber." Hiccup glared at his mentor.

"Can't do that, Hiccup. They're … currently in use. It's my skippies, they're glorious." Gobber squeaked … at his underwear? While Ferno was ready to abandon the cause, knowing just how much Gobber loved his underpants, especially ones made out of silk (!), Hiccup wasn't so adamant. The Dragon Trainer glared harder. "Uh, fine."

Gobber went behind some rocks, after some few seconds, a pair pf purple silk pants flew out of the rocks and landed in The Pit of New Things.

"Could have gone my whole life without seeing that." Hiccup stated sarcastically.

"You know what the most ironic thing that would happen? We went through all of this, got every villager to give away their new items, see Gobber's … undergarments … and the dragons would still not get any better."

-000-

Ferno sat in the barn, watching as his dragon suffered, coughing, sneezing (with a deposit of fire, occasionally), and rolling around attempting to get comfortable.

"Sorry, boy. I can't imagine what your feeling right now." He said, rubbing the Boneknapper's chin, making him moan in pleasure, and finally get comfortable. He searched his pockets and pulled out a bit of dragon nip. "Here, you love this stuff."

He waved the grass in front of the dragon's nose. The dragon drifted into a well-earned slumber, followed by his master, who stretched and leaned against the Boneknapper's massive frame.

-000-

"We got rid of everything from Trader Johan, but our dragons still aren't getting better. They're getting worse!" Fishlegs exclaimed.

"Then we didn't get rid of everything from Trader Johan." Ferno darkened his expression, gritting his teeth.

"Let's make a list." Hiccup said, decisively.

"Yeah … there must have been somebody who bought something from Trader Johan but hasn't thrown it into the pit."

"I have a pretty good guess." Ferno mumbled, looking up to the hill where the Unpleasant resided, cracking his knuckles.

"If I find out who was holding back, I am gonna be so mad! Hookfang was so sick, I was up all night scraping dragon barf off our walls." Snotlout was deaf to Ferno's mumbles.

"Yeah? Well, ours is dead!"

Everyone gasped or looked wide eyed at the still Zippleback. "Just kidding. But, he's really not that fun anymore."

"He just sits there. He won't blow anything up!"

"Is that all you guys care about, whether Barf and Belch blow something up!" Ferno blew up, being held back only by his brother. They shared a look, before Ferno signed. "I'm sorry, I'm just a bit … cranky."

Just then, Stoic landed with his recently named Thunderdrum, Thornado. "Hiccup, Ferno! Put this in the Book of Dragons! Never fly on a stomach full of undercooked mutton. The Shivering Shores will never be the same." Stoic chuckled at his own joke, sadly no one accompanied him in his humour. He seemed to have noticed that, and walked by to his sons. "What is it, boys? What's wrong?"

"It's the dragons, dad. They're, uh…"

"They're sick! And getting worse." Ferno finished for Hiccup.

"Every dragon?" Stoic looked at the suffering dragons.

-000-

"Mildew! You in here!" Ferno didn't bother to knock on the disgusting door, instead decided to knock it down, with one kick.

"Don't you have any respect for your elders?" The grouchy old man answered, sitting by the table, eating … something.

"Only elders that deserve respect." Ferno gritted his teeth. "I know that you … did something to the dragons."

"Really? So you can prove it?" Mildew said, not one bit intimidated by the warrior.

"Not, yet. But don't worry, evidence will be found and when I have it, I will not hesitate to kick you out of Berk." Ferno said threateningly. "Fix this, or I promise, you will feel sorry for ever setting foot on Berk."

"You forget, boy. I too can make you sorry for setting foot on Berk. You know how well I can stir up crowds, and with your illegitimacy status as well as no blood relations to anyone on this island, you too could be banished."

This was where Ferno lost it. He unsheathed his sword grabbed the old man by the collar and pinned him to the wall behind, pointing his sword to his throat.

"I have two relations on Berk. My half-brother and my stepfather. And not only that, I am immortalised on Berk. I am rather popular among the village, you know, not to mention that I participated in the Red Death Battle and I am co-Head of Berk Dragon Academy. That's already enough to keep me here. Now get rid of that dragon problem or I will make short work to get rid of you." He released the old man, the dangerous glitter in his grey eyes and left the house.

"You know, you're more like Alvin than you think, boy." Mildew muttered.

Ferno stopped for a second or two, contemplating what this disgusting excuse for a human said, and carried on walking. Not giving a second thought to his comment.

-000-

"What's going on? Why are we here?" Ferno asked, the crowd of friends outside the Forge.

"We found out that the dragons have an allergic reaction to some flowers. Flowers that have so fortunately arrived on Trader Johan's ship, a special delivery for a certain citizen. I'll give you three guesses who?" Hiccup said, stroking Toothless' head.

"Mildew." Ferno's expression could match Alvin's.

"Yes. Fishlegs has gone off to get his botany book. It said something about that stupid plant."

Ferno turned around and found the same mouldy old man digging up the plants. Fishlegs came running up to them, panting and panicking.

"Calm down, Fishlegs, talk to me." Hiccup walked up to the blurry geek.

"My book says the flower is poisonous to reptiles, and dragons are reptiles!"

"We know that, what else did your book say?" Hiccup said, impatiently.

"Not in here." Fishlegs put one book away and took another out. "But I remember the book of dragons mentioning something about a dragon that eats the Blue Oleander. It's called the Scauldron. In the perfect world, if it eats the flower then its venom could be used as an antidote like with snakes and spiders. But alas, we do not live a perfect world. Look the Scauldron has no venom." He pointed to the dragon in the Dragon Manual.

"No, but it looks cool." Tuffnut said.

"Don't you understand, the book says no venom?!"

"Ok I get it, get it. No venom. Oh, gee, right it on your forehead."

"That book is wrong!" Gobber said, coming out of the Forge. "I've dealt with a Scauldron before. They're 60 feet long with razor sharp teeth. The Scauldron has no fear, no conscience. But what it does have, is venom. And lots of it."

"I'm out of here." Tuffnut got bored.

"I'm with him." His twin followed suit.

"You thinking what I'm thinking?" Ferno eyed his brother.

"Yes." He nodded. "Alright, you guys, stay here and take care of the dragons."

"What are you going to do?" Fishlegs asked, nervous and frightful as ever.

"Dad, Gobber, Ferno. Let's go find ourselves a Scauldron."

"I thought you'd never ask." Gobber commented.

"Amazing how you went from Dragon Trainer to Dragon Hunter in the space of 2 seconds." Ferno added.

-000-

"Hey, buddy. How are you doing?" The Fire-bearer came into the barn house. The Boneknapper let out a weak but persistent groan. "Hang in there, buddy. You're gonna make it through this. I promise." Ferno embraced his dragon's head.

The Fire-bearer left the barn house with something that he didn't usually have, tears.

He met his brother outside the house. They exchanged a knowing nod and proceeded to the side of the house, where the shelter of the Thunderdrum was.

"…I've spent my whole life, trying to kill them. Now look at me." That was all either brothers could make out of the Chief's monologue.

"Dad … we have to go … the boats ready." Hiccup said, trying to be tentative.

"Whenever you give the order, dad." Ferno added.

-000-

"Well, this is an outrage! I dug up all the flowers! I did my part!"

Ferno pulled up his sleeve. "Hold me back before I throw this annoying coward overboard." Stoic immediately pulled Ferno, by his tunic and the attack was postponed.

"We're all out here because of you, Mildew. If we have to put our lives at risk then so do you!" Stoic glared hard at Mildew, while holding Ferno back.

"You have no proof, Stoic! You can't blame me every time something foes amiss with your ... precious dragons."

"Alright, Stoic. What's the plan?"

"Hiccup, Ferno, when Gobber and I secure the Scauldron's head, Sven will wedge its jaw open. We'll need you two to—"

"Drain the poison into this bucket. Let's get started." Ferno took the bucket.

Hiccup took several buckets of the Blue Oleander and spread it across the ocean. "This is what Scauldron's eat. It'll draw them to the boat."

"Bah! This is not working. It was a stupid idea to begin with!" Mildew never grew short of complaints.

Hiccup looked like he was about to lash out. Surprising that he lasted that long, he usually had a lot more patience than his brother. Stoic was having a difficult time controlling both sons, as one looked like he was going to murder a fellow tribesman, while the other was actually capable of murdering the same fellow tribesman. Sometimes the Chief sometimes had no idea why he was stopping either of them.

"Easy son, that's not why we're here."

"But that is." Gobber said, looking overboard. A massive whale and fish like thing swam in the deadly waters of the ocean.

"Scauldron." Stoic said, in slight awe.

"I may need to change my skivvies again." Gobber said.

"Gobber, not the moment!" Ferno barked, holding the bucket tightly.

"We need to lure the Scauldron on deck!" Hiccup spread more flowers, onto the floor of the ship.

"Oh, that's great. Get it on the ship where it can have at us whole!"

"Well, we got you on the ship, how bad can a Scauldron be?" Ferno retorted.

"Gobber!" Stoic yelled and threw a rope to the blacksmith. "Secure its neck with this. I'll lasso his horn." They ran to the helm of the ship.

There was a pensive pause and the Scauldron was nowhere near in sight.

"Where did it go?" Gobber asked.

The silence continued. Then one of the oars, pulled out of the oarsman's hands and swam by itself out into the ocean. Moments later, something swam into the ship, making it fly into the sky and land back into the water, making the crew cry out in fear.

The Scauldron reared its head and glared at Mildew in particular, who tried to make a run for the safest place possible on the ship. The Scauldron stepped onto the boat, making everything that wasn't holding on to something, fall into the Scauldron's direction. Including Hiccup.

"Hiccup!" Stoic shouted out.

"Gotcha." Ferno grabbed his brother's tunic, when he was half way to the Scauldron's dinner plate.

The flowers rolled over, and one basket flew into Mildew's face. Taking the advantage of the flowers, the Scauldron began to eat the bait that was meant for him.

"Gobber, here's our chance!" Stoic yelled, and both he and the blacksmith slid down the vertical deck to the Scauldron, lassoing his horn and getting the ship to a normal horizontal position. "We can't let that dragon get back into the water." They pulled the dragon onto the deck. "Sven, we need that barrel now!" Stoic yelled.

"I got the bucket!" Ferno yelled, still holding that damn wooden bucket.

"Careful, boys, you don't want that venom in you." Stoic reminded.

"Yes, we know, dad, we'll be dead in 24 hours." Hiccup answered.

Sven threw the barrel into the jaws of the Scauldron, only to be whacked away by the tail, and the barrel to be crushed by the jaws. The tail showed itself behind Hiccup and Ferno, ready to whack him overboard as well.

"Hiccup! Ferno!" Stoic dropped his rope and pushed his two sons out of the way of the tail. The Vast grabbed the tail, after being whacked by it, broke a couple of shields, but gripped to it from the top of the mast.

"Dad!" The two brothers yelled simultaneously.

"I've got his tail!" Stoic shouted.

"Boys! Grab your dad's line! I can't hold him off myself." Gobber yelled.

The two brothers grabbed the line, able to pull the Scauldron.

"Then whose going to get the venom?!" Ferno yelled.

"Pull him in! Use the mast to wedge its jaw open!" Stoic yelled from the top of the mast.

"Mildew, grab the bucket!" Ferno yelled, seeing that the man was still sitting by the mast, right next to the bucket and in a perfect distance to get that stupid venom!

"Hold on! It's one thing for me to—"Mildew was complaining even in this situation.

"Grab the bucket, or I'll throw you overboard myself!" Stoic yelled.

Mildew contemplated in fear for a bit. The bucket was rolling right in front of him. He picked it up, but it was already too late for that. The Scauldron was about to shoot its scorching, poisonous venom.

"Everyone take cover!" Stoic yelled.

"Gobber!" Hiccup yelled making a run for the nearest shield. Mildew ran for the other side of the ship. Ferno seeing no other hiding spot, jumped into the ocean, where he was soon joined with the Chief and the former ship's mast. Salty sea water with burn and whip wounds … not the greatest combination.

"Ferno! Dad!" Hiccup yelled.

Ferno didn't know what happened after that, he was too busy trying to get out of the water. He caught sight of the Scauldron swimming away a couple moments later.

"He's gone." Hiccup said, watching the Scauldron swimming away, and helping his brother to get back on deck at the same time.

"And we can bet the last place he'll be coming to is this ship." Gobber said.

"This was all for nothing." Ferno contributed.

"We didn't get the venom." Stoic added.

A shrieking scream sounded behind them.

"Yes, we did." Hiccup said, looking at Mildew how was lying on the floor with his butt in the air.

"Get this poison out of me!" He yelled.

"Oh, we will."

"Do we get to chop him, boil his limbs and squeeze up to get the poison out?" Ferno had the evil grin and was asking hopefully.

"Close."

-000-

The same shrieking screams sounded out of the Forge as Gobber worked on the operation.

The teens all gathered around the Forge, waiting.

"Can you believe we're all just standing here, waiting for something to come out of Mildew's butt?" Tuffnut asked.

"I never thought I'd live to see the day." Ferno answered.

Seconds later, the loudest of all screams pierced the air.

"That's the sound of our dragons, getting better." Astrid said.

"And it's also the sound that will let me get at least a night of decent sleep. Mildew painful, torturous screams. The most beautiful sound in the Archipelago." Ferno agreed.

Gobber came out of the Forge, holding a small bottle. "I've seen a Nadder's spine slice through a man's eyeball like a grape, I watched my own arm, get devoured by a Monstrous Nightmare. But never … never! Had I seen something as disturbing as that old man's bare behind." He gave the flask to Hiccup. "Here take this to your dragons, I'm going to the forest to scream."

"You just gave me mental images that are going to give me nightmares." Ferno said, closing his ears half way through the speech not hear the blacksmith.

"Way to take one for the team, Gobber!" Hiccup held up the flask.

-000-

Gobber screams, indeed did sound through the whole night.

-000-

"Wha-What the?" Ferno fell to the floor, after a rather comfortable slumber. He looked up and saw his dragon, the acidic green eyes boring into his very soul. "Shriek, buddy, you're alright!" He yelled, from the top of his lungs, leaping onto the Boneknapper in a bear hug.

_A deadly flower, a venomous sea dragon, Mildew's butt and my wife's pregnancy. Four things that made a very weird combination in the same day. But life is unexpected and you have to be prepared for the impossible._

-000-

Guys, need ideas for the child's name, appearance and so on.


	32. Heather Report Part I

The gang was checking the dragon's speed limits. It was Hiccup and Toothless' turn. Swooping and dodging every tree that was in the way, they were bound to come first, with no challengers.

"Here they come!" Astrid yelled, when she say the familiar black dragon flying in.

Fishlegs marked off the timing on the sun dial.

"Yep, it's a new course record." Fishlegs announced, as the original dragon rider and Night Fury swooped into the Academy.

"Wow, what else is new?" Ferno said in a monotone voice, lying on the back of his Boneknapper, starring at the clouds.

"So, how did we do?" Hiccup asked, getting off the Night Fury.

"Technically, you're still the fastest, but someone and I won't mention who is gaining significant grounds." Fishlegs reported.

Hiccup looked at his brother first. He was too tired, dazed and intrigued by the clouds (in a weird lovesick state) to be gaining on anyone in speed. The emerald eyes trailed to the other riders in the academy, the Twins first. At the moment they were bickering.

"Don't look at us." Tuffnut said, slamming his helmet against his sister's.

Hiccup then looked at the blonde shield maiden that was patting her blue Deadly Nadder.

"How can that be?" Hiccup asked. "How can Toothless be getting slower?" He scratched the said dragons head.

"He's not. Stormfly is getting faster." Fishlegs explained, pointing to his dragon notes.

"Oh really? Anything you'd like to share Astrid?"

"Let's just say that I'm experimenting with what she eats. Apparently its working, and making me win." Stormfly burped out some flames.

"I was wondering what you were doing at the butchers for a whole hour." Ferno commented.

"And you say that I spy on people." Astrid retorted.

Snotlout had a very distinct whoop, one which everyone knew and took shelter every time they heard it. The same whoop sounded in the blue sky. "You would not believe what I just found."

"A severed head?" The twins took turns to guess.

"Our cousin Lars?"

"Our cousin Lars's severed head?"

"Lars died?" Fishlegs said, sombrely.

"Who said that?" Tuffnut suddenly seemed horrified at the thought of his cousin dying.

"Um, excuse me? Do you guys wanna see this or not?"

-000-

"Hey, are you alright? You've been acting weirdly." Hiccup flew beside his brother.

"I'm fine. Just … tired." He made his hand touch his back, and immediately drew it back, wincing at the still painful wounds that had not yet scarred.

"I'm here for you … if you need to talk." Hiccup somehow knew that his brother was hiding something, but didn't want to push it.

-000-

They landed on the beach and saw a wrecked boat.

"A wrecked boat on Berk? Yeah, there is something new." Tuffnut was disappointed.

"Just remember I saw it first, so it's mine." Snotlout reminded the others, and crouched down to see what he found.

There was a girl lying in the sand. Unconscious. She had raven black hair and by the looks of it was quite pretty.

"Whoa. Now I like the boat." Tuffnut commented.

"Remember, I get to keep her." Snotlout reminded them.

"Snotlout it's a person." Astrid said.

"Right? How lucky is that?"

"You know, Berk has an anti-slavery policy." Ferno frowned. Snotlout ignored him.

Hiccup crawled into the boat and shook the girl's arm to wake her up. "Hey, hey there." At the sight of the strangers, she shuffled back in fear. "It's ok, we're friends."

She coughed. "Do you have any water?"

"Oh here it starts." Ferno mumbled, as Fishlegs, Tuffnut and Snotlout all simultaneously offered her their vase of water, nearly murdering each other to be the first. Eventually, Snotlout came on top.

"Allow me." He acted polite.

"Thank you." She accepted the vase, and gave it back to him, after drinking from it. "Where am I?"

"This is Berk." Hiccup answered. Snotlout, Tuffnut and Fishlegs all had a daydreaming expression, and Ferno frowned at his male friends. Great, they didn't even know the girl name and they already had their heads in the clouds.

Toothless suddenly butted in and knocked the others out of the way, except Hiccup. The girl, naturally cowered back into the shadows, at the sight of the Night Fury.

"Don't be afraid, he won't hurt you." Hiccup reassured and made the Night Fury get out.

The girl crawled out of the boat, just in time to see Hiccup calming down Toothless. "How did you do that?" She asked, bewildered.

"That? That's nothing." Snotlout said, trying to impress her. "Hookfang get your butt over here."

Ferno watched in amusement as the Nightmare flew off into the distance, bluntly disobeying its master. The girl, was called Heather, and apparently, her boat was attacked by pirates and her parents were held prisoners. She was lucky to escape. But something about her made Ferno looked at her strangely.

She caught his suspicious eyes and offered him a warm smile. He continued to look at her in a suspicious way, and turned around to make his way to his dragon, and following the other dragon riders.

"Hey, can I get a ride from someone?" Snotlout yelled from the beach.

"Ferno?" Hiccup said, looking at his brother, already harbouring a passenger.

The Fire-barer sighed. "I'm going, I'm going." He steered the Boneknapper and flew to Snotlout. The Boneknapper gripped the Jorgenson in its claws and flew back to Berk.

-000-

Hiccup and Ferno had to sleep in the main room that night, leaning against the Night Fury.

-000-

The trainees were at the Academy waiting for the lesson to start. Fishlegs cleaning Meatlug's ears, Ruff and Tuff were relaxing from their previous activity of destroying half the village, Snotlout was trying to calm his dragon down, Astrid was venomously looking off into the distance, nothing unusual, Ferno followed Tuffnut's suit and rested his eyes. He had barely had any sleep. Thinking about his wife and soon to be child.

"Are we training or not?" Snotlout annoyed with his Nightmare.

"Hey where's Hiccup?" Fishlegs looked at Astrid and Ferno.

"Last time I saw him, he ran off to the Forge in the morning." Ferno answered, not opening his eyes.

"No, he's too busy giving a private lesson." Astrid said, looking at the spinning Night Fury in the sky.

This got the Fire-barer intrigued. He looked up to the form of his brother in the sky. She was giving the new girl the ride of her life, while his crush was waiting on the ground. Great, another one has his head in the clouds. Was he the only mature person there about this situation? A complete stranger had washed up on their shore and they were letting her know everything about dragons. Apparently, he wasn't. Astrid seemed to have the same opinion, and maybe it touch a little further that Hiccup was showing much more affection to the mystery girl than to her.

"Uh-oh, looks like there is another hen in the rooster house." Ruffnut teased her.

"Uh-oh, yeah, another rooster in the hen house." Tuffnut repeated, as usual after his sister. "Wait what?"

"Nothing. She thinks I'm jealous. Which is _completely _ridiculous." Astrid said, walking up to Stormfly.

Yep, she was jealous of the new girl.

"Top of the morning, class. How's everyone doing today?" Hiccup flew into the academy, dismounting his dragon, and being followed by the mystery girl.

"Oh, nice of you to show up." Astrid called out.

This mystery spelt trouble for his brothers and friend's friendship. Great. She hadn't been there for more than two days and she already practically had Hiccup wrapped around her finger.

"So Heather, sleep well?" Astrid asked. Ferno looked at his friend quizzically.

"Very well. Thank you, Astrid." She answered sweetly. There was a moment of tension, as Astrid fixed her infamous glare on the new girl. "So this is it? You're Dragon Training Academy?" She looked around, in amazement.

The other teens continued to talk to her and she sweet talked them. Ferno made his way to Astrid. "So what do you know that I don't?" He asked.

"Last night, I saw her outside my house."

"Well there could be plenty of explanations for that." Ferno sounded disappointed.

"Uh-huh, in the middle of the night?"

Ferno thought about that for moment. "You have a point."

"…And it all goes right in here." Fishlegs said, holding up the Book of Dragons.

"Wow. Everything?" Her green eyes sparked with interest.

"Now is the moment, go talk to your boyfriend before she gets her hands on that book." Ferno nudged her.

"He's not my boyfriend!" Astrid whisper-hissed at the Fire-barer, annoyed at her new found ally.

"No your right, more like love of life."

"He write down whatever Hiccup and Ferno tell him to." Snotlout budged in front of Fishlegs.

"I give it my own spin, thank you." Fishlegs lowered Snotlout's hand.

"Can I see it?" She asked, looking at the book and reaching out to it.

"Go!" Ferno hissed, and Astrid ran up and grabbed the book out of Fishleg's grip before it was delivered into the clutches of the mystery girl.

"I'll take that, thank you." Astrid quickly said. "Excuse us." She practically pulled Hiccup out of the group and marched him to the corner where they whispered amongst themselves.
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Ferno went out, in the morning, for his usual chores, which included hunting for the village meat. By the time he got back, it was already the afternoon. He unloaded the speared boar, one by one, from the Boneknapper's broad back and to the Keeper of the Warehouses.

"That's a lot of meat." He heard a voice behind him. He turned to see the mystery girl standing there. To find out more about her, he decided to play along.

"Yeah. Dragon can carry several tons, and are excellent hunters, so you can supply the village with at least twice as more meat than we usually do."

"So what dragon is this?" Heather came up to the dragon's snout.

"Boneknapper." He said, unloading the dead boars.

"And how much does he weigh?" She asked, probably feeling quite pleased with herself.

"I don't know, never measured." He inwardly smirked.

"What does he eat?"

"He hunts for himself." Another smirk.

"How fast does he fly?"

"We didn't get time to measure the speed record yet."

"What type of characteristics does he possess?"

"You know, there is a dragon class that Vikings know very little about. Shriek belongs to that class."

"Why do you hate me?"

There she caught him. How was he supposed to explain that? He turned around, to find that she was practically standing over him, their noses where centimetres apart. "I don't hate you, but I do value my personal space." He said, politely and firmly at the same time.

"You do?" She asked seductively.

_For gods' sake, I'm a married man, expecting his first child!_

"Yes, now excuse me." He saddled the Boneknapper and flew off, leaving a frustrated girl on the ground. "Wow that was close, eh buddy? THIS close and she would have kissed me. How ironic, that she goes for the married uninterested guy, rather than the other 3 or 4, unmarried and interested." He looked at the gold ring that was hanging on his neck.
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"Heather!" Astrid said, angrily as she tossed an axe to the nearest tree.

Ferno moved away uncomfortably, wanting to avoid the flying splinters of the poor tree. "You're losing it. It's Ferno. Fer-no." He tried to joke.

"Who does she think she is? Just washing up on our, acting all sweet and pretty, peeking into the Book of Dragons, looking into the Deadly Nadder and Boneknapper section and stealing …" She stopped in midsentence.

"And stealing your precious Hiccup, I get it." Ferno said bored, one hand holding his head, in boredom.

"He's not – I mean … I don't know." Astrid grumbled, tossing her axe again at a poor tree. "We're meant to be focusing on Heather! Do you think I'm over-reacting? Everyone thinks that, I'm jealous."

"Ok, here's what I think." Ferno stood up, then saw the axe in her hands again. "Give me the axe." He grabbed the axe and held it away from her. "You're not over reacting. I have a really bad feeling about her, too. Today she tried to kiss me?! Seriously. I'm not even interested … But here's the catch. You are jealous. She's taking up a lot of Hiccup's time. Time that was meant for you."

"Can I have my axe back now?" She stretched out her hand.

"As long as you don't kill me with it." Ferno handed the axe back.

"I don't make promises I can't keep."

She continued to toss it at the other trees. Mimicking the raven haired girl. "_I think you're dragon likes me. _No one messes with me and my friends."

Ferno sniggered behind her, cowering his mouth. "I think you should add Hiccup to that list as well. _No one messes with me, my friends and my Hiccup."_

"Shut up." Astrid said.

A snap of the twig sounded somewhere. Silently agreeing, the two warriors hid behind a tree and found that the very subject of their conversations was sneakily creeping out of the village and heading towards the same beech that the teens had found her on.

"What is she up to?" Ferno asked the blonde crouching below him.

"Let's find out."

The raven haired girl sat on a boulder over-looking the sea, and just stayed still for the next five minutes.

"This is stupid, and I'm tired." Ferno yawned and made his way to get back to his house.

"Hey, wait."

Astrid grabbed him by the tunic and pulled him back. A rowing boat got to the beach. An Outcast rowing boat. A man with chestnut brown hair and a muscular frame got out, holding a bone as his weapon of choice.

"That's Savage. He's my father...'s second in command." He was about to say father-in-law, but realised that might have to explain certain things.

He and Heather talked about something, and then she turned around and walked away. He didn't seem to threaten her. Or attack her. But he let her go. Which meant that she was spying for the Outcasts.

"She's working for the Outcasts. She's working for your father Alvin." Astrid realised.

"Let's go tell my dad." He almost snorted at his choice of words, he sighed. "Let go tell my stepdad."

They ran back to Berk.
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Ferno blew the door open and found his brother sleeping on a rug, with the Night Fury cuddled up near him. "Hiccup wake up!" He grabbed the Dragon Tamer by his shirt and shook him violently. "Astrid, take notes, this is how you wake him up. So you know for future reference." He said, quietly over his shoulder, before slapping his brother awake.

"Ow, why would you do that? What are you doing?" Hiccup said, waking up.

"Waking you up." Ferno said, dryly.

"We just saw Heather with talking to Savage. She's working with the Outcasts." Astrid glared at him.

"What? She's upstairs sleeping." Hiccup defended.

"Oh yeah, let's find out." Astrid challenged, and marched upstairs, followed by the younger of the Haddock Brothers, and then the groggy older.

The two eager Viking warriors climbed up to the bedroom to find the girl asleep, in Hiccup's bottom half of the bunk bed.

"Hey guys, is everything ok?" She asked innocently.

"Yes Heather. Everything is fine." Hiccup reassured and made his brother and Astrid come outside of the house, so Miss Innocent didn't hear their conversation. "Guys, don't you think you saw something else? I mean it's pretty dark out there."

"We know what we saw." Astrid snapped.

"It's difficult to miss my father's second in command." Ferno added.

"The girl is not who you think she is." Astrid sounded almost desperate for Hiccup to listen to her.

"So who is she?" Hiccup argued.

"I-I don't know. Nobody knows. She just mysteriously washes up on our beach and you don't find that strange?" She glared at him.

"No, because her island was attacked by pirates. Her whole island is under siege."

"The only thing under siege is your brain. You're not thinking clearly."

"Oohh." Ferno did the sound effects, in the background.

"Oh really? Me?" Hiccup pointed to himself.

"Hiccup! The Outcasts could be attacking any minute!" Astrid lost patience with him and yelled.

"Astrid, Ferno, if there is one thing I know, it's this. Heather, is not working for the Outcasts."

"Well then, you know nothing." Ferno had also gotten irritated with his brother's stubbornness, and walked off to the barn, where he was sure his Boneknapper was resting.
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The next morning, Stoic and Ferno were clearing up the table of their breakfast.

"Hey dad, have you seen the book?" Hiccup asked. The two brothers had silently agreed on a boycott. A rare and astonishing sight to see.

"You'll have to be more specific, son." Stoic said.

"The Book of Dragons … I can't find it anywhere." Hiccup explained. Ferno gave him the silent message that said 'I warned you about the mystery girl, but you didn't listen'.

"She gone!" Astrid's voice slammed into the door, as the owner of the voice herself.

"Heather?" Hiccup asked, unsurprisingly.

"No, Stormfly! Little Miss Innocent stole my dragon!" Astrid said, in desperation.

"Wow what a surprise. A surprise that we could have avoided, if you listened to us in the first place!" Ferno yelled at the Dragon Trainer.
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"This is bad. This is bad. This is bad. This is catastrophic. I-If Alvin gets that book-!" Fishlegs was hyperventilating as the gang prepared outside the Academy to go after the retreating girl that carried the key to training dragons.

"He won't." Ferno snapped sternly, immediately taking charge when his brother wasn't in the state.

"Heather … Why would she do this" Hiccup said, still in shock.

"Sorry that your dreams have been dashed, lover-boy." Ferno said, sarcastically.

"I can't believe it…" Hiccup ignored his brother.

"Me neither, how can she walk away from- -this." Snotlout gestured to the left hand side of his chest.

"No wonder she left." Ferno mumbled.

"How could have I not seen it." Hiccup strapped the final piece of leather to the saddle.

"Because your brain was 'under siege'." Tuffnut answered the rhetorical question.

"Where you guys eavesdropping?" Ferno looked at the twins.

"Do you even know what that means?" Hiccup shared the same facial expression as the Fire-barer.

"Yes … No … It's not good right?" Tuffnut proved the size of his brain.

"No, it's not good." Astrid glared at Hiccup, getting onto Toothless' second passenger seat.

"Astrid—" Hiccup attempted to apologies.

"Save it, you can apologies when you get me my dragon back."

"Alright let's go. We can't let her reach Outcast Island!"
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Ferno didn't listen to what the other were yelling, he was just focusing on that book not reaching his father. If it did, the Outcast Chief would wipe out Berk and he wouldn't be able to stop him.

"What's that? Up ahead!" Snotlout yelled, spotting a blue dot in the sky ahead of them.

"It's Heather. And is she ever gonna be sorry she helped me with Toothless' speed?" The Night Fury added a sudden burst of speed to its already high speed flying.

For the longest time, Hiccup tried to get Astrid on the back of the dragon, flying high then swooping low. Eventually the blonde was wrestling the raven haired girl on the back of the Nadder, and was about to win if the deadly rock pointing waters below them weren't Outcast territory.

The soldiers on the island fired several rounds of cannon and fire. Both the mystery girl and the Book of Dragons fell. Snotlout, to no one's surprise, flew after the girl. Hiccup after the book. Hookfang caught the girl. An unfortunate cannon round was fired and destroyed the teen's hope of retreating the book.

"Please tell me, you got it." Fishlegs begged.

"I was too late. Alvin has the book of dragons." Hiccup said, holding his arms that had been brushed lightly one of the flaming cannons.

Ferno looked back to the island that he was still Heir to. An Heir in nothing but blood and name, but formal Heir nonetheless. His father now had the book in his grasp and it wouldn't be too long before he took possession of it.
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Snotlout prepared a catapult … and then fired, aiming for Fishlegs and Meatlug. The large boulder travelled through the air, until at the last minute Fishlegs steered Meatlug around and she swallowed the boulder/.

"Hey, that was a little close, Snotlout!" Fishlegs shouted from the back of the Gronkle.

"Quit whining, Fishlegs!" Snotlout taunted.

Meatlug shot her trademark lava blast, missing Snotlout only by mere centimetres. The angry Jorgenson stood up and dusted himself. "Hey! Cut it out!"

"Quit whining, Snotlout!" Fishlegs retorted.

"Nice job guys. But remember, the Outcasts are not gonna be coming one at a time." Hiccup said, from Toothless' back.

"You don't need to remind me, we're under enough stress." Fishlegs talked in his usual frightened tone of voice, which the teens had by now learnt must have been his natural voice.

"Remember we are going to have one chance to get the Book of Dragons from my father." Ferno decided to finish his brother's work and taunt Fishlegs further.

"Did I not make myself clear, about the stress?" Fishlegs flew off.

They continued training. In Ferno's smoke grey eyes, it was clearly not enough training to defeat his father and army. They needed a good plan, one that didn't require force, otherwise they would fail, miserably.

Hookfang seemed to not like something, as he flamed up, and brought Ferno back from his thoughts.

"Can you calm him down?" Astrid asked, irritated now.

"Fine, whatever." Snotlout sighed and jumped onto the Nightmare and pulled the horns to the ground, instantly relaxing the dragon. "Figured out that one yesterday … he likes it!"

"W-W-Wait, he likes having his horns bent to the ground?" Fishlegs landed his Gronkle and questions his peer's methods of relaxation for his dragon.

"Tuffnut does." Ruffnut said.

"I do?" Tuffnut was as usually confused without his sister being on his side. Ruffnut leaped on her twin and bent the horn of his helmet to the ground. "Oh yeah … that does feel kinda nice. The dirt's soft…"

Ferno went back to his thoughts and watched as Snotlout and Astrid performed a trick they planned with Stormfly's spines and Hookfang's fire blast. Flaming poisonous spines would be awesome to shoot on a battlefield … if you had about a billion of them.

"You know, all this training is nice once we have the book. But Alvin's not just gonna hand it over to us." Fishlegs voiced what Ferno was thinking.

The Fire-bearer slid off the Boneknapper and walked up to Hiccup, Astrid and Fishlegs.

"No, but maybe he'll give it to Heather." Astrid suggested.

"What in Odin's name are you talking about?" Ferno grumbled, his arms crossed over his chest.

"I think Astrid's been eating dragon nip, again?" Fishlegs whispered to the other two boys. Astrid, who obviously heard him, punched him with her elbow to his stomach. "Ow! Why is it always violence with you!?"

"It's not 'violence' it's communication!" Astrid defended.

"Now, that is a language that I speak." Ferno said, patting the sword on his belt, affectionately. "So why don't we start communicating with my father? What's the plan?!"

"So, are you suggesting we let Heather go?" Hiccup asked, trying to understand what the girl was thinking.

"Sort of."

"Yep, dragon nip." Fishlegs said, resulting in yelping in pain from her fist to his stomach.
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They packed a small boat with enough supplies to get to Outcast Island. Ferno couldn't believe that they were actually going through with this plan.

"T-t-t-t-this is gonna work right? Because if it doesn't work, Alvin's gonna know all of our dragon secrets. And if Alvin knows all of our dragon secrets…"

Hiccup grabbed Fishleg's shoulder. "Fishlegs… it'll work." Then he turned and saw a raven haired girl walking down to the beach. "Oh, that must be—"

"Heather!" Ruffnut yelled, as she and her twin dropped everything they were carrying and ran toward the girl.

"Get her! That rhymes!" Tuffnut shouted, completely off topic. They pounced on top of the raven haired girl and pinned her to the sandy floor of the beech. "You. Must. Stay. In. Your. Cell. How many times do we have to tell you?"

Tuffnut's hand left her trapped arm to adjust his helmet, and so the girl used that as an opportunity to punch him and get out of Ruffnut's grasp. "It's me you muttonheads!" The voice of Astrid Hofferson yelled, furious at the Twins.

"Wow."

"Whoa."

"You look seriously creepy." Were the multiple reactions of Snotlout, Fishlegs and Ferno.

"Oh, sorry Astrid. Completely unconvincing." Tuffnut said, still dazed from the punch.

"Oh yeah, I could tell." Astrid got up, frustratingly brushed her clothes and got onto the boat.

"Are you sure about this?" Hiccup asked, full of concern and worry. Nothing unusual, when it came to Astrid.

"No. But it's the only way to get the Book of Dragons."

Ferno walked away from the scene. He felt guilty sending his friend to the clutches of his father. He should have been the one to get the Outcast Island to retrieve the book. But no, she had to be so stubborn and shoo him off. Silently he said a prayer.

_Adeliza, I need you now more than ever. Please help keep my friend safe, and help retrieve the Book of Dragons. Please, my dear beloved wife._
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"I wanna go on record for saying, 'I'm not sure about this plan, guys'." Fishlegs said, for the billionth time that afternoon. The dragon riders were flying to enemy territories, each carrying several baskets of fish.

"If you have another one, I'm open." Hiccup said, nonchalantly.

"I just think landing in a wild dragon nesting ground is really going to freak Meatlug out."

"Are you sure that it's Meatlug that would be freaked out? She looks fine to me. You on the other hand, are a completely different story." Ferno flew beside the Gronkle.

"Well, how do you two feel about flaming arrows and catapults?" Hiccup asked, enjoying the frightening of Fishlegs.

"Uh, yeah we really don't like those either." Fishlegs patted his dragon, comfortingly.

"Oh, you don't say?"

"Tell you what, Fishlegs … When we get there, you just lay back, and let the real dragons do the work." Snotlout, as always, boasted.

"Yeah… You really have no idea what a swarm of angry wild dragons are capable of."

"You know what would be awesome?" Tuffnut asked.

"Flaming Arrow?" Ruffnut answered.

"Catapults?" Ferno joined in with the goofiness of the twins.

"And wild dragons?" The three of them said together.

"That makes four of you." Fishlegs mumbled.
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She honestly didn't know why she was here. She wasn't a warrior, or important person or even a man. Ok, so she was the daughter of the second-in-command of the entire Island, and also the wife of the Heir, and hopefully the future mother of the future Chief. But still, she was just a 14 year old girl in a tribe of blood thirsty savages.

She watched as a raven haired was pushed into the Throne Room, by her father. She stood by her father-in-law, awaiting the torture of his long lectures and plans for total domination. So boring.

"Looks pretty self-explanatory to me." Alvin said, looking into a book, which the girl had only just noticed. This was once in a lifetime view, to see Alvin with a book. "What do you think, Adeliza?" He showed her the book. She gave him a cocked eyebrow look.

"Is that a serious question?" She asked, crossing her arms. "Chief, why am I even here?"

Alvin ignored her. "Take the girl away." He ordered the guards, pointing to the raven-haired girl.

"Alvin, you won't know how to use that book." The girl protested, while being dragged off by the guards. "And I'll prove it."

"If there is one thing that I've learnt is that people will do anything to keep themselves alive. Take her to the prison levels, I'll figure out what to do with her later. Maybe she'll come of use to us." Alvin smirked, as Savage and some other guy dragged the blue eyed girl to the cells.

Wait a second? Blue eyed? She could have sworn the spy, her father-in-law sent to Berk after her boat was attacked and parents kidnapped, had vivid emerald green eyes.

The young healer decided to investigate. Stealthily she sneaked into the prison level cells.

"Where do you think you're going?" A familiar dark voice stopped the healer in her tracks.

"Fenris?" She turned around, facing the black haired boy that she spent her childhood with.

"Your precious husband has made an influence on you." He said, in his infamous dark tone. "What happened to 'there's a difference between obedience and being a puppet'?" His hazel eyes glued to her sapphire ones.

"If you really think I'm dumb enough to go and free your uncle's most important prisoner, then you can supervise me." She said, gesturing for him to follow her. "We'll take the long way." Together they walked through that dark and deep tunnels that would lead to the Prison levels.

"Doesn't this remind me of something?" He said, a smirk dancing on his lips. "Remember? When we were kids we used to explore the island—"

"That was a long time ago. A lot of things have changed … namely my marital status."

"Hmn, I seem to remember that a promise that we both made each other."

"Are you sure you and Ferno aren't twins? You're annoyance is identical." She groaned in annoyance.

"Hilarious." He said. "So…?"

"Fenris, please. Don't try to glue a broken wish. Get a new one." She said bitterly.

"… Just answer a question of mine … Are you happy? Does my cousin make you happy?"

She was about to answer the question, but they arrived at the cell. A girl sat there, knees crossed and drawing something in the sand with a stick. In her cell there were the girl's parents, but they didn't seem to have any concern for the girl in the cell. She noticed their shadows and looked up to them. Her ocean blue eyes glaring hard into them.

"Who are you?" She demanded.

They didn't say anything. The boy looked at his companion, wondering why they were here. The true sapphire eyes dug deep into the ocean ones, searching for something.

"Are you from Berk?" Adeliza finally asked, after some moments of awkward silence.

"My name his Heather." The raven haired girl said.

"So what island are you from?"

"I have a right for silence."

"You're right. But my uncle might know how to break that silence." Fenris quipped in.

"Uncle? Alvin is your uncle?" Her eyes sparked with realisation.

"I suppose the look of realisation means that you know my cousin, the great and brave Ferno the Fire-bearer." The hazel eyes travelled to the healer standing next to him, she gave him a glare.

"First Snotlout, now this guy. How many cousins does Ferno need?" She mumbled to herself, shaking her head.

"Are we done here? Because I have a couple of things I need to do." The raven haired warrior looked at the ceiling, but addressed the healer standing beside him.

"Fine." She groaned and the two walked out of the cell. The blonde looked like she was contemplating something.
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The Dragon riders flew to the Land of the Banished, and as such, one of the riders was particularly fearful of that fact. The Fire-bearer had mixed feelings about his inheritance. This was the place where he was tortured and imprisoned, however the place of his marriage and was the place where he was heir. Great.

He was snapped out of his trance by his half-brother's voice. "See, Fishlegs? You got all worked up for nothing."

Suddenly a swarm of dragons appeared out of nowhere, roosting on the sea stacks, their hot and slimy jaws awaiting a fine meal.

"Um, you were saying?" Fishlegs retorted in his nervous fashion.

"Hiccup, why is it that every time you say something like that? Something like this always happens?!" Ferno barked at the Dragon Trainer.

"Remember guys, stick to the plan. No matter, how crazy it gets!" Hiccup completely ignored his brother's words and proceeded with ordering the other dragon riders.

"Crazy? I love crazy! Bring it!" Snotlout yelled, then realised. "Wait, what was the plan again?"

"You idiot!" Ferno yelled at him.

"Now! Fire!" Hiccup ordered, pulling the lid off the many baskets strapped to his dragon, containing fish. His gesture was quickly repeated by the other riders.

The wild dragons went for the bait. They must have not eaten in days, judging by how quickly they flew after it. Though a certain stubborn and stupid Viking, refused to let go of a fish, that he wanted to make his lunch, and almost became the lunch for that wild dragon.

"Do you ever learn?" Ferno asked, when Snotlout was in the safety of Toothless' saddle.

"Me? Learn? That's funny."
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Once again, the healer slipped into the dark corridors of the cell. She made sure she wasn't followed by the annoying swordsman. She was about to walk into the cell, when she saw two guards posted outside the cell.

"Fenris." She mumbled and rolled her eyes. "Why am I not surprised?" She pulled out a blow dart tube. Quickly, she blew into it and a dart stuck in each guard's neck. Instantly, they fell to the floor, unconscious. "Brain always wins over brawn."

She rushed to the cell's lock, and untagged it open, after she pulled the darts out their necks.

"You again?" The raven-haired girl said.

"Yes." The healer said not turning her attention away from the lock, after a few moment of struggling with a lock, that she spent most of her childhood decoding, finally succeeded with the lock and opening the door. "Follow me. I'll get you off the island." She said with a warm and welcoming smile. The two parents and the girl followed the healer. Though out of the corner of her eye, Adeliza could see the other girl's look of suspicion.

"So why are you helping us?" The raven-haired girl asked.

"Not all Outcasts are heartless … despite what some people think." The suspicious glare didn't leave her. "You see, I don't think that your name is Heather … I think you are from Berk … and was sent here on a mission." The suspicious stare turned to a shocked state.

"What makes you think that?"

"You practically confessed earlier that you were not the Heather that Alvin sent to Berk. And since that is the island we're are talking about, I'd say you are from there."

"I still don't understand, why are you helping us?"

"Look, all you need to know is that, you need to get back to your island. I suppose that your people are disguised somewhere, is that correct?" 'Heather' nodded. "May I ask where?"

"How do I know that you're not leading us into a trap?"

"Uh, I got you out of the cell … You have no idea what sort of things Alvin would have done to you … I'm sure his son returned to his home with more than enough proof of that." Adeliza's blue eyes turned sorrowful. "He didn't even have mercy on his own son."

"You know Ferno?" Astrid looked at the healer.

"We've met." Adeliza was a damn good actress, judging by how well she was able to hide the blush that would have formed on any girl's cheeks if she remembered that kind of intimacy. "Now where are your people? I have to lead you somewhere." The cautious glance didn't leave the other girl. The healer signed and looked to the sky. "Ok, I understand that you don't trust me. I'm an Outcast, born a deceitful criminal. But come on, I'm offering you a chance to escape … plus, you've met before an Outcast that wasn't all evil."

It took several moments, but the raven-haired girl sighed in defeat. "Ok, fine. East Side of the Island. But what about the Book of Dragons?"

"Uh, didn't think of that … Is it that important?"

"Very."

The blonde took a deep breath and looked at the two older Vikings. "Ok, we'll hide you two in my house, if one of my idiotic siblings decide to barge in please fake an illness and say that I am curing you and went to get some herbs."

"Very well." The man agreed, guiding his trembling wife and himself to follow the blonde girl to a stone made house, not too far off from the prison cells.

"Well, let's go then." The two girls sped off towards the village, after the two older Vikings were comp. "Alvin is most likely to keep the Book in his house, we'll have to find a way to sneak into the house, grab the book, unnoticed by the way; I don't want my life of luxury to be deplored. And get out all in the space of an hour."

"Why an hour?"

"Guards patrol the prison levels every hour, if they at least have an ounce of brain they will realise that two guards are unconscious and the prisoners have escaped."

"Ok, so come on."
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"Astrid is an hour late. My father probably found out what was going on … I told you to send me instead!" Ferno paced around.

"Calm down, your worse than Fishlegs." Snotlout said, lying on a rock, inspecting his nails, and ignoring the glare Fishlegs was sending him.

"If Astrid doesn't return in the next hour, I'm going out."

"Why are you so worried? This is Astrid, we're talking about." Hiccup asked, looking up at the pacing figure of his brother.

"This is all my fault. Something happens to your girlfriend as well as one of my closest friends, I'll never forgive myself because it was me who was supposed to go, instead of her. Damn stubborn Viking women!"

"Since when do you … take responsibility?" Fishlegs looked at the co-Head of Academy with puzzlement. The warrior ignored him.
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The two girls hid behind a wall, and watched as some guard were posted outside the Chieftain's House.

"Great, now what do we do?" Astrid asked.

"I'll create a scene, then you'll sneak into the house, grab the book and will get to Heather's parents. Keep going east and you'll reach the coast."

"Wonderful."

"By the way, what's your name?"

"Astrid."

"Adeliza." They shook hands. "Ok, I'm going." The blonde stood up and walked up to the two guards. "Boys, Alvin asked for more men around his sister's house, Fenris is under house arrest, make sure he doesn't escape." The two guards ran off.

"Wow, your good?" Astrid said, coming out of their hiding place.

"What? You think this is the first time?" Adeliza's cocked her eyebrow, then looked at the two guards halfway to a stone house that was among the many in the village. "Great, now I have to think of a blackmail for Fenris so he doesn't blab everything to his uncle." She tugged on the door, professionally, and it opened.

"So, you and Ferno's cousin, what are you?" Astrid asked after they came into the Chief's House.

"Exes." Adeliza said, very quickly as she started to look through the mess of her father-in-law's house. "Right, if you were Alvin where would you keep a book that would allow you to dominate the entire Archipelago?"

Astrid shook her head. "Do I look like a barbaric tyrant to you?"

"Right, start turning this house upside down." The healer looked around her surroundings. "I don't think he'll notice."

The two girls rummaged through the household of the Outcast Chief, scavenging for the Book like vultures for a dead animal. Until finally the Berkian shield-maiden discovered it in the abyss of undiscovered things.

-000-

A blonde head poked out of the house and looked around the currently quiet room. "Ok, it's clear. Let's go."

The two girls, stalked out of the Outcast Chief's House, and made their way to the second highest house in the village. Then suddenly the blonde of the two pulled her companion to the side and made her hide behind a house.

"Father? What are you doing here?" Adeliza asked, in as an innocent voice as she could, as Savage walked up to her.

"That's a question that I would like to ask you. You shouldn't be outside at this time in the afternoon. Get inside." He pulled her inside the house, in as much a fatherly protective way as he could.

Inside she waited for several moments, for her father to leave, then opened the door and pulled her companion inside.

"Savage is your dad?" Astrid asked, as the two of them sat under the door, taking in their breaths.

"Yeah … it's not important, anyway."

-000-

"Ok, I can't go with you, further than this." Adeliza suddenly stopped, after the four of them travelled to the rendezvous place. "Carry on going. I wish you luck."

"What? Why?" Astrid cocked her eye brow.

"I'm sorry. I can't tell you. You have to get out of here now. Oh, and give Ferno my regards." She shooed the girl and two Vikings away, while running away to the direction of the village herself.

-000-

"So how did you get out?" Hiccup asked the shield maiden as all of them flew towards. His Night Fury carried himself and Astrid. His brother's Boneknapper carried his rider and the two parents of their prisoner on Berk, which they decided to set free as soon as they got back.

"Tricked the guards. Stole the book. Simple." Astrid lied, while comfortably wrapping her arms around the Dragon Trainer's waist. Somehow, she didn't want to betray Adeliza. Somehow, the mysterious saviour made her want to keep her identity secret, even from her friends. Somehow, she felt she owned the Outcast girl her life.

Ferno made eye contact with his friend. Silently they agreed to have a conversation later.

-000-

It had been a couple of days since they shipped off Heather and her parents. And boy was it awkward when Hiccup, Astrid, Ferno and Heather stood at the deck and the three Berkians said their goodbyes.

"So, who is Adeliza to you?" Astrid asked, when Hiccup was a good distance away and she was able to speak to Ferno, in acceptable privacy.

"Uh … um … just someone who helped me out of that prison."

"Do you like her?"

Ferno snorted. "No … of course no." But he was the pathetic actor and had now so obviously given the answer.

"Now we're even. If you even dare tell Hiccup or anyone about my feelings for him, I'll not only kill you, but I'll also tell everyone that you fell for an Outcast."

"If I wanted to expose that secret, which isn't much of a secret, I would have already done it."

"Whatever. I'm just glad this whole thing is over." Astrid walked away from the docks.

Ferno waited until she was a far enough distance away. He began to pray in his head. "Adeliza, my darling wife, thank you ever so much. I doubt that you can hear me, but I want to tell you this 'thank you' and 'I love you'."

-000-

"So, you went ahead with it and freed the three prisoners anyway." The clearly angry Fenris passed around inside his cousin's house, in a parent-y fashion.

"Stop acting like my father. What do you want for your silence?" The blonde rolled her eyes.

His eyes told her that he had been planning it for a long time. He walked up to her, placing both hands on the chair's arms, which she had been occupying, blocking her exit. She looked up at him with innocent and mischievous eyes, still waiting for an answer.

"One night … please?" He almost begged.

She shook her head, slowly and calmly. "You know that's not possible. That is only allowed for my husband. What would my name be if we were to be discovered, hmn? I'd be disowned by my father, forsaken by my husband completely and most probably executed by Alvin. The identity of the father of my child would also be questioned." She massaged her not yet showing belly. "You wouldn't want that, would you? In any case, I am currently pregnant, what if I were to lose the child became of … you."

"Fine … then at least a kiss?"

"Don't be stupid, you're not stupid. I have already betrayed my husband in mind, don't make me betray him in body. Ask for a different price."

"Desperate times call for desperate measures." He wriggled his eyebrows suggestively, she just gave him a sharp glare. "Argh fine. I never could make a bargain with you. How about, when your child is born I would want, at least while their father is away, to be their father."

"Are you insane?"

"Or uncle. I don't mind. Besides, I will be their cousin anyway. Choose Adeliza, it's this or Alvin knows you set them free."

"You are impossible … Deal." She said, arms and legs crossed, frowning in the other direction. "What's it to you anyway? You hate Ferno like a scorpion. Why would you want to show any favour to his offspring?"

"Yes, they are Ferno's blood, but they're also yours. Odin be merciful he or she will have some you in them." He said, before leaving the house that was once believed to be destined to belong to him.

-000-

Gods, this was a very long and annoying chapter to write. Hope you enjoyed it. Please review.


	34. Thawfest

_Every year on Berk we come together to test our strength, courage and endurance (yeah, they got the endurance part right), in the Annual Thawfest games. For some of us it's not such a great time of year *cough* anyone except Snotlout *cough*._

Gobber was given the liberty of training the Haddock Brothers, much to their dismay. Stoic had chiefly duties and couldn't spend his time training his sons himself. And yes, Snotlout Jorgenson was being trained by the second-in-command of the entire Island (aka his dad), like his forefathers was aiming for the first place medal … he hit bulls eye every year.

"I really hate the Thawfest Games." Hiccup said from the ground, after being tripped over by Snotlout, in a practise sheep logging race.

"You're not the only one." Ferno outstretched a hand to his fallen brother, who accepted it gratefully.

"You know, one of us could win the contest this year, you know dragons."

"Nah, I won't bother. It's the only thing that the Jorgenson's pride themselves for, if they lose that, then what has Snotlout have left?"

"Good point. But still, I just want to prove, at least one time, that I can beat him."

"Do what you want." Ferno shrugged and made his way to the Chieftain's House.

-000-

"…Dragons. They are now officially part of Thawfest. There will be three additional events. The fly-and-shoot. Which will require you to fly straight and shoot straighter." Suddenly a fire blast flew past Gobber, scorching his prosthetic flag. "Hey!"

"Oh, sorry, we were on the wrong head." Tuffnut appologies, while he and his sister switched Zippleback heads.

"I knew something felt weird." Ruffnut said, switching heads. Seconds later, just to try it out, another fire blast flew over Gobber, this time burning the flag prosthetic completely.

"Ah, much better." Tuffnut grinned.

Gobber glared at the Twins. "Next, is the free-style. Where it's up to you to impress the judges with a trick of your choice."

"Oh great." Ferno groaned, putting his head on a palm, frowning. "Free falls and undigested lunch it is."

"That's it, girl … just like we practiced…" Astrid performed acrobatic tricks on a perfectly parallel-to-the-ground flying Stormfly.

"Ah! The Nadder-wing-walk. Impressive, Astrid." Gobber commented, watching the small performance.

Fishlegs walked up to Gobber. "Um, excuse me. Meatlug and I were wondering if there were going to be any intellectual events. A puzzle perhaps?"

"Fishlegs, when have Vikings ever had intellectual events partake in their lives?" Ferno deadpanned. Fishlegs ignored him.

"I'll take that under advisement, Fishlegs." Gobber patted the walking encyclopaedia's shoulder, obviously not going to even have a second thought about that idea. "And let's not forget the hurdles! Where you'll be asked to—"

Once again, Gobber was interrupted by someone, this time Snotlout's whooping. The arrogant muttonhead landed in the Academy, with every single medal he ever won, pompously hanging on his chest. "You know what I love about the Thawfestival games? Winning!" He boasted, specifically to Hiccup. "You wanna touch one of my medals, just to see how it feels to be a winner?"

"Ah, I think I'll pass."

"My family has never lost a Thawfest game. Ever."

"Here we go…" Astrid said, as she and Ferno came up to the two cousins.

"Dragons or no dragons, I'' do what I do every year. Bring glory to the Jorgenson clan—"

"I think your confusing 'glory' and 'idiocy'." Ferno interrupted.

Snotlout glared at him, and looked between the Haddock Brothers. "And you two will do what you do: embarrass yours." Snotlout said, getting atop his dragon. "Let's go, Hookfang." Snotlout nudged the Nightmare, but his foot got stuck in the stirrup. "AAAAHHHH! I will crush you all!"

-000-

"Aaaah-kay … Aha …" Hiccup worked hard on a new tail fin.

"You're actually bothered about the Thawfestival games. Wow, you need a hobby." Ferno said, from his top bunk bed, inspecting his marriage ring, secretly.

"I just want to beat Snotlout, for once."

"A waste of time, in my opinion."

"Well, I didn't ask for it!" Hiccup snapped. Ferno raised from his bed to look at the focused inventor, pouring over a blueprint.

"What are you two fighting about?" Stoic entered the shared room of his sons.

"Nothing." The brothers said in unison, allowing the first awkward silence between them in years to devour the room. Hiccup continued to work on his design, Ferno went back to lying on the bed, playing with the golden ring on his neck.

"Awkward." The immature dragon rider said.

"Uh, okay. So … what are you walking on?" Stoic walked up to the only working son of his.

"Just some ideas for Thawfest." Hiccup said, not lifting his gaze from the blueprint.

"Right… right… excellent." Stoic said, observing Hiccup, clearly not having a clue about what the firstborn was drawing, but trying to fit in. Ferno, now watching his brother and stepfather, scoffed.

"So… did you need something dad?" Hiccup, clearly feeling uncomfortable, asked.

"Oh, well-uh-with the dragons you could actually, uh…"

"Beat Snotlout? Best the Jorgensons?"

"Life father, like son." Ferno mumbled, making his words barely audible.

"Well, when you put it that way it does have a nice ring." Stoic was too engrossed in his conversation, then suddenly everything went awkward.

"What happened to our family, we're having those weird awkward moments again?" Ferno questioned, seeing that it was now officially his job to break uncomfortable silences.

"Ok, then! I'll let you get back to whatever it is, ehm, you do. Yeah." Stoic left the room before anything else went weird.

Hiccup went back to drawing.

"Well done, dragon boy, you have resumed our old family tradition. Awkward Silences, have returned." A pillow flung in the Fire-bearer's direction, and his him square in the face.

"Trying to work here." Hiccup grumbled.

-000-

"Let the Thawfestival games begin!" The booming voice of Stoic erupted throughout the whole arena. Terrors flew around, saluting the coming of the games … and stealing the viewer's food along the way. Each contester's face as painted on the side of the scoreboard.

Snotlout and his dad were doing some sort of desperate cheer at the Training entrance.

"The contestants are lining up for the sheep lug." Mulch announced through a … massive horn?

"It's a good day for lugging sheep, Mulch." Bucket, who was sitting next to the commentary, said.

"Well, Bucket, everyday's a good day for lugging sheep." Mulch answered. "Get set…"

The go signal went off and as expected Snotlout sped off, with the sheep in place on his shoulders crossing the line. Jubilantly. Not even letting his eye wonder to the place where his counterparts were struggling.

"The first point of the Thawfest games goes to: Snotlout!" Mulch announced, and Bucket put a point next to Snotlout's face.

"Right where you belong! Down at my feet. Here, let me help you." Snotlout outstretched his hand, Hiccup tried to take it, for one second believing that Snotlout could be a gracious winner, but then the Jorgenson quickly removed his hand. "Oops! Too slow! As usual." He walked away laughing.

Ferno walked up to his brother and offered the hand. "I don't need your help." Hiccup snapped and got up by himself, walking away.

The Fire-bearer sighed, rubbed the bridge of his nose and headed towards the next event, waving an arm in a resigning manner.

-000-

"Next up is our traditional Log-Roll event!" Mulch yelled.

"Enjoy your face-plant!" Snotlout gloated, cracking his neck.

The log that all the players were standing on began to roll, and one by one the players fell off, leaving only Hiccup and Snotlout, but quickly Hiccup tripped over his prosthetic and fell face first into the pile of rocks underneath them.

-000-

"The next event is the Axe-Throwing contest! Where accuracy is supreme!" Snotlout threw the first axe, hitting square in the target. "Bullseye!" The Twins and Ferno, like on all the Thawfest games, decided to mess around, and threw the axes randomly, to make things more interesting. "Watch out there!" Astrid and Fishlegs stood next to each other and when they threw their axes, the two clashed. Finally Hiccup threw his axe, it travelled through the air, but landed short of the target by mere centimetres.

"Here's how it's done, Dragonboy." Snotlout said, retrieving the axe and tossing it easily to the targets, then to took some other, spare axes, and filled all the rows of targets with them.

"Show off." Hiccup mumbled.

"Why don't you give us the medal now Stoic? Save your boys the embarrassment?" Spitelout yelled across the arena.

"Why don't you take a seat, Spitelout?" Stoic retorted.

-000-

"There's something off with your boyfriend." Ferno whispered to Astrid as they walked to the now bickering Hiccup and Snotlout. "He's not himself. Please, do something about that."

"For the last time, he's not my boyfriend." Astrid snapped at him. "Well … at least … I don't think he is." She was blushing scarlet.

"Sure, he's not … that's what you do with every other friend you have, go swapping spit." Ferno sniggered, receiving a punch in the shoulder. "Hey! Watch the bad shoulder."

"It's the other one." Astrid said, confidently, and walked quicker to Hiccup, leaving Ferno behind.

"Love birds." Ferno whispered, watching Astrid and Hiccup have a conversation. Subconsciously his hand travelled to his neck, where the golden ring hung. "I'm a hypocrite, aren't I?" He said to the ring, and sighed, tucking it back into his shirt.

Ferno watched as Astrid gave Hiccup a lecture about morale, again.

-000-

"Welcome to day two of the Thawfest games! Let the dragon events begin!" Mulch yelled, on the next day as everyone gathered in the Arena for the brand new traditional games. "First up, the hurdles!"

"Hurdles, shmurdles. I could make it over those things in my sleep." Snotlout pompously said, pointing to the wooden hurdles.

"Please do." Ferno grinned.

"Be my guest." Hiccup welcomed.

"You don't go over them Snotlout, you go under them." Astrid informed.

"Duh. I knew that." Snotlout defended.

"Why the Hel did you tell him? Imagine how hilarious it would have been if he did the completely wrong thing." Ferno looked to the sky like he was daydreaming. Hiccup groaned and rolled his eyes at his brother's love of humiliating someone else.

"First up is Fishlegs!" Mulch yelled.

The beefy boy, on top of his rock sized and weighed dragon, flew off towards the row of hurdles, but didn't even get past the first one, getting stuck underneath the pole. "Um, guys! A little help over here! It's okay, girl. This just isn't our event."

The Twins went next; the double heads got stuck in one of the hurdles. Then went Astrid, her Nadder's head spikes knocked out the last hurdle.

"My turn." Ferno said, in a cheery tone, nudging his Boneknapper, to fly. The dragon was large, but it would have been possible to squeeze through, however the rider chose to order his dragon to purposefully smash every single hurdle that was there, not even lifting his wings.

"What was that?" Astrid asked the younger of the Haddock Brothers.

"I hate the Thawfest Games, they are so predictable, everyone knows how it's going to end, the Jorgensons are gonna win. So every year I try to make them at least a bit more interesting. You know, the betters instead of betting on who wins, bet on how much damage I'm gonna make" Ferno smirked, and gave the thumbs up to a random guy in the crowd, who was collecting money from the people around him, giving the thumbs up back. "And it's a great way to make cash." He patted his wallet, which was resting on his belt.

Astrid rolled her eyes.

Snotlout and Hookfang came next, everything would have been fine, if Snotlout didn't hit his head on every single hurdle.

Hiccup, of course, on his inseparable Night Fury managed to get to the other side of the hurdle course without touching a single piece of wood.

"And Hiccup makes a perfect run!" Mulch cheered through the horn, probably getting bored year by year naming Snotlout the winner.

"Did you hear what he said? Perfect! I-I believe those are my first Thawfest points ever! I just realized something: I like beating Snotlout! I feel taller. Am I taller? Never mind, don't answer that."

Astrid, Ferno and Fishlegs starred at Hiccup with disapproval and strangeness.

"Is he … gloating?" Fishlegs asked.

"I'm not sure. I've never actually seen Hiccup gloat." Astrid said, eyeing the Dragon Trainer.

"He hasn't." Ferno said, glaring at his brother. His good humour turned dark at the change in behaviour of his favourite family member.

The Nightmare flew up to Hiccup, with Snotlout on it. "Don't get too excited? You know what this is?" He held up one finger. "Still the number of wins I need to end this thing. And you know what this is?" He held up two fingers. "The number of chances I have."

"Oh yeah? Well, you know what this is?" He made an 'O' shape with his fingers. "The size of your brain. No wait…" He shrunk the space of the 'O'. "That's much better."

"Like you've ever seen my brain. Come on, Hookfang." Snotlout flew away.

Hiccup noticed the glares of Astrid and Ferno. "What? He started it … when we were five."

-000-

"Next we have the Free-style event! Contestants ad their dragons show off their style and abilities!"

"Check this out!" Ruffnut yelled, standing on her twin's shoulders, who was standing on their dragon's neck.

"We call it the Iron Split!" Tuffnut said, proudly, then Barf and Belch parted slightly and the trick lived up to its name … on Tuffnut.

The judges awarded them 2 points overall.

Next was Fishlegs and Meatlug, who basically spun around in a circle until Fishlegs became sick.

"We call this feat of daring … the Extreme Butterfly!"

4 points.

Astrid, as usual, impressed the crowds and judges by performing acrobatics on a well-levelled flying Stormfly.

"The Balance Dance!... How does she make it look so easy? Fishlegs asked.

"Duh, Astrid. Is that a good enough answer?" Ferno answered the rhetorical question.

"How come you can't do that? I mean, I could." Tuffnut turned to his sister, who just simple slapped until he fell unconscious.

The score for the first impressive trick was 7.

"Right buddy, let's entrain the crowd." Ferno whispered to his dragon. The Boneknapper lifted off, elegantly and flew around, performing barrel rolls and other such tricks, receiving ahs and oohs from the crowd. Then it released a fume of fire, much like a Red Death, and scorched off half the Arena off. The judges gave him a 6. "Yes! There is no way I'm gonna win!" Ferno punched the air in strange happiness.

"Did anyone tell you, that you're insane?" Astrid asked him, after he came back to the waiting arena.

"Really? What was your first clue?" Ferno laughed.

The form of a Night Fury whooshed past the viewers, flew up a tower and forward-roll flew towards the sea, neatly barrel rolling and returning the Arena. Also receiving his share of cheers, whistles and oohs. 9 points, to no one's surprise.

Finally, it was Snotlout's turn …

"I hear Snotlout is gonna try a trick called 'the Rings of Deadly Fire'. No one ever tried it before." Tuffnut explained to Ruffnut, Hiccup and Ferno.

"Yeah, because it's too dangerous." Ruffnut asked.

Tuffnut vigorously shook his head. "No! Because he just made it up!" Tuffnut nearly yelled in Ruffnut's ear.

Ferno burst laughing. "Oh man. This is gonna end so well!" He wiped away a tear from his whip beaten eye.

Hiccup looked a bit unsure and worried about the new trick.

"I'm probably gonna win just for coming up with this." Snotlout boasted and the Nightmare flew off towards the rings. "Fire!" The rings lit up flames. The Rider stood up. The Nightmare panicked and backed away, making his rider fall off his back and crash into the rings, making his backside catch fire. Another Snotlout plan failed.

Spitelout looked enraged.

"I get the rings and the fire parts. But where's the death? I feel cheated!" Tuffnut exclaimed to Ruffnut and Ferno, who all had such high hopes for the rings of Deadly Fire.

"I know, buddy. I want my money back, this is a disgrace!" Ferno said, mocking crying, leaning on Tuffnut's shoulder.

-000-

"The contestants are lined up for the Fly-and-Shoot… Where they must shoot down their foes and spare their friends."

This contest was only Hiccup and Snotlout, since the other riders would have no chance of winning this year.

Aaand again, Hiccup and Toothless shot down all their enemies and spared the friends, ending in a perfect score. Snotlout on the other hand, well, let's just say now we know why no one of his friend's like him.

"Snotlout! Get that dragon under control!" Spitelout's yells would have been heard on the other side of the island.

"This does not look good for the reigning Thawfestival Champion." Mulch announced, as an out-of-control dragon destroyed landscape of the field.

Fishlegs and Astrid winced or face palmed, at Snotlout's foolishness, The Twins and Ferno instead mock cheered for him. "Snotlout! Snotlout! Oi! Oi! Oi!" The three worst troublemakers of Berk yelled in perfect unison.

"And for the first time in Thawfest History! We have a tie!" Mulch announced, after Bucket put another point on Hiccup's scoreboard. "Tomorrow, these two Vikings will go head-to-head in an event to decide the Thawfestival Champion!"

Hiccup and Snotlout stood on the stage waving and it looked like conversing, probably, bitter insults.

-000-

"…Lousy winner … I'll be a great winner!" This was the rant that Ferno heard when coming into the usually calm and peaceful forge. "See this bud? Lighter. Thinner. Ooh, this will help us fly faster and turn quicker."

"Um, are you okay?" Ferno asked cautiously approached the somewhat deranged blacksmith.

"Why wouldn't I be?" Hiccup said, barely acknowledging his brother.

"Are you sure?" It was like they had switched roles, now Hiccup was the confident guy who wasn't afraid of anything, and Ferno was afraid to even ask his own brother about something.

"Yes, now leave me be." Hiccup snapped.

Ferno was about to say something, but then closed his mouth and left the Forge, sighing. Toothless growled at his master as he placed a new saddle on his back.

-000-

"Welcome to the final deciding event of this year's Thawfest gmaes. The Obstacle Course Race! Take it away… Gobber!"

"The race will start here in the stadium! Where after the Log-dodge, and the Cliff-climb, Hiccup and Snotlout will get on their dragons, loop around the flagship anchored off the coast. Slam through the sea-stack maze. Then head back here! The first one to pass that finish line is the winner!" The crowd erupted in cheers. "Look at those goosebumps!"

"Vikings and dragons! Take your positions!" Yelled Mulch. "On your mark … Get set… and… GO!" Mulch slammed his prosthetic hand against Bucket's bucket.

"Out of my way!" Snotlout pushed his cousin out of the way as they both began running.

Vikings rolled numerous logs, which Snotlout easily evaded, and that Hiccup found more challenging to. Snotlout began to climb the long stack of stone, not feeling any pain after a massive boulder hit his face.

"Ooh, rock to the face. I love a good rock to the face." Tuffnut said, surely enough the net thing he knew was a couple of rocks smudging against his face, thanks to his twin. "Yeah, that's what I'm talking about." A half dazed Tuffnut said.

When a boulder went Hiccup's way, he lost his balance and almost went all the way to the bottom of the stack, or he would have if it wasn't for the slight advantage of a prosthetic leg. He climbed all the way to the top, and instantly flew off.

"Look at them go!" Mulch commented.

"He's closing in one Snotlout." Gobber yelled to Stoic, who was standing right next to him.

"I can see that, Gobber." Stoic said, annoyed.

Suddenly, Toothless flew off at even faster speed, if that were possible. "Did you see that Bucket?"

The two cousins were lost to the viewer's eyes in the maze for several seconds, but then they emerged, Hiccup taking a different route to Snotlout.

"Hiccup has to go the long way around." Astrid commented.

"Come on, big bro." Ferno mumbled.

Despite the long distance, Hiccup now found himself on Hookfang's tail.

"He's closing in, Stoic!"

"I can see that, Gobber!"

Then, for some inexplicable reason, the Night Fury fell from its highway to victory to the deeps of the pastures of failure.

"Something's wrong." Fishlegs pointed out.

Ferno noticed a small smile on Astrid's face. "I don't suppose you had something to do with that."

"You could say that."

"Snotlout comes down the final stretch!" Mulch yelled. The finish line blew up in flames. And the contest was over. "And Snotlout is the Winner of the Thawfest games!"

"Now that's a Jorgenson!" Spitelout yelled from the top of his lungs.

"We did it? We did it! Of course we did it." Snotlout yelled to the crowd.

"It's been a spectacular Thawfest games. Perhaps the best over. These two young men have put on quite a show. But alas, there can be only one champion." There was a drum roll. "The Thawfest dynasty continues… The winner, and still champion, Snotlout!" Stoic announced and put on the newest medal on Snotlout's proud chest, to add to his collection. "You did your family proud." He said, while looking at his own son.

"Just how long is he going to run around like an idiot yelling 'Oi! Oi! Oi!'?" Ferno asked his three remaining companions, as Astrid went down to the arena.

"Give him a week, he's bound to lose his voice someday." Fishlegs said.

The group then noticed, Astrid punch Hiccup, then say something to him, then pull the unsuspected Hiccup into a stomach-twisting/fluttering kiss.

-000-

"Hey, are you there?" Hiccup came into the bedroom.

"Yeah … just sharpening my dagger." Ferno quickly hid the letter he was scribbling for his wife, under the covers. "What's up?"

"I just wanted to … apologise … for how I treated you for the last two days." Hiccup fiddled with his hands. "I guess I just got caught up in winning so much … I don't know … I thought you'd want to win the Thawfest Games … so I started to treat you like a competitor for the position."

"Bro, its fine." Ferno stopped him from continuing to talk and climbed from his bed. "I forgive you, I know it's difficult to resist the temptation of showing off, I've been there." Ferno put an arm around Hiccup, who rolled his eyes.

"So, we're good." He outstretched a hand.

"Of course, we're brothers." Ferno shook the hand, then pulled the scrawny Viking into a hug.

-000-

Gods, was this an annoying chapter to write.

This is my least favourite episode (apart from the kiss), so you can understand why I sound so bored in my writing for this.

Anyways, I still need those ideas for Ferno's child. I still haven't decided the gender so send for both girl and boy, and I'll pick.


	35. When Lightning Strikes

_Living with dragons has it_s ups_… and its downs, much like real life. You need to stay calm. Keep a clear head. Not always easy with Vikings. In our own way, we're very reasonable, unfortunately, the weight of dragons isn't. And so, Hiccup had to spend four hours coming up and designing a solution to that problem. And once he had it, he ordered every Viking on Berk to build the perches, which was his solution, and install them. And it took only 3 days._

"It's okay, girl. Just take it easy." Astrid soothed the Deadly Nadder, who she was flying to one of the perches, to test if they would hold up. The blue Nadder gracefully landed and judging by how the perch didn't fall, it was successful.

"Yes it works!"

"Way to go!"

"So we built these things so stuff wouldn't break?" Tuffnut asked, after no destruction

"I don't understand you people." Ruffnut agreed with her twin.

"Guys, I feel your pain, but we are running out of wood in the forest to continue fixing our houses." Ferno walked up to the twins, flinging his arms around their necks.

"And they tricked us into helping them build them. I feel so used … and sweaty." Tuffnut and Ruffnut left the arena, with disappointed looks and depressed faces.

-000-

_But when a problem is caused by something Vikings don't understand, they lose all sense of reason… and that can become very dangerous._

"Perches for dragons! Some of your best work." Stoic toasted a mug to his only son, in the company of his stepson and best friend. He looked into his mug. "Although we may need to move the one over the well." He showed Gobber and Ferno the mug full of rusty, disgusting, orangey water.

"And the perches are just the beginning, we can build landing areas for them, maybe stables in the caves underneath the village and-" While he was rattling on, his brother found a way to get the mug out of his hand and toss is away somewhere.

"Easy son, remember Berk is still for people." Stoic interrupted Hiccup's daydream that was only going to happen if he began Chief, which wasn't any time soon.

"Vikings before dragons." Gobber stated, instantly getting a growl from a certain Night Fury. "Yeah I said it, deal with it."

There was a boom outside.

"What was that?" Ferno asked, jumping off his chair.

The four opened the door and found zaps of lightning hit simultaneously different parts of the town.

"The lightning is hitting everywhere…" Hiccup analysed.

"It usually doesn't strike here in the village." Stoic informed.

"Thor must be angry. The only other time I can remember lightning ever striking Berk…" Gobber reached back into the long and distant part of his memories.

"Barnstat." Stoic and Gobber said in unison, with equal amount of dread in their voices.

"Barn-who?" Hiccup asked.

"Stupid name." Ferno voiced his opinion.

"Jorgen Barnstat, drifter, sailed into town. He was stealing from widows and old men." Stoic explained.

"To punish him, Thor gave him a lightning bolt right to his helmet when he was fixing the mast on his ship to get away." Gobber explained further.

"By the time Thor was finished with him, our whole fleet was on fire!"

"We shipped him off the island and Thor hasn't hit the village since."

"Fascinating." Ferno said, bored.

"Threw him off the island…? Pretty harsh." Hiccup commented.

A zap of lighting came a little too close for comfort. The group dispersed.

"Gobber, organise a Bucket Brigade. I'm going up to the Great Hall." Stoic stated and jogged up the steps to the massive Town House.

The Night Fury, offspring of _lighting _and death panicked at the storm and disappeared, Hiccup close behind him. Ferno ran to the town centre to help put out the fires, stopping by the shed to grab the Boneknapper.

-000-

The gang gathered on the outskirts of the town square.

"Yeah! Now that's what I'm talking about!" Tuffnut said, pointing to a burning house.

"I've always liked Thor." Ruffnut commented.

"Oh, I love these storms! When it rains I cancel bath night and just stand outside with nothing but a sponge and a bar of soup."

"Huh, and you wonder why you can't get a girlfriend." Ferno smirked, from the Boneknapper.

Snotlout glared at him. "Says who? Oh right … the guy without any female love."

_Not true, there's a girl 100 miles away carrying my child. Yeah … and I bet she'll kill me if I ever get a girlfriend._

"Guys! Fire!" Hiccup barked gesturing to the burning houses. "Ferno take over. I gotta find Toothless." He jumped behind Astrid on Stormfly and flew off.

"Urgh, hate it when he gives me the job. Alright guys, on your dragons! Get a bucket of water! And put out those fire!" Ferno yelled.

"Why? This is awesome." Tuffnut argued.

Ferno rolled his eyes. "As much as I want to agree with you … NOW! On that Zippleback!" He demanded.

"Urgh, fine. You and Hiccup are starting to sound like twins. And that's our job." Ruffnut said, stretching and getting on her Zippleback head.

The remaining teens' dragons each grabbed massive buckets of water and poured them on the burning houses. "Twins, put out the Larsons! Snotlout, take out the Odinsons! Fishlegs, the butcher's workshop!" Ferno ordered the teens, himself flying to the now burning food store. "I hate cooking anyway." He said, sarcastically, after the fire was put out.

-000-

"Mildew wants to banish Toothless." Hiccup yelled coming into the room, slamming the door behind him, while his brother was resting his eyes, having sweet dreams about his family future. Hearing the deep low voice of his brother, he groaned.

"Tell me something I don't know." Ferno stated.

"Apparently, the lighting followed him, and so that must means Thor is angry with Toothless!" Hiccup paced around the room, eyes full of rage, whilst the said Night Fury settled on his rock bed.

"Argh, this isn't gonna stop is it?" Ferno spoke to the ceiling. Then spun on his bed and faced the Dragon Trainer. "Look, who cares what Mildew says? No one is gonna let the saviour of Berk get flown out to sea. Now can I sleep?" Ferno pulled the cover over and flopped to one side, clutching the ring in one hand.

-000-

"Another storm is coming." Hiccup said, looking off into the distance, where bulbous grey clouds were forming.

"Thor tore a hole in the Great Hall. Maybe he's hungry? I know I am." Tuffnut said, lazily looking at his sister.

"We need to make Thor happy. But what do you get the God of thunder and lightning?" Hiccup walked up to the one of the two only people that was going to take this seriously, Fishlegs.

"In the past, I've heard Thor's enjoyed a sacrifice or two." Fishlegs informed.

"Let's sacrifice Tuffnut." Ruffnut offered.

"Okay, what time should I be there? There better be fire involved." Tuffnut was so bored he agreed to being sacrificed.

"There see, if Thor is angry, let's sacrifice him, he's probably the reason Thor is angry in the first place." Ferno slapped a hand on his brother's shoulder, already annoyed with the constant yapping.

"Nobody is gonna be sacrificed!" Hiccup quickly stated.

"Not yet anyway." Snotlout smirked.

"Yeah, while we're sacrificing Tuffnut, would it be too much a problem to sacrifice Snotlout as well?" Ferno asked what would be the remaining group.

"I had an aunt who was cursed by Odin once. She had to pay tribute to him by sailing to the end of the world." Astrid told.

"Did it work?" Fishlegs asked.

"I don't know. I guess she couldn't find it because she kept showing up in the opposite direction."

"The Gods have never been mad at anyone from our family." Fishlegs suddenly panicked. "Knock on wood." He tapped a wooden steps. "Hop on one foot." He hopped to Snotlout. "Slap a Jorgenson." He poked Snotlout and giggled like a girl. Snotlout in return pushed him over, and stood on Hookfang's head.

"If I were Thor, I would want a giant statue. Of myself, Snotlout, as Thor!"

"You do know we're trying to make him happy?" Astrid put a hand on her hip and frowned.

"Exactly!" He started making out with his biceps.

"I think I just threw up in my mouth." Astrid made the gagging gesture.

"You're not alone." Ferno said deadpanned, from his spot on Shriek's saddle.

"Actually, that's not a bad idea." Hiccup said, the clogs of his brain already working.

"It's not an idea, it's a reflex." Astrid looked at him strangely.

"What-? No! I-I mean the statue."

Astrid almost gagged again. "There I go again."

"No! Not Snotlout! - Thor!"

"Hmn, Berk has never given Thor a statue." Fishlegs wondered.

"Well then it's high time we did!"

"All this for the love of a dragon, touching." Ferno groaned, imagining how much work it would be to make a statue.

-000-

The group started on making the statue. The Twins did the elbows, Snotlout tried to make the knees, Astrid; the cape, Fishlegs moulded the trousers, and Ferno worked on the face and helmet.

"Attention! Attention everyone! Okay, so, I know we're not exactly Thor's favourite people right now. But I am confident that this beautiful statue will go a long way toward s getting us back in his good graces! So without further ado!" Hiccup pulled the cloak off the statue, receiving the 'aahs' and 'oohs' from the villages.

"Well done! Thor will appreciate this tribute, and will smile upon us once again!" Stoic addressed the villagers.

The villagers began to disperse after a while, and disaster showed up.

"You really think this is enough to appease the mighty Thor, while you allow a Night Fury in your midst?! You're foots! All of ya!"

-000-

"Unbelievable. Even more lightning than from the last storm." Hiccup said, as he, Stoic, Gobber and Ferno watched the storm outside the house. Lightning zapped and stormed the island.

"I don't understand, we gave Thor a giant statue." Gobber commented.

"Maybe he's more into sacrifices." Ferno put forward, looking at the village being devoured by flames.

"It was a gallant effort, boys, but it looks as though this is not what Thor wanted." Stoic ignored his stepson's comment, walking into the house.

As a lighting zapped somewhere near, and Gobber instantly backed away from the Night Fury he was standing next to.

"Gobber, what are you doing?" Hiccup cocked his eye brow.

"I love Toothless, I'm just airing on the side of caution." Gobber answered.

Toothless purred against Hiccup's side, who began to scratch his head, accompanied by the Boneknapper rider. "Hey, don't worry, bud, I'm not gonna let anything happen to you. No matter what some people think!" Hiccup glared hard at his mentor, who sheepishly looked around.

-000-

A mob was beginning ro form I the village, headed by the ugliest head, Mildew. The villagers were getting extremely impatient with the daily destructions of their homes.

"You don't think Thor is angry because of Toothless, do you?" Hiccup asked his father.

"What does he have to be angry about? He's practically a saint." Ferno patted the scaly head of the Night Fury.

"Of course I don't…" The angry mod was outside the Chieftain's House.

"Open up, Stoic! We've come for the Night Fury!" Mildew yelled outside.

"…But I'm afraid they do… Get Toothless to a safe place, I'll try to reason with them." Stoic tried to shoo away his two sons, but the older grabbed him by the arm in protet.

"But…"

"Just go!"

"Safe travels, old friend." Gobber patted Toothless' head.

"Not so dangerous now, is he?" Ferno smirked, running up the stairs, following the black dragon and brunet boy.

-000-

"We can hide Toothless in the Cove for now." Astrid said, looking over her shoulder and seeing the mob talking to Stoic. The Haddock Brothers with their dragons had stopped behind the Hofferson's households.

"They'll just find him … no, we have to leave." Hiccup said, showing the same kind of determination and stubbornness as when they found the Dragon Nest.

"We?"

"He can't make it on his own … and I wouldn't want him to." Hiccup explained, rubbing the Night Fury's side.

"And there's no way I letting you fly out in the middle of a storm, on a dangerous mission of escape, with little chance of survival, without me." Ferno said, getting in his saddle.

"Knew you were going to say that." Hiccup sighed, then looked back at Astrid. The two just stood there for a few seconds, not exactly sure what words to say to each other.

Finally, Astrid made up her mind, "You better go." Hiccup nodded, mounted Toothless and flew out.

"Really? Is that the best that you two can do?" Ferno sounded disappointed.

"Ferno! You coming or not?" Hiccup hissed. The two brothers flew off to the unknown.

-000-

The four flew through the grey skies, in rare silence.

Ducking the mighty thunders of lightning. But one incredibly lucky zap, managed to hit Toothless, square in the prosthetic, making the Night Fury and his rider fall, hundreds of meters below.

"Hiccup!" Ferno yelled, steering his dragon, at high speed to follow the Night Fury. The Boneknapper just managed to catch the Night Fury in its claws, saving his brother and brother's dragon from a painful crash landing, but not himself. The massive Boneknapper made a crater from its fall, throwing its rider off his back.

"Ferno, you ok?" Hiccup called out.

"I'm fine. Nothing too serious." Ferno called out from the tree that he landed in.

"Wait a second, this is where the lightning hit." Hiccup inspected the tail, not hearing how his half-brother fell out of the tree clumsily behind him. The Dragon Trainer looked at the village that was currently being raided by lightning. "Metal! … I wonder?"

Bolas spun out of nowhere and tied the almighty Night Fury, trapping him.

"Toothless!" Hiccup yelled, as two blurry Vikings pinned him to the ground.

Ferno, finally getting up, unsheathed his sword and hit the two buff adult Viking on the head with the hilt. He was pushed against a nearby tree by a third Viking and his sword was withheld from him. The Boneknapper was drugged with the spoilt smell of Dragon Nip.

"Oh great." Ferno rolled his eyes.

"Leave him alone!" Hiccup yelled to the captors of his dragon.

"Don't try and stop is, you'll only make it worse for your precious dragon."

Toothless was put on a truck, tried up ad driven off to the village. "Toothless!" Hiccup yelled from being pulled to the ground.

"Say your goodbyes."

"Toothless!"

When the Night Fury was away, the two brothers were released.

"Come on, we have to catch up to them." Ferno said, probing his fainted dragon. "Ah, whatever, you're a useless cause. Looks like we have to get there on foot. Let's go." He steered his brother to run to the direction of the village.

-000-

"We need to get to the Forge." Hiccup stated as they came into the village.

"Right, to get weapons." Ferno agreed.

"No, actually anything metal."

"Why?"

"I'll explain everything later."

"Maybe you can explain everything now?" Ferno said as they came round a corner.

-000-

"Hiccup! Ferno! They've got Toothless! They're about to float him off to sea." Astrid and the rest of the gang got to the Forge, with panic written on their faces.

"I know. Why do you think I have – this?" Hiccup showed them a wooden and metal spear.

There was an awkward silence as none knew what the Dragon Trainer had in mind. "Oh, tough one. How many guess do we get? Five?" Tuffnut quipped in.

"Oh, Gods … Astrid- fly me to the docks." He grabbed her by the arm and pulled her to the Deadly Nadder.

"Oh great." Ferno muttered, as two claws clutched his shoulders and the four of them soured to the skies.

-000-

They arrived to the following sight. Toothless was centimetres from the water and, Stoic, Gobber, Mulch and Bucket were the only thing in the way of the angry mob and Toothless.

Stormfly dropped the Fire-bearer and flew towards the angry mob, knocking some Vikings over.

"Stop!" Hiccup hopped off the Nadder and stood between the mob the mob and Stoic's small group. "You could get rid of Toothless, you could throw him off the edge of the world, but it's not going to stop this lightning from destroying Berk." There were some grunts of disagreement. "It's the metal. The lightning is hitting the metal! Just think about it. We never had a lightning storm like this since we put up those perches, that statue, right? And they're all made of metal!"

"Oh, ba! You ever heard of anything so insane?!" Mildew stirred up the fury of the mob.

"Yes, his name is Mildew the Unpleasant." Ferno whispered to the Toothless-defending group he had now joined.

Hiccup ran up to Toothless' tail. "Y-you see? This is where the lightning struck Toothless. On this connecting rod … this _metal_ connecting rod." There were still some sceptical people in the mob. Stupid Viking stubbornness. "Look if you don't believe me I can prove it!" He hopped onto the blue Nadder again. "Fly me up." Astrid steered the Nadder to a ship's mast.

"Are you sure you know what you're doing?" Astrid asked, concerned about his plan, whatever it was.

"Sure? Uh, that's a strong word. It's really more of a hunch." After seeing her shocked and worried face, he decided that it was the wrong thing to say to the girl that spent three months by your bedside worrying while you were in a coma. "I'll be fine. Go!"

"Oh boy, here he goes again…" Gobber muttered.

"I'm going to mush his head if he doesn't get off that mast in the next 15 seconds." Ferno cracked his knuckles.

"He doesn't make it easy. Hiccup!" Stoic yelled.

"You'll all see for yourselves! When I attach this metal rod to the top of this mast, the lightning will be drawn to—" He never finished that sentence, and everyone's throats dried to know why. A lighting flashed across the sky and zapped the scrawny teen that stood on the mast.

"Hiccup!" Both Stoic and Ferno yelled at the same time.

Toothless had managed to get free of his bonds and dived into the water, after his rider. After some moments of tense silence, the Night Fury pulled out of the Dragon Trainer.

"Hiccup…" Stoic, Ferno and Gobber ran up to him.

-000-

There was a rattle from upstairs, making Stoic, Ferno and Gobber look towards the second level of the Haddock House.

"You think he's up?" Ferno questioned.

"Only one way to find out." Stoic stood up and walked up the stairs, leading Ferno and Gobber.

"My boy! You're alright!" Stoic pulled Hiccup into one of the most suffocating hugs he ever gave. "You took a lightning bolt to the head." He ruffled to thin auburn hair.

"You know what you are? You're either a genius or an idiot who got lucky." Ferno said, glaring at his older brother.

"Yeah, I don't know the answer to that question either." Hiccup admitted. "So everyone knows that Thor wasn't mad at Toothless?"

"They do now." Stoic assured him.

"Until we figure out why Thor was angry at the metal, we're all walking on eggshells." Gobber spoke.

They came out of the house to find some Vikings putting down the metal statue.

"Oh, we worked so hard on that statue. Kind of a shame we have to just scrap it for parts." Hiccup slumped in disappointment.

"Well, maybe we don't have to. Why don't you take it to one of the high points on the island and leave it there?"

"Good idea Chief! I would have thought of it myself … but I'm not the chief." Tuffnut said, him, Snotlout and Ferno standing in a line, all having the same idea.

"Oh we'll handle that for you." Snotlout gave the thumbs up.

"You guys, thinking what I'm thinking." Ferno threw his buff arms around is friend's shoulders.

-000-

"I'm not sure that's what my dad had in mind, guys." Hiccup looked unsurely at the statue of Thor … that was directly outside Mildew's house.

"Hey, that's the way I understood it." Snotlout defended.

"And it serves him right." Ferno added.

_No matter how much things change around here, Viking are still Viking. They're not afraid to admit when they're wrong. It's just the time when they find out that they are wrong that can be with consequences._

-000-

Ferno was designed as a character to voice your (yeah, you!) thoughts about the movie and the episodes. So if there is something specific you always wanted to yell at the characters, post it in a review.

Please people, make my day!


	36. What Flies Beneath

_Everybody has a past. Even dragons aka Toothless. And sometimes, the past can come back to haunt them. And when it does, you're gonna need to be there for them, or Hiccup should._

Toothless shuffled uncomfortably on the spot.

"Hiccup tell Toothless to go back to sleep." Ferno mumbled, half asleep, hugging the pillow tightly.

"Toothless go back to sleep." Hiccup too, barely conscious, murmured, pulling the covers over himself.

The Night Fury shuffled on the spot for a moment then went back to his rock bed.

-000-

The next morning, there was a crowd of containing of the Dragon Rider, Stoic and Gobber surrounding a random hole that was not there before. Toothless, especially didn't like the strange dugout.

"Whoa, hey! It's just a hole, bud." Hiccup said, patting his dragon.

"It's not just a hole!" The voice of the half-brain dead Bucket came out of the hole. "It's like an underground village!"

"Bucket!" Mulch looked into the hole to find his companion. "I've been lookin' for you all night!"

"Sorry Mulch … But I think I finally found it… My happy place!" There was a rumbling in the depths of the whole and Bucket was thrown out at the speed of light.

"Are you alright Bucket?" Stoic asked.

"I'm not so happy anymore." Bucket adjusted his helmet/bucket.

"What happened?"

"Something pushed me out! Something's down there. Something, big!"

Toothless growled into the hole.

"What's he on about?" Ferno pointed to the cautious looking Night Fury.

"What is that sound?" Astrid looked around. The high-pitched rumbling that was earlier in the hole had escaped onto the streets of Berk.

"Eh, whatever it is, it's giving me the willies." Gobber quipped in, unnecessarily.

Something from underneath the earth, blasted through the floor like a drill and a snake-like … thing flew out. Spikes covering its whole body and a jaw full of rotating teeth that looked like could slice through anything.

"Whooooaaaaa, look at the size of that thing!" Snotlout commented.

"Do I have to?" Fishlegs cowered in fear, as usual.

"Come on, we've seen bigger." Ferno hit Fishlegs on the shoulder.

"Dragons! Everyone!" Astrid yelled, as no one else could take command, still too stunned.

The riders sped off to their dragons and quickly saddled them, with the exception of Hiccup, whose dragon had vanished into the hole earlier.

The intruder sharped an awkward almost-eyeless gaze onto the riders.

"Uh, I don't like the way it's eyeballing me." Snotlout voiced his fear.

"Uh, don't worry, it's not just you." Fishlegs assured him.

"Thanks, big relief!" Snotlout rolled his eyes.

The almost giant Whispering Death dived back into solid earth, ripping from earth like it was candy.

"What, was, that?" Astrid starred at the place where it dove back in.

"Whatever it was… I want one!" Tuffnut said in a day-dreaming sort of way.

"This is why you only get half a dragon." Ferno reminded.

"If I had to take a guess, I'd say that was … a Whispering Death."

"Whoa, great name." He shut the places where the ears would be on a normal person on Belch's head. "So much better than Zippleback." He whispered.

"Where'd it go? Why's it here? What's it gonna do to us?! Why aren't you slapping me to snap me out of this?!" Bucket stood on top of a wooden barrel.

"Because I'm scarred too, Bucket." Mulch stood on the barrel next to Bucket's.

The thing burst through a new, fresh hole.

"Oh you don't wanna walk in on that in the middle of the night." Ferno commented, looking at the two holes in the centre of the footpath.

"Okkaaay! Uh, Fishlegs, what do we know about the Whispering Death?" Hiccup shouted.

"Boulder class: Razor sharp teeth, incredibly strong, hunts from underground." Fishlegs blurted everything he knew.

"Now I really want one!" Tuffnut yelled.

"Yeah to swallow you whole." Ferno yelled, panic rising now.

"So, how do we deal with this thing?" Snotlout voiced everyone's thoughts.

"Stand back everyone!" Stoic's booming voice would have been heard for miles, he rode in on Thornado who bellowed at the intruding dragon. "Thornado's got something to say to this beast!"

"Alright, let's run this thing out of here!" Astrid yelled.

But as the riders were about to do that, a certain Night Fury pounced out of the whole and growled at the Whispering Death, but throwing growls to the rider's direction as well.

"What is Toothless doing?!" Snotlout yelled.

"I think he wants us to back off." Astrid tried to decipher Dragonese.

"No problem here." Fishlegs backed off instantly.

"You really know how to show up, don't you? This would have been such an awesome fight." Ferno moaned as Sheik backed away with the other riders.

"Toothless!" Hiccup yelled from the top of his lungs, worried for the life of his best friend.

The Whispering Death and Night Fury fought ferociously, but Toothless was unable get airborne.

"Toothless can't fly without me. He's a sitting duck." Hiccup remembered.

"Gobber, man the catapults, and when that thing is clear of Toothless, fire!" Stoic jumped off the Thunderdrum.

"Dad wait! Just let me help you, bud." Hiccup ran up to Toothless, and tried to get onto the Night Fury, only to be thrown off. "What? Toothless, what… what's wrong!?"

"What was that all about?" Astrid ran up to him.

"I have no idea." Hiccup said, with bated breath.

"This is just the event of the century." Ferno ran up to them.

One of the spikes of the Whispering Death shot out of the body and pierced the leg of the Night Fury.

"Gobber!" Stoic yelled.

The blacksmith fired from the catapult at the Whispering Death and it retreated down a hole, carving a new path underground.

Hiccup ran up to the dragon. "Oh no, you're hurt!" He noticed the giant splinter in the leg. Toothless stopped growling and allowed his rider to pull the spike out, then abundantly ran off.

"Toothless wait!" Hiccup called at the retrieving dragon.

"Where's he going?" Astrid asked.

"Probably running away to lick his wounds." Snotlout laughed, then noticed Hiccup, Astrid and Ferno glaring at him.

"It's not funny, he could've been killed. He can't fly, remember?"

"And whose fault is that?" Snotlout was now playing with fire. He got punched in the ribs by Ferno's elbow.

"Seriously, did you just go there?" Astrid did the infamous glare.

"Hey, I call it like I see it." Snotlout rubbed his ribs.

"Um, does anyone want to talk about what in the name of Thor just happened?" Fishlegs spoke, voice still trembling with fear.

"Not really." Ferno said, nonchalantly.

"Dragon fight? Just another day on Berk." Tuffnut suggested.

"Uh not really. It seemed like there was way more to it than that." Fishlegs showed his nerdy side of himself, by analysing everything.

"He's right. The Whispering Death, singled Toothless out." Hiccup lifted the spike.

"And Toothless wanted that Dragon all to himself." Astrid supplied.

"Yeah he certainly did. But why?" Hiccup wondered.

"Uhh, are we going to be tested on this, because I'm completely confused?" Tuffnut spoke and looked at his sibling.

"Well, don't look at me." Ruffnut shrugged.

"Calm down, before your heads explode from thinking." Ferno patted their shoulders and walked to his brother's side.

-000-

"I really wish you could just tell me what was going on out there today." Hiccup put some kind of moisture on his best friend's injured leg.

"Sure, Hiccup, that dragon and I just had a little fight and decided that Berk is my territory over a cup of tea and a biscuit." Ferno faked a faint, girlish voice, from his top buck reading a scroll on fatherhood.

"Thanks for the translation." Hiccup deadpanned.

There were footsteps coming up the stairs and the Night Fury immediately growled and looked ready to pounce. The form of the Chief of Berk walked up the stairs.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa easy bud, it's just my dad." Hiccup calmed the alarmed Night Fury.

"How's our wounded warrior?" Stoic asked.

"He's still a little on edge."

"Don't worry Toothless. I think we showed that Dragon a thing or two about uninvited guests on Berk—"

"Then how come dragons kept raiding us during the war." Ferno asked, biting into an apple not lifting his eyes from the scroll.

Stoic ignored him. "I don't think he'll be back any time soon." He patted the dragon. "At least I hope not." He went downstairs.

"Yeah, me too. Okay this should do it bud. You just need to take it easy." Hiccup finished bandaged up the leg. Toothless went and lied down on his normal rock bed. "Lights out?"

"Yeah." Ferno hid the scroll in his pillow and lied down, as Hiccup blew out the candle.

Neither of them knew that Toothless had escaped through a window, when both were deep asleep.
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It was only in the morning that they discovered Toothless had escaped.

"Maybe, he's out for a morning flight … Oh that's right, he can't." Snotlout laughed.

"Seriously?! You're going there again? Now?!" Astrid glared, hard. Ferno cracked his knuckles, ready for the punching-Snotlout session.

"Toothless, must be looking for the Whispering Death. We find it, we find Toothless." Hiccup interrupted her before there was a full scale war between Astrid and Ferno against Snotlout, which would have been fun to watch, if his dragon wasn't in mortal danger.

"What do we do if we find the Whispering Death first?" Fishlegs asked, in the wimpy voice as usual.

"We *cough* Fishlegs *cough* man up." Ferno stated, or more like ordered.

"You know he's got 'death' in his name, right?" Tuffnut asked.

Hiccup smiled at his brother in appreciation for shutting up the Riders. "Fishlegs, is there anything about the Whispering Death in the Book of Dragon that can help us?"

Fishlegs at once fell into the Book that he now always carried with him. "It can shoot razor sharp spines from any part of its body."

"And how's that gonna help us?" Astrid asked.

"Well it would help if we stayed away from those." Fishlegs reasoned.

"Or we can get near them and use Ruffnut as a human shield." Tuffnut already had that imagine glistening in his grey-blue eyes. His sister, had a different opinion, and she showed it by kicking him. "Ow, my kneecap, that's new … I like it."

"This dragon must have a weakness…" Hiccup resumed the previous topic.

"Actually, no. Yeah, it says right here: 'no known weaknesses'." Fishlegs said like it was the weather.

"Right, and when was this book last updated?" Ferno cocked his eyebrow, trying to take the lead while the usual Head of Academy in desperate times. "Last century?"

"Actually Bork lived 2 centuries ago." Fishlegs missed the sarcasm.

"I really love this thing." Tuffnut pointed to the picture of the Whispering Death in the book.

"Uh, ok. Can we go now?" Hiccup hopped onto Stormfly like it was his own dragon, followed by the owner herself.

"Don't worry, Hiccup. We'll find him."
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"There, down below." Hiccup pointed to some holes in the ground in the middle of the woods. Stormfly landed and Hiccup bounded up to the holes yelling his dragon's name. "Toothless?! Toothless?!"

"How do we even know the Whispering Death made these holes?" Snotlout asked.

"So you think it might be the other 2,500 pound, rocking eating Dragon we're following?" Astrid asked, sarcastically.

"I know what you're- Don't try to confuse me." Snotlout snapped back.

"Look at this…? He must've lost a tooth." Hiccup picked up a sharp tooth that resembled a dagger.

"Yeah, but I doubt he would have noticed. Did you see how many he had?" Ferno walked up to his brother.

"Is it sharp? If it is I want it! I like sharp!" Tuffnut and Ruffnut talked somewhere in the back ground about the usual … pain, death and torturing each other.

"Yeah, sharp is good."

"Think about this: hundreds of those, spinning together, ripping through dirt and tree root like it's not even there." Fishlegs visualised, pointing to the tooth.

The dragons began to shuffle, uncomfortably and back away from the holes.

"Stormfly, what's wrong?"

"What's wrong with you, dragon?"

"Barf, settle down!"

"Shriek, stand still!"

"Stop! … Listen…" Hiccup shushed the gang.

"Listening for what?!" Tuffnut yelled across the field.

"I don't hear anything… What are we listening for?!" Ruffnut didn't not help the cause.

"If you don't shut up right now I will use your skin as a coat." Ferno hissed.

"Be quiet!" Astrid hissed to the three of them.

"How are we supposed to ehar anything over her yelling-?" Tuffnut asked, loudly.

"Shhh!"

The all too familiar noise resurrected again. "The whisper…" Fishlegs realised.

The ground shook. Literally.

"Looks like we beat Toothless." Snotlout said in a scared voice.

"Yeah … we win…" Astrid said in almost equal tremor.

The Whispering erupted from the earth life a volcano, with teeth spinning around like chain saw.

"I'm not feeling like a winner…" Fishlegs admitted, cowering back. The Whispering Death's razor sharp teeth were inches away from the geek. "Hi … um … I like the teeth…" The Whispering Death roared and dug back into the ground.

"I hate it when he does that! Can you at least tell me why he does it?!" Snotlout was never the most patient of the gang.

Fishlegs began to ponder about the possibilities, as everyone looked to him for dragon fact answers. "Maybe to hunt…? Maybe because it's cooler…? Maybe to look for water…? Maybe because he can't stand the pressure of everybody always expecting him to have the answers!" If it wasn't for the desperate situation, then most of the gang would have sat back and watched the entertaining show of Fishlegs losing his sanity.

"He's losing it." Tuffnut whispered.

"I know… it's awesome." Ruffnut agreed.

Once again, the Whispering Death blew out of the ground with the menacing loo in its eyes, ready to kill.

"Somebody hold it still. I wanna pet it!" Tuffnut would have gotten his way, if Ruffnut didn't grab him and pull him back to safety.

Hiccup began to walk to the alive terminator. "Do you actually have a plan, or are you just trying to get yourself killed?" Astrid asked, seeing him making his way.

"He never has a plan." Ferno mumbled, rubbing his forehead.

"If I can train it, it'll leave Toothless alone…" Hiccup attempted to reason.

"Right, so you are trying to get yourself killed?" Snotlout said, casually.

The Whispering Death charged towards Hiccup at full speed, dust surrounded everything and none of the riders had enough time to react. The dust cleared and the scene of Hiccup holding out his hand and The Infamous Whispering Death seemingly frozen in front of Hiccup's hand. The deadly, untamed beast sniffed his hand and turned away, creating a new hole.

"Okay?" Hiccup looked into that hole.

"Um, I know what you're thinking, and the answer's no." Astrid almost sensed what he was about to do.

"Hiccup. Stay." Ferno talked to his bother like a dog or a half-trained dragon.

Hiccup jumped into the hole.

"Why does he always do that?" Astrid directed her rhetorical question at the younger of the Haddock Brothers.

"It's like talking to a brick wall." Ferno deadpanned.

"Oh man, I am so glad I'm not down there with him right now." Fishlegs looked down, then suddenly fell in, a result of a shove from the Jorgenson Heir.

"Oops."

"Why do I get the dragon-obsessed, crazy, half-brother and not anyone else?" Ferno groaned, cautiously descending down into the hole.

"Wow, this place is getting a tourist attraction." Hiccup said, seeing his brother arrive in the hole.

"Snotlout pushed me." Ferno lied, dusting himself, being the proud, insensitive Viking that he was.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, but then he looked around at the labyrinth of tunnels. "This things been busy."

"Quick question … why are we down here?" Fishlegs fidgeted on the spot, like his shorts were itchy.

"This is where it spends all it's time. There must be something down here that can help us." Hiccup walked deep into the tunnel. There was a slither between the caves, and for a spit second they saw the Whispering Death. "There it goes, let's follow it."

"Right behind you." The Haddock Brothers broke off into a job, but stopped when they realised that Fishlegs was standing on the spot. They both turned and looked at the Ingerman.

"Oh, you were talking to me…?" Fishlegs acted surprised.

"If you want, you can go back up." Ferno stated, impatiently.

Fishlegs looked excited and turned around to do that when—

"Fishlegs, new dragon. You love this stuff!" Hiccup encouraged him to come back.

The book nerd sighed and turned around on his heels, groaning and following the two half-brothers. "I hate that about me." He mumbled.

The three of them walked deep into the dark, dangerous and mysterious tunnels that seemed to stretch forever. The Whispering Death showed itself, half-blind as it was, it didn't notice three intruders in it's hole.

"Guys, do you see that?" Fishlegs pointed to something on the Whispering Death.

"Is that-?" Hiccup squinted his eyes.

The deadly dragon hissed and got away.

"Was that a bite mark?" Ferno questioned.

"Not just any bite mark. That's a Night Fury bite mark." Fishlegs realised.

"They have a history." Hiccup voiced what this companion was thinking.

"A grudge." Fishlegs added.

"Well, how far would dragon rivalry go?" Ferno asked.

"To the death?" Fishlegs spoke.

"Phew … no." Ferno denied. "You see dragons sparring on Berk all the time, and they come back with bite marks much worse, yet you don't see them kill each other."

"Let's get out of here." Hiccup ignored his brother and the three ran off.

"Hey, am I like the deaf ear around here?" Ferno complained yet still followed them.

"Pretty much." Hiccup huffed.
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"Guys, you still up there!?" Ferno yelled up to entrance of the hole.

"You there?" Astrid looked down the hole with the rest of the teens.

"Did you see the Whispering Death?" Tuffnut asked enthusiastically.

"Did you touch it?" Ruffnut asked.

"I wanna touch it!"

"And you can kiss it too because it's coming this way!" Ferno yelled as the whisper of the deadly beast got closer.

"We really need to get out of this hole." Fishlegs whimpered.

"Yeah, you do." Astrid noticed the ground arising and travelling towards them. The teens on the ground above, grabbed each other and used each other to pull up their friends in the hole.

"Alright Fishlegs, you go first." Hiccup said, him and Ferno making a step from the nerd to get out.

"No problem here." Fishlegs was quickly pulled out.

"Alright, you next." Ferno crouched holding out his arms, for Hiccup to use to get out.

"I can't just leave you here. Who'll pull you out?!" Hiccup protested.

"If we continue arguing we'll both die!" Ferno yelled.

"Will you just get out of the hole?!" Astrid shouted, infuriated by the Haddock Brother's choice of time for an argument.

"Wait! Everyone stand back!" Hiccup yelled and grabbed his half-brother's shoulders. The Whispering Death's force hit them full on and they both fell out, meters away from the ground. Each Haddock Brother was grabbed by one of Stormfly's claws and landed safely on the ground.

"Thanks Astrid." They thanked in perfect unison.

The gang ran as soon as it was apparent that even the almighty, fearsome Dragon Nip! Couldn't take it out. Toothless managed to intercept them, somehow, and attack the Whispering Death, as all the other dragons had committed treason and fainted on the spot from the rogue flying dragon nip.

"Toothless!"

The Night Fury managed to chase the Whispering Death away, and for the moment 'the unholy offspring of lightning and death' seemed like the perfect title for the vicious Night Fury. Not even Hiccup, was able to get him under control.

"Awkward." Tuffnut commented as Toothless ran off.
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"So, Toothless has an arch-enemy… kind of like you and me." Snotlout stated, after Hiccup, Ferno and Fishlegs explained about Toothless' bite mark on the Whispering Death.

"Snotlout, you're not my arch-enemy." Hiccup yelled from behind Astrid.

"Awkwardly enough, you're arch-nemesis is my father. Anyone else think that's a little weird considering we're brothers?" Ferno commented.

"Well, he is mine." Snotlout said, without even thinking.

Astrid shook her head. "He's just trying to protect you."

"That's not what it is. Toothless doesn't want you to get involved because this is between him and the other guy. He's a fighter. Like me. Not … whatever you are."

"I can't believe I'm saying this but Snotlout … you're absolutely right!"

"Huh? You guys heard that, right?"

"I don't think we wanted to." Ferno gave Hiccup the disturbed look.

"It's not a fair fight. If Toothless is gonna win, he needs to fly and he can't fly without me."

"So what are you saying?" The Hofferson shield-maiden questioned the second passenger.

"I'm saying we need to find him. And fast." Hiccup stated/ordered.
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When they did find Toothless, nothing much had changed. The dragon still charged head first into battle with the Whispering Death. Which resulted in him being trapped in the middle of an inescapable canyon.

Hiccup decided that it was a good idea to free fall, his shirt being missed by either Astrid or Ferno's grips by mere centimetres, causing firstly, Toothless to jump after him, secondly, them to almost die, thirdly, to discover the very well hidden Whispering Death weakness (light? Who knew?) And bring an end to the Thor-knows-how-old feud between the two dragons.

"…Well, I guess not all grudges are to the death." Hiccup said, patting his dragon affectionately.

That sentence, made the Fire-bearer ask himself the question. 'Is mine and Fenris' grudge be to the death.'

-000-

I know it's rushed and I am extremely sorry. I hoped you enjoyed it.


	37. Twinsanity

_They say two heads are better than one … which is mostly true … I bet your thinking of the twins, trust me that is a whole different story … unfortunately my stepfather had a completely different view of two heads._

"WHAT?!" Ferno screamed from the top of his lungs.

"Nothing is official. Just that I and Osvald agreed that you or Hiccup would be engaged to his daughter." Stoic stood in the Haddock House with Gobber wrapping the tiny ceremonial belt around the vast waist. The Belch kept silent during the whole conversation between the stepfather and son.

"Why!?" Ferno freaked out.

"Firstly." Stoic counted on his fingers. "Our tribe and the Berserker tribe need stronger ties—"

"We haven't been to war in 50 years." Ferno interrupted.

"Secondly, you need a wife … girlfriend … female company … whatever you kids call it these days."

_What? One wife if not enough? _ "B-but I'm not ready!"

"Thirdly, the quicker I have grandkids the better. And I am not waiting for your brother to finally understand that there are more important things than dragons!"

_Six months before you become a grandfather to your first grandchild. Is that soon enough for you? _"Grandchildren?!"

"Yes! Ideally grandsons!" Stoic towered over him.

"Why me?!" Ferno yelled.

"You know why? Hiccup has a girlfriend. And maybe some female companionship would do wonders for your inability to grow up. Besides, I don't see you interested in any girls on the island, so why don't we look for ones on other islands?"

"But—"

"And if you sabotage this, you would automatically sabotage Hiccup's relationship, as I would have to give away my other son to the marriage." Stoic glared daggers at his stepson.

This is where the door opened and Hiccup walked in.

"I'm not your son." Ferno mumbled and made his way out of the house, bumping his shoulder against the incoming Dragon Conqueror.

"What did you say?" Stoic's voice turned menacing. The kind you would use to threaten Thor.

"I'M NOT YOUR SON!" Ferno yelled waving his arms around for empathise, already halfway to the village square, attracting attention from the other villagers.

"FINE! THEN GO TO YOUR REAL FATHER! I'M SURE HE CAN DECIDE WHAT IS, RIGHT FOR YOU!" Stoic yelled, with enough rage to put a Nightmare to shame.

"YOU KNOW WHAT'S RIGHT FOR ME JUST LIKE YOU KNEW ABOUT HICCUP AND DRAGON TRAINING OR THE TRIBE AND THE RED DEATH! YOU'RE ABOUT TO MAKE A SIMILAR MISTAKE!" Ferno screamed. He released a high-pitched whistle and the Boneknapper arrived at his feet.

"Where are you going?" Stoic calmed down a little bit.

"Where does it look like? As far away from you as possible." Ferno tightened the strap on the saddle.

"If you do this, you will land this marriage or courtship on your brother." Stoic said in a quieter tone so that Hiccup wouldn't hear. "Ferno, just one date with the girl, maybe Oswald will change his mind. Maybe a simple treaty be enough. I just wanted to warn you. Think about your brother, do you really want him to surrender such a relationship, just so you would live the rest of your life a lonely bachelor."

_In a few months my firstborn is getting born. I must be the luckiest bachelor of all time._

"I'm 13. I have a little time, don't you think?" Ferno said loudly and looked around to the other villagers, who nodded in agreement. The gold ring on his chest suddenly felt cold and maybe a little lonely.

"One date with her." Stoic pocked a large finger in Ferno's chest, narrowly missing the ring. "Purposefully ruin the date and she'll be passed onto Hiccup." Stoic glared at him. "What makes this match so revolting?"

_I have a wife who carries blades embalmed with Nadder poison. I am awaiting my first child, pleasebeagirl. Oh, what else … hmn … when someone discovers that I was married before and this marriage, if it happens, is annulled, the Berserkers might start a war. Which one of those reasons should I tell him first?_

Suddenly there was presented the problem before the grey eyes. Chances were that he would be forced into another arranged marriage, which would be annulled as soon as someone realises about his first marriage. Then, to keep the peace, Stoic would have to give the girl to Hiccup, ripping him apart from Astrid.

"I like my bachelorhood! Will be back by lunch." Ferno hissed. Getting onto the Boneknapper and flying off into the distance. "Which was ironically killed like 3 months ago?" He patted the Boneknapper. "Come on buddy. I feel like extra adrenaline this morning." They plunged into the freezing cold sea after a 100 meter drop dive.
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When Ferno returned, all the dragons on Berk, had been rounded up and sent to Dragon Island, save the dragons of the Rider's, which were hidden in the Raven Point Cove.

And now he, his brother and Stoic stood on the docks, awaiting for Oswald the Agreeable to dock, sign the treaty, agree to another year of peace between the two tribes and possibly marry the already married guy off.

"What's wrong with you?" Hiccup looked at the younger boy.

"Nothing." Ferno scowled.

"What was that fight, in the morning, about?"

"Nothing important."

Hiccup sighed, knowing that his conversation could go on forever. "You know, I can't help you or understand you if you don't share your problems."

"I know." Ferno gave a resigned sigh.

"Then why—you know what? Whatever. We have a real problem. Barf and Belch are somewhere loose in the village, while we're supposed to be hiding every single dragon."

"But—?"

The captain of the flagship, made the plank fall to the dock's floor, cutting off Hiccup's next sentence and shouted in loud voice. "Presenting the High Chief of the Berserker Tribe. Cracker of skulls, slayer of beasts, the great and fearsome—"

"Oswald the Agreeable?" Gobber questioned, cocking his eyebrow.

"Dagur the Deranged!" The captain stepped aside to reveal a very pleased, trigger-happy 16 year old Dagur.

"Dagur?" Stoic said in confusion.

"Deranged?" Gobber asked in equal confusion.

"Oh, no." Ferno moaned in misery.

A dagger cut through the air and impaled the pole behind Hiccup, just inches missing his head. "Oh perfect." Hiccup groaned.
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"Dagur, where is your father?" Stoic asked.

"My father has been … retired. He lost his taste for blood. I, on the other hand, am starving." He sang the last sentence with great cheer. Too great cheer. Although this was Dagur the _Deranged _they were talking about. When the Berserker chief found out that no one was amused, he turned serious. "So, where are you find them, Stoic?"

"Hiding what, Dagger?" Stoic acted innocent.

"Do I look stupid to you?"

Everyone on the docks thought the exactly same thing: _yes. _But didn't voice their guilty conscience.

"Trick question, don't answer it." Gobber whispered to Stoic.

"We both know what's going on here. I have it on excellent authority that you're amassing an army of dragons." Dagur said, admiring his favourite, extra sharp, extra polished axe that he said he called Haley, the last time he visited.

"Excellent authority? And who would that be, Dagger?" Stoic challenged him.

"Never mind. Just know, that if I find it to be true, then my Armada will attack with the force of fifty thousand brave Berserker soldiers." As if on instinct the soldiers behind Dagur, stood up straight and stomped their completely identical spears, threateningly.

"Stand down Dagur. There won't be any need for the Armada." Stoic moved his hands to calm down the Berserker Chief.

Hiccup, now understood what he had to do, ran off. "Now let's get to the treaty … and the engagement."

"Yes, let's. According to the treaty, my visit starts with a visit of the armoury, the food store, the Killing Arena. You do still kill dragons? Don't you?" Dagur tested Stoic.

"Your father never found the tour necessary." Stoic eyed Dagur cautiously.

"As you can see, I'm not my father. Am I?" There passed an awkward silence between the two chiefs. Then Dagur turned his head sharply and looked at Ferno. "As for the engagement. I can't give away my sister to … an illegitimate son that has barely no relations to Berk."

Ferno let out a relaxed sigh. "So that means the wedding is cancelled and there is no need for me to stay here longer than I should." Ferno tried to get away, but Dagur grabbed the back of his shirt. "I haven't finished, with the engagement thing. We'll talk later. Let's start with the tour." Dagur swung an arm around Ferno's shoulders and motioned for the tour.

"What do you want?" Ferno said through gritted the teeth.

"I want your advice, how should I tell your stepfather about your marriage. During the treaty signing or the tour?"

Ferno's eyes sparked with panic. Dagur the Deranged knew about his illegal, in the eyes of the Hooligan Tribe, marriage. "You visited Outcast Island didn't you?"

"That is where you come in. I'll forget to mention about your marital status and upcoming fatherhood, which by the way I congratulate you on, and you keep silent about my newest treaty with your father."

Dagur was playing a very good chess game. Conflicting emotions of duty and love where spinning around in Ferno's brain, battling for dominance. Unlike his spouse, his feelings and emotions of love, had always dominated that battleground.

"Deal."

"Good. Because I wouldn't want to give my flesh and blood to the likes of either you or your half-brother."

Ferno gave him a sly smile. "On with the tour." He gestured to the village, then turned to his stepfather. "Let's show our guests around."
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"And we're walking, walking. Here we have our food storage. It's where we … well." Gobber did the tour, as he seemed like the best man for the job. Both Stoic and Ferno weren't in the greatest of moods.

"Ooh, ooh, let me guess! Store your food." Dagger said, bored. The Fire-bearer would have commented on the immaturity of the Berserker Chief, but soon realised that he would have done the exactly same thing if he was given a tour of the village.

"No wonder they made him chief." Gobber muttered to Stoic and Ferno, the younger of which couldn't contain a snigger.

They inspected the food storage. Then moved onto the armoury.

"You want some of this Gronkle? How about you Nadder? That's right. Plead. Plead. For your pathetic lives." At that exact moment, the Berkian part of the group understood why exactly Dagur was nicknamed 'the Deranged'. The mad Chief swung a razor sharp sword like a child in the toy store and didn't care if he almost killed one of his hosts that moment.

"He's really got a handle of that whole 'deranged thing'." Gobber noted to the two Haddocks on either side of him. The three watched the mad Chief swing a sword while his soldiers stood immobile, probably already used to this.

"I'm about to make him eat this sword." Stoic pulled out a sword that would have killed him if he didn't duck.

"If you need even the tiniest shred of help or something just say the word." Ferno patted his own sword.

Gobber held out his hands in front of the stepfather and son, knowing that they would start a war from just running out of a little patience. "Why don't we get to sign that treaty, then?"

"Sounds like my father. 'Sign that treaty, Dagur.' 'Leave that chicken alone, Dagur'. 'Ooh, ooh, put down that axe, Dagur!'"

The last one was the one that caught Ferno's attention, and made him give the Chief a cold, hard glare.

"Your father is a great man! And I'll not have you disrespect him!" Stoic didn't seem to sense the hints that Oswald was no more.

"My father was … a coward. I intend to restore the Berserkers to their former glory. Something he was incapable of doing."

It was then that Barf and Belch decided to pursue the suicidal decision and hop behind Dagur's back.

"Zippleback." Stoic breathed, once he saw it.

"I knew it! Where is it?" Dagur unsheathed his sword and looked expectantly outside, where the Zippleback was long gone now.

Gobber quickly intervened. "He's joking Dagur! That Stoic, always the prankster. Tell me Dagur, what are some of your deranged plans for the Berserker tribe."

"Find that Zippleback and get it under control. Now." Stoic mumbled to his stepson.
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Hiccup, Astrid and Ferno found themselves outside the Thorston's house.

"I can't believe we're going to them for help." Ferno said, bluntly, arms crossed over his chest.

"It's their dragon!" Astrid defended.

"Yeah, but they're the Twins." Ferno counter argued.

"Whatever." Hiccup opened the doors into the messy household of the Thorstons. "Ruffnut? Tuffnut? You in here?"

Suddenly Tuffnut swung in, out of nowhere, hanging upside down from a raft. Strangely he didn't look at all dizzy or red in the face, like a normal person would when hanging upside down.

"What are you guys doing here?" He asked.

"Hey Tuffnut, fell like talking?" Hiccup asked.

"How are you able to do that?" Ferno questioned in amazement.

"Um, can you come down from there?" Astrid demanded as softly as she could.

"Whatever." Tuffnut somersaulted of the beam. "Oh yeah, love that part."

"Look, about Barf and Belch, we need you and Ruffnut to get your dragon under control." Hiccup tried to explain the situation.

"Uh uh, I am officially out of the dragon business … and the sister business … and the dragon and sister business: The dristisderness."

"Tuffnut, hold the tongue. Too big words for your too tiny brain." Ferno gestured his arms to stop the male twin from talking. Of course he was whacked on the head by a blonde shield-maiden and shoved away.

"What is going on between you two?" Astrid questioned, after she was done with bruising Ferno.

"Simple. You know what this is?" He held up a spoon.

"Uh, a spoon." Hiccup gave his best guess.

"No, our spoon. Just like this is our dish." He held up a wooden plate. "And our axe." He pointed to the weapon leaning on the wall. "And our well groomed stuffed yak. Everything is ours. I'm sick of ours. For just once, I want something to be mine." There was a moment of silence. "Now if you excuse me, I have to go pack up my half of the yak." Tuffnut grabbed his satchel.

"Go? Where?" Hiccup cocked his eyebrow.

"I don't know, to my dark, soggy, alone place." Tuffnut shrugged. "Not to cry… This house, has too many memories."

"Oh no, I know where this is going now. You're going to get separated from Ruffnut for a couple of days, then you both get bored and start tearing up half the village." Ferno groaned at the false speech of depression.

"No, this time. It's for good." Tuffnut walked out of the house, leaving his three friends in his house.

"That's what you said the last time this sort of thing happened!" Ferno yelled out to the retrieving blonde teenager.

"Dark, soggy, alone place?" Astrid asked and looked to the ceiling in disbelief.

"Yeah, I really don't want to know." Hiccup commented.

"I do." Ferno said, for the heck of it.
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Two brothers came into the Great Hall and sat either side of their Tribe's Chief, with pensive expressions.

"Did you get that Zippleback under control?" The Chief whispered to them. Ah, there was the question both feared.

"We're working on it." Hiccup answered.

"A toast! To death in battle!" Dagur bolted from his seat, holding a mug of ale, succeeded by his troops, who instead of toasting to 'death' did so to his father. The Great Hall for a few moments erupted in cheers for the late Chief. "Fine, whatever! To Osvald! To Osvald! To Osvald! Bladady bladady Bla! Ung!" Dagur stabbed his food with a dagger (pun not intended).

"Well, on that cheery note, shall we sign the treaty and send you on your way?" Gobber was clearly disturbed by the Berserker Chief's cutlery habits.

"Great idea! Let's sign that treaty. Bring us the dragons' blood!"

All the Berkians in the room tensed up at the command, until Hiccup spoke. "Uh, did you say dragon's blood?"

Stoic began to laugh nervously. "Heh, heh. Don't be ridiculous Dagur. Your father and I haven't signed the treaty in dragon's blood for years." Oh my Thor, that was the worst line he could have possibly said to Dagur.

"Why would that be a problem, Stoic? Unless of course, you don't kill dragons anymore?" Dagur had once again challenged the Berkian Chief, with a question he already knew the answer to.

"We still kill dragons." Stoic said with his chest puffed out.

"How can we not fight dragons?" Ferno appeared by his stepfather's side.

"The problem is, we've killed so many, and there isn't a dragon within two hundred miles— "Just moment, the damned Zippleback rushed in, roared and flew out, completely pointlessly. "Except that one."

"The Zippleback!" Dagur yelped out in excitement and shook an unanimated Stoic's shoulder. "It's a sign. A head for each chief! It's going to be amazing!" Dagur jumped onto the table. "Tonight, we hunt dragons!" Once again, stabbing the table with a dagger.

"You need to find that Zippleback, before he does." Stoic whispered harshly to his two sons.

-000-

"Guys, you heard Tuffnut. He went to his ark, soggy alone place. That could be anywhere." Astrid yelled from on top of her Nadder, after a couple of hours of search for the masters of trouble, disguise and mischief.

"Not really! That could only be one place." Snotlout suddenly spoke. Everyone starred at him with the are-you-kidding-me face. "What?"

"Why didn't you say something?" Hiccup shouted.

"Why didn't you ask?" Snotlout counter-argued.

"We did! Before we took off, we asked 'any ideas where the Twins were?' You said no!" Ferno snapped.

"I just remembered." Snotlout defended.

"Snotlout we've been looking for them all day." Astrid grumbled.

"And?"

"And if you don't tell us where they are I'm gonna throw you off that dragon!" It was not an empty threat.

"Alright, no need to get violent. They're probably at the Lost Cavern. They used to play hide and go kill there when they were kids."

"Astrid, you and Snotlout take the south entrance of the cavern. Fishlegs, Ferno and I will take the north."

"Have fun." Ferno sniggered at his friend's misfortune of partners, and flew off before she would be able to pop his arm out of the socket.

-000-

They found the male twin, slumped against the side of a wall. "Oh, you guys again. Would you quit following me!"

Astrid's voice echoed in the stone walls of the Cavern. "Ruffnut!"

Followed by the female twin's raspy voice. "Would you quit following me?"

"Did you guys hear that?" Hiccup looked around the cave.

"Duh, it's called an echo." Snotlout came out of nowhere, looking very unamused. Behind him, Ruffnut peeked out noticing her semi-identical twin starring back at her.

"Toothless, plasma blast." Hiccup ordered and the offspring of lightning and death lighted up the cave with the blessed light for his fire.

"What are you doing in my soggy place?!" Tuffnut exclaimed.

"Oh, here we go." Ferno mumbled.

"This is my soggy place! And I'm not sharing it with you!" Ruffnut put her foot down in the stubbornly fashion.

"Ok, listen, please. We need to get you guys to your dragon. It's important." Hiccup dropped the torch he was holding and walked up to the Twins, trying to stop the inevitable conflict.

"Barf and Belch are in real trouble." Astrid joined Hiccup's side.

"And not the trouble that you like. She means like their heads might get put on sticks and they'll never be able to blow anything up again." Ferno translated for the Twins.

"I'll go! But not with her." Tuffnut began.

"I'm not going anywhere with her either!" Ruffnut spoke.

"Yeah!... Wait, what?" Tuffnut took some time to realise what she said.

Astrid groaned, Ferno face palmed and Hiccup retried to explain to them. "No you don't understand. You both have to go! Guys, listen. Like it or not, your connected to each other, and the two of you are connected to that dragon. Just like me and Toothless."

"And me and Stormfly." Astrid patted her beloved Nadder.

"Us too." Fishlegs appeared beside Meatlug.

"Count us in." Ferno gestured to himself and Shriek.

"We can get you another spoon, another dish, another stuffed yak. What we can't get you is another Barf and Belch." Hiccup put his body and soul into that speech, hopefully it was for something. There was silence between the seven friends in the cave for that moment, as the Twins concentrated their tiny brains on such a big subject. "Do you think they got any of that?" Hiccup turned to Astrid and Ferno.

"Difficult to tell, I've never seen them that focused before." Ferno commented.

Tuffnut was the one that spoke both his and his sister's thoughts. "Fine…" The brother and sister spat at each other's hands and did the signature shake of hands, followed by the bashing of helmets. "You know, I did spit a little more on my hand."

"They got it." Astrid replied to the previous question.

"Ok, let's go. We're out of time."

"So why is this so important, anyway?"

"The Berserkers are hunting down your dragon to use its blood for ink…" Snotlout said in the most casual manner, lying on a rock. "What? Is that not what's happening?"

-000-

They had found the rogue Zippleback, though unfortunately the Berserkers had caught it first. Not affording to be spotted by the nutty, crazed Chief, they stayed hidden in the trees, while figuring out a plan to rescue the now captured Zippleback.

-000-

"Dragon Attack!" Hiccup yelled running into the Training arena, just before Dagur could strike off one of the heads.

"The dragons are attacking!" Ferno yelled. He didn't remember what happened after that, he was having too much fun wrestling the humongous, compared to him, dragon. He only noticed that Berserkers were gone when Dagur finally yelled:

"Berserkers! To the boats!" With Gobber following him, yelling to him about signing that stupid treaty.

"Well done, Hiccup. I doubt we'll be seeing any more of Dagur the Deranged."

"Let's hope not."

-000-

Rushed I know. But this is how it goes: I write one section on a Monday, Tuesday, Wednesday, Thursday, Friday and Saturday, then on Sunday I finish everything that I haven't yet done. And on Sunday the only thing I want to do is finish this as fast as possible.

PLEASE REVIEW! The poll on the names for the kid is still open.


	38. Defiant One

A/N: this is a shout out to **dragonlover17**. I hope I have fitted enough abuse for Snotlout in this chapter.

-000-

_The life of a Viking can be difficult, harsh and stormy. Nobody can make it through alone. Eventually we're all going to have to rely on someone. Unfortunately we do not always get to pick that someone._

"This is so lame! Why are we even out here?" Snotlout, as always, had to complain. No matter what their gang was doing.

"Because this is our first search and rescue mission." Hiccup explained … again.

"I see a lot of searching but not much rescuing!" Snotlout yelled, to be heard.

"Maybe we should shipwreck you somewhere in the middle of the sea and make you wait a couple of days, until help gets there. We'll see if you complain after that." Ferno growled at him. "Or maybe it won't even get there."

"Hookfang would come and rescue me if you do that." Snotlout counter argued.

"Sure he would." Ferno said sarcastically.

"Do you even know where we're going?!" Snotlout looked at Hiccup.

"Our dad said that the fishing boat was last seen heading south." Hiccup said.

Snotlout looked to the sea in front of him. "You don't know what you're talking about. There's nothing down there. I say we go north."

"And if Hiccup said to go north?" Astrid asked flying to the level of the three boys.

"Are you trying to mess with my mind?! Because nothing gets in here! Nothing!" Snotlout yelled, pointing to his temples, (not brains because no one believes he possesses any).

"Well, for once in history, he's right." Ferno sniggered.

"What does our map say, Fishlegs?" Astrid turned to the chubby boy riding a Gronkle.

The said map blew in his face. "Kinda difficult to see from this angle."

"You know what Hiccup? I'm done listening to you. I said north, and north is where I'm going…" He tried to pull on Hookfang's horns to turn him around, but the dragon ignored him. "Hey! You work for me!" And he flew off into the opposite direction.

"Are you just going to let him go?" Ruffnut asked.

"Works for me."

"Ah! Finally! Peace and quiet!" Ferno breathed, relaxing on his Boneknapper's back.

Hiccup seemed to have the same reaction to Snotlout's abandonment of the mission as his brother. But the clear 'Ahem,' from a certain blue-eyed, blonde-haired girl made him sacrifice the look of enjoyment on his face. "Urgh, I'm going, I'm going. Lead the other's back. We'll get him. Come on, bud. Ferno are you coming?"

"No, I'm going to go home, to my warm bed, and have a nice nap. Good luck, chasing Snotlout!" Ferno waved a salute and was about to swoop to the lower levels of the flight course but he was stopped by the shout of accusation from his brother.

"Ferno!"

"I'm going, I'm going." Ferno repeated his brother's quote, not even realising what he had done.

-000-

The two brothers flew after their retreating cousin. When they finally caught up to him they realised that they also caught up to a deadly, massive, mountain sized water sprout, which would surely make them perish.

"That water sprout is far too dangerous!" Hiccup yelled out to Snotlout, who was obviously too obnoxious to listen to anyone.

"That's why I'm flying around it! Duh!" Snotlout yelled back, steering Hookfang to literally go around the massive water hurricane.

"Snotlout get back here! You're gonna get yourself killed!" Ferno shouted out, but the Jorgenson was already too far near the water sprout.

Hiccup tried to get closer, but not get sucked into the gigantic tube of water himself. "You're coming in too close!" He yelled from the top of his lungs. "Look out!"

That was where the water sprout, swooped the Jorgenson, ready to devour him. He cried out in fear and helplessness, begging one of the Haddock Brothers to come and save him. "Help me! Help me! Help me! Hiccup! Ferno! Help me!"

"Come on!" Hiccup urged the Boneknapper rider, who groaned and followed the Night Fury.

Toothless caught Snotlout in his paws, but his prosthetic tail ripped off, like fragile fabric and the three were due for a crash landing. Or they were, until the powerful claws of the Boneknapper wrapped around the Night Fury, due to his large size he was easily able to grab hold of the black dragon. The grey and white wings of the Boneknapper flapped and persevered through the harsh winds of the water sprout, but even the mighty wings of the Boneknapper could not get them out of his storm and they did crash land.

-000-

"Hiccup! Hiccup! Shriek! Toothless! Snotlout!" Ferno called out, when he regained consciousness. A groan in the distance told him that someone or something was there. He rushed to it, head first. He noticed the brown vest and trousers and the green shirt, coupled with auburn hair. "Hiccup!" He plopped beside the unconscious Night Fury rider and shook his shoulders. "Wake up! Hiccup! Wake up!"

"Urgh." Hiccup slowly sat up, clutching his head. "What happened?"

Ferno released a sigh of relief. "Crash land."

Hiccup opened his emerald eyes. "Toothless!" He rushed immediately to the said dragon, who still looked half dazed from the crash landing. "Ah come on, talk to me bud." Toothless' talking consisted of a good old lick to the freckled face of his rider. "Oh, thank Thor. That wasn't our best landing, was it?" He inspected the tail. "Great. Your tail is gone, and the connecting rod is a mess! What are we supposed to do now?" He turned to his brother.

"You could start be getting me out of this stupid tree." Both brothers turned to see Snotlout stuck on top of a tree.

Toothless fired a harmless plasma blast and the Jorgenson came plummeting down, unfortunately landing relatively safely.

"Toothless, what happened to the shots that could destroy half of our village." Ferno groaned when the Jorgenson showed signs of life.

"Well that looked like it hurt." Hiccup, the more compassionate and caring of the Haddock Brothers, asked the brute that just fell out of the tree. Snotlout answered by shaking his head. "Are you sure? Can you talk?"

"Go … suck … rocks."

"Hey, he's back! Lucky us." Hiccup said sarcastically looking at the black-scaled dragon and black-haired boy on his right side.

"Yippee." Ferno said, sarcastically, in a drone voice.

"Where's Shriek? And Hookfang?" Hiccup looked around the ash, stone and dragon-absent landscape.

"Hookfang! Hookfang! Hooky? Fangkster?" Snotlout cupped two hands over his mouth.

"Shriek! Buddy! Shriek!" Ferno put two burnt pinkie fingers into his mouth and released a high-pitched whistle.

"I don't think they're here, guys."

"Obviously. Pig-headed dragon." Snotlout barked back, muttering the last part in hurt and abandonment.

"I'm gonna kill that bag of bones when I get my hands on it." Ferno twisted his half-burnt hands, already imagining strangling the dragon.

"Don't worry. We'll find him. Now all we have to do is figure out how to get out of here."

The three boys looked at their surroundings and for the first time it sunk it that they were in a strange land in the middle of nowhere…

-000-

"…Okay, that should do it." Hiccup finished his makeshift tail fin for Toothless' fin. Then he moved onto the connecting rod. "This might be a little tougher." He tried to make the metal rod straight by bending it, but the only thing that accomplished was getting himself hit by the rod.

"There is nothing to eat in here, Hiccup! What kind of search and rescue mission is this?!" Snotlout complained, digging in the satchel that Hiccup had brought on the mission.

"Who gave you the right to dig in our satchel?" Ferno walked up to him and grabbed the bag with all their supplies.

The two non-biological cousin entered a battle of arguments, in which Ferno got the satchel and Snotlout got a biscuit. Their immature fight was broken up by the oldest cousin's voice. "Instead of complaining and fighting why don't you try and help me?"

"I am trying to help you! I'm trying to teach you about survival. You don't leave home without proper supplies, and on top of that list is food!" Snotlout help up a biscuit to emphasise his point, not realising it wasn't helping his argument.

"You know, if you weren't holding a biscuit right now, I would have actually agreed with you." Ferno glared at the Jorgenson.

"Exactly. You are holding the said food that I packed." Hiccup's eyebrows twitched to show his frustration.

"You mean this day old biscuit? It's even got a little spot of mould right—" His sentence was cut short, when Hiccup grabbed the biscuit. "Hey!"

"We've got bigger problems than a biscuit!" He waved the piece of bread in the air, signalling for a certain dragon to snatch it out of his grip, and devour it in one bite.

"He ate my biscuit! What kind of a dragon takes a man's biscuit?" Snotlout accused.

"Actually, in his defence, he was going to get the biscuit anyway, since he is the one that's going to _get us out of here_." Ferno retorted.

Snotlout ignored his comment, and shoved Hiccup away, who was trying to bend the rod to make it straight. "Give me that, you're doing it all wrong. You need to put some muscle into it. Oops, I forget, you can't! Hahaha!" He started to bend the rod, and before either brothers were able to get it out of his grip, he broke it in two. "You wanted two of them, right?"

"Nope! That was our only hope of getting home."

"You idiot? Did you see it before in two pieces?" Ferno mumbled, after face-palming himself.

"It's not my fault your dragon has half a tail—"

"Quote from Astrid, 'did you just go there?'" Ferno glared at Snotlout.

"Just get another rod."

"Don't you understand? We have no idea where we are!" Hiccup lost his usual cool temper.

"Shhh!" Ferno hushed him and gestured towards a slab of rock for them to hide behind.

"You hear that?" A gruff voice asked, whoever his counterparts were.

"Over there." The all too familiar voice of someone's father-in-law. The Fire-bearer gulped, and beads of sweat poured on his head.

"What do you see?"

"Would you be quiet? For all we know, we could be on a hostile island."

Oh, they were on a hostile island, alright? The most hostile of them all.

"Don't be such a baby. How hostile can it be?" Snotlout pushed the Dragon Trainer away.

"Take a guess." Ferno's facial expression, didn't go unnoticed by Hiccup.

"That's wild dragon tracks, alright."

"Good, I feel like killing." At the voice of his father-in-law, Ferno gulped. He wasn't afraid of his wife's father, but he was afraid of the man's loyalty to his father and importance on Outcast Island. He would be a man that if he knew something, everyone would listen to what he had to say. In this case, their presence on the Island.

"Is that hostile enough for you?" Hiccup asked. "I know where we are now."

"Come on, this way!"

"Right behind ya." Just like everyone on the island was, right behind Savage. Well maybe, except Alvin and close relatives.

"That was Savage. Snotlout, bro, were on Outcast Island..."

"Home sweet home." Ferno said, in the worried and scared voice.

-000-

"Outcast Island? I can't believe it. We've really got to fix this connecting rod and get out of here, or we are dead men."

"What the hell are you eating?" Ferno snapped at Snotlout, who had begun to stuff his face with berries.

"Snotlout, I'm not so sure you should be eating those berries." Hiccup finished his rant and turned around.

"Well, I'm not sure you should be telling me what to do." Snotlout threw another berry into his mouth.

"Where did you get them?" Ferno crossed his arms over his chest.

"Found them." Snotlout said, absent-mindedly.

"You stupid, idiotic, fool!" Ferno grabbed one berry that had a leaf on it. An all too familiar leaf that was especially delivered to him by his wife to ease the pain of his scars and back. "These are used for numbing!"

"How do you know?"

"I've been here before." Ferno quickly answered. "Town's healer used the same thing for my scars."

"Relax, it would take much more than feeble berries to take down the great and fearsome warrior, altho known ath me."

"What did you say?" Hiccup turned around.

"I thaid I'm a greath wathior." Snotlout summarised.

"Why doesn't anyone ever listen to me? Did just say that this sort of thing would happen?" Ferno talked to the sky.

"Why? Wath throng?" Snotlout asked, confusedly.

Both brothers gestured to a pool of water, so that Snotlout would be able to see his reflection.

"Oh no, I'm hideouth!" Snotlout saw that his tongue was completely numb and dysfunctional.

"Huh, tell us something we don't know." Ferno sniggered. Snotlout glared at him. "Oh come on, don't tell us you didn't know that before?"

Before the two were locked into a battle to the death, Hiccup quickly interrupted. "Give me my satchel. I may have something that can help with your tongue."

"Thatchel?"

"No, no, nooo. Do not tell me you just left it there. If someone finds that 'thatchel', we're gone! It's got the Berk Crest on it!"

"Relax. We're thafe. Trust me, no one's gonna find it." Snotlout reassured them.

"I'm not going to take seriously a guy that has his tongue hanging out of his face." Ferno walked past Snotlout and Hiccup.

-000-

"Wait, wait, there it is. We just need to wait until the blacksmith leaves, and then I can sneak in there and make a new rod." Hiccup was lying on the floor of the black and grey island, spying on the forge.

"How long do I hab to leab my tongue in here? Its dithgusting! I saw Toothless spit in it." This was the funniest and most entertaining moment of Ferno's life, he was really surprised that he hadn't burst out laughing.

"Oh dear cousin, if you want your 'gorgeous' face back you'll need to keep your tongue in there for … a very long time." Ferno took so much pleasure saying that.

"Toothless did indeed! But, but, uh, Night Fury saliva has incredible healing properties." It seemed that Hiccup too was enjoying this.

"Ugh, it tastes like yak pies."

"I thought you liked yak pies. That must be heaven for you … well at least, it definitely is for me." Ferno sniggered the last part.

-000-

"Come on, hurry! We don't know how long the blacksmith is going to be gone." Hiccup said, on his way to the Forge.

"Betty Boda bought a bit of bitter butter, and said she, 'This butter's bitter'. If I bought a bit of bitter butter, it would—"

"What. Are. You. Doing?" Ferno hissed at the Jorgenson.

"Enjoying my tongue again."

"Well, we're glad someone is." Hiccup commented.

Suddenly a Monstrous Nightmare appeared out of nowhere and noticed the three boys. Ferno backed away slightly, tightening his grip on his sword, while Snotlout threw his arms up with a joyous look on his face.

"Hookfang!" He exclaimed, then was blasted two meters backwards, by the same 'Hookfang'. "Not Hookfang."

"How can you tell? The real Hookfang does that anyway." Ferno cocked his eye brow.

"It's a wild Monstrous Nightmare!" Hiccup yelled, but of course had no problem in training the familiar species of dragon in the space of 2 seconds, as always. The Nightmare calmed, for a moment, before it was shot by some Outcast soldiers.

"There they are!" One of them yelled.

"Oh great." Ferno slumped. "Run!" He took out his sword and charged at some of the soldiers.

"Ferno!" Hiccup yelled, while being pushed away by the Night Fury.

"I said run!" Ferno screamed, slamming the hilt of his sword into one soldier's helmet. "Get out of here! And don't you dare come back!" He knocked out another one of the soldiers down.

-000-

"Well, well. Sonny boy. I knew you'd come back, sooner or later." Alvin sat on his throne, being presented his son, in shackles.

"Don't think I came here willingly." Ferno glared at his father.

"So…" Alvin got out of his throne. "Where are all of your other buddies?"

"I'm alone … during patrol, I got caught in a water sprout." Ferno gave an identical smirk to his father.

"That's a lie. There were two others with you." One of the soldiers informed.

"This is pointless. Get him with his wife. I'll talk to him later." Alvin's large nose was only inches away from his son's, glaring daggers to his son's face.

The soldiers lifted the boy from his knees, by his arms and escorted him to the Heir House, where everything had been repaired and any large objects, for example a large axe, were taken out.

-000-

The guard banged hard on the door of the Heir House. "Lass, you have a special visitor."

The door opened and the familiar strawberry blonde haired girl came out. "Yes?—Ferno!" She jumped at him, arms wrapping around his neck. He brought his arms around her waist, taking in her scent. Not even Odin knew how much he missed her.

"Have your reunion inside." A guard pushed them in and slammed the door.

"What are you doing here?" She finally let go of him.

He couldn't wait much longer. They were in private and he wouldn't be going anywhere any time soon. He dipped his lips into hers, taking her by surprise. His nose pressed into her cheek and his tongue attacked her passionately. After about 5 minutes, he finally had his moment he looked at her swollen abdomen.

"You're beginning to show." He put a crisp-burnt on the belly.

"Yes. 5 months, now. I'm starting to feel it kick." He rubbed gently the swollen stomach.

The black-haired boy fell to his knees and pressed his ear to the larger than natural belly. "Well now we can discuss names." He looked up, smiling.

"Can you at least tell me how and why you got here? Don't you have somewhere else needy to be?" He noticed that her voice was somehow disappointed, saddened and a bit bitter.

"By complete accident. One of my … friends got sucked into a water sprout and so me and my brother had to go after him. We by accident landed on Outcast Island." Ferno explained, not abandoning his position of listening to his child breathe. "My child … my child." He repeated, tears starting to leak out of his eyes. He kissed the belly and rose to face his wife.

Adeliza used her thumb to wipe away the tears. "Why the hell are you crying?"

"I'm just so happy." He pulled her tightly to him.

"Wow. You weren't kidding when you said your father hit you pretty badly on the eye." She gripped his chin and turned his face to the side to examine the scar on her husband's eye.

"You should see my back."

"It's a good thing that I'm a healer then." She said, walking to the cupboard full of a collection of herbs. He resided in a chair, watching as his wife walked, reach for a jar and walk towards him. She sat on his lap and worked on his eye.

"I really love you." He said, with the softest grey eyes she had ever saw. She didn't say anything, just finished her procedure. "I understand that you and my cousin had … history." He wrapped his arms around her frame, trapping her from any exit. "I understand that you still might have some feelings for him. He makes no effort to hide them for you … please tell me … I promise I won't harm you in any way … I love you too much."

"Ok. This just couldn't get any more awkward." She looked highly uncomfortable.

"This is gonna get even more awkward if you don't tell me everything. Then I'll have reason to be suspicious of you. Just … trust me … I promise I won't react stupidly … I love you."

Adeliza looked hesitant and avoided eye contact. Then she spoke. "We grew up together … we were the only kids of the same age … we played some games, pretending to be husband and wife … we didn't do anything too extreme, gods, we were only kids … a peck on the lips was as far as we went … when we grew up a bit, we understood of our chances of a real marriage, he was unofficial heir, who would soon need a wife and children of his own, and I had a fertile family history, ambitious father who would get his own way, a profession that would be perfect for a mother … we began to date officially … then you came and my hand in marriage past to you."

"And Fenris has a temper worse than Thor's." Ferno concluded, then looked at his wife. "Thank you for telling me." He planted a sombre kiss on her shoulder. She tried to get out of his embrace, but his grip tightened on her, not enough to harm the child, but enough to stop her from leaving. Her eyes fixed on him, awaiting answers. "I want to reward you." His eyes sparkled in the warmth that she hadn't seen before.

She then realised, what sort of strength a man needed to possess to hear his beloved woman talk about her past romances and then still remain unmoved about his feelings towards her.

He let her go and within a couple of moments they were reunited in their nuptial bed.
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"… So we decided what we should name him or her?" Ferno's charred thumbs rubbed against the swollen abdomen, in the middle of the night.

"Yes … now can I have the sleep that a pregnant woman needs?" She lightly slapped his hand way, her back facing his chest.

He placed one last kiss on her neck and turned to face the ceiling. "My brother and cousin are still probably on the island." He mumbled.

"Tomorrow, I'll find out about that. Now if you don't fall asleep in the next five minutes, I'll remind you of the existence of a Nadder poison embalmed blade make sure that you never have children, with me or with anyone else for that matter." She threatened.

Ferno visibly paled and gulped. "Shutting up now." Cuddling beside the girl that was his spouse.

-000-

"Well, any news of the intruders?" Adeliza asked tentatively, as she wrapped a bandage around a wounded soldier's leg.

"They got away. Flew away on that damned Night Fury. Alvin is having a fit." He said, completely forgetting that he was telling this to the wife of the third intruder.

"I can imagine." She said, inwardly smiling.

-000-

"Your brother has avoided me once more." Alvin stood over his teenage son.

"Slipped through your fingers, would be a better way to put it." Ferno sniggered.

"What were you doing on my island? I thought you wouldn't come back here."

"A freak storm." Ferno answered, honestly.

Alvin sighed, at that moment the prodigious and loyal nephew came into the chamber, glaring dagger at his first cousin, and stood beside his uncle.

"Cousin."

"Cousin."

This had become a tradition.

"Fenris, I have a job for you, my boy." Alvin walked up to his favourite and only nephew, placing his massive, ape-like hands on either shoulders. "I want you to have a more effective patrol around the island. Take as many soldiers as you want. Organise beacons. Everything. In case something like this would repeat itself."

"That's the only thing I'm useful for these days." The boy's tone was serious and vengeful, Ferno noticed that.

Just then… the chamber collapsed! The stone fell away in rubbles and the group of Outcasts and one Berkian jumped out of the way. From the giant hole in the ceiling, emerged a certain Boneknapper, being ridden by none other than Hiccup Horrendous Haddock III.

"Hiccup!" Ferno run up the rubble and jumped behind his brother.

"What thought I'd leave you here again, and endure the next couple of weeks of your groaning in the middle of the night?" Hiccup nudged the side of the Boneknapper, and he soared into the skies.

They were making their escape when Ferno's eye caught his wife waving. "Hiccup, where are the others?"

"On their way to Berk."

"You got here, alone." Ferno sounded annoyed that his brother had just endangered himself, again.

"Just, be quiet. Ok, I jumped on Shriek and Snotlout flied Toothless."

"Why not just use Toothless to get here?"

"How the hell would a Night Fury blow up an Outcast Prison?" Hiccup responded. "She's kinda cute." He surprised his half-brother.

"What?"

"The pretty blonde girl on the outskirts of town, who was waving to you." Hiccup explained.

"… Thanks… You think dad will be mad?"

"What? That you found a girl?"

"That I found an _Outcast_ girl." Ferno corrected him.

Hiccup shrugged his shoulders. "You're of Outcast blood, you have Outcast tastes."

"Not. A. Word. To. Dad." Ferno warned him.

"So …what her name?" Hiccup proved his curious nature.

"Adeliza." Ferno found that he could trust his brother. "There's another thing, why dad might not like her … she's Savage's oldest daughter."

Hiccup remained silent for a few moments. "Wow you have tastes."

"She's nothing like her father, ok?"

"Ok, fine buddy, I believe you."

The Fire-bearer wanted more than anything to tell his brother about his secret marriage, but when his lips formed to make the sentence, he bit on them, hard. He loved his brother, but some things were best kept secret, just like he did when he hid a Night Fury.

_Sometimes the last person you want to rely on is the one you end up being stuck with, and being stuck with Snotlout was no picnic, but … yeah, I really don't have a but to that. Thank Thor it was Hiccup who was stuck with him for the majority of the journey and I was stuck in bed with my wife, which I can't really complain about._

_-000-_

Did anyone see the newest trailer?! Like WOW! Imagine how great this story is going to be AMAZING with the second film? Don't you think?


	39. Breakneck Bog

_Everyone has lost something they thought they couldn't live without. Sometimes to find it again you have to be willing to do anything. Even look fear right in the eye … Just make sure you don't blink._

"Where is he? He's been late before, but never this late." Stoic stated.

"Are you sure Trader Johann even has it?" Gobber questioned, from the passenger seat of Thornado's saddle.

"I'm sure! I heard from Jorgenson, who heard from Stevenson the Shepard who told that Toldstad the Fisherman who said he saw Johann put it on his boat himself."

"Well, it doesn't get any more sure than that." Gobber said sarcastically.

"You know, it might help if we actually knew what we were looking for?" Hiccup voiced the thoughts of himself and the Boneknapper rider.

"We're looking for Johan. That's all you need to know."

They searched for hours until they finally gave up and landed.

"Don't worry, old friend. It'll arrive safely and in good time." Gobber put a hand on the downcast Chief's shoulder.

"Have you ever seen dad so … freaked out about something?" Ferno bounced off his dragon.

"Not as long as I remember... Well, that just decided our afternoon. Come on, looks like me, you and our dragons are going on a little field trip." Hiccup suggested.

-000-

"Okay dokey. We'll start with the west islands and work our way back." Hiccup packed the bag for both brothers of food.

"Back from where?" The voice of an all too familiar blonde shield-maiden.

"Ever heard of curiosity killed the Changewing." Ferno practical growled.

"And curiosity brought it back. Haddocks, where the hell are you of to?" She allowed herself to the satchel on the Night Fury.

"Ahhh, jus-just a quick spin around the island." Hiccup said, far too innocently.

"Aha." She picked up the fish two fish that were stuffed inside. "With enough food to feed Snotlout's whole family?"

"Well you know, I get hungry much worse than Snotlout." Ferno batted his stomach.

"Do I hear my name? Oohh! Do I see a salmon?" Snotlout appeared out of nowhere and grabbed both smocked salmons, gobbling each one.

"Hey. Paws off my lunch." Ferno elbow Snotlout's chest, grabbing the salmon, in one movement, and placing it back in the satchel, for the near future.

Hiccup was the one that caved in, eventually. "Uh… alright. Look. If you must know…"

"We were going to do something for our dad." Astrid and Snotlout gave both Haddocks the same look. "Ooookay. Okay. Trader Johann is brining something for him, something important and he should have been by now."

"You're not trading this fish, are you? Because it's delicious!" Fortunately Snotlout's delicious fish, or more accurately saying Hiccup's, was snatched out of his hands by a famished Monstrous Nightmare.

"So you saved your lunch, but not mine." Hiccup crossed his arms and glared at his half-brother.

"You … barely ever ate. Even during Berk's food crisis, you always left something on your plate despite the fact that others starved." Ferno was already devouring a part of his saved fish.

"When do we leave?" Astrid asked.

"We need to go alone. If we all disappear our dad will get suspicious." Hiccup informed her.

"Go alone. You without us? Haha! Like you could handle anything if we weren't there to bail you—"Snotlout's hunger began to choke on him. Literally. "Ugh help! Out…" He gestured to his throat. Astrid, being ever so kind and sweet, punched him in the gut as hard as her feminine fist could manage.

"Aw, man. I wanted to do that." Ferno whined like the mental child that his physical appearance discouraged.

"Alright, fine… You two can come, but that's it. Don't even tell the others. Heed my warning. I am serious."

-000-

Turns out, Snotlout, as always, completely ignored the seriousness and invited the whole gang.

"Hey Hiccup, Snotlout told us there'd be salmon and I love lots." Tuffnut said, feeding the flames of Hiccup's anger and annoyance.

"I'm pretty sure I said 'don't tell the others'?" Hiccup asked his cousin. His brows were knitted together angrily.

"And I'm pretty sure I didn't listen to you." Snotlout called back.

"Hiccup, aren't you always saying its better when we work as a team?" Fishlegs added.

"Ah… Next time I say that, just slap me in the face." Hiccup said, and as soon as the words left his mouth a hand whacked across his cheek, not the hardest however not the gentlest. "What was that for?"

"Just taking advantages of your promises." Ferno smirked.

Hiccup groaned.

"Hey! Look!" Astrid pointed to a plank of wood floating in the middle of the ocean.

"Is that … Johann?" Hiccup asked.

"I thought he had a bigger boat than that?" Snotlout sneered a comment.

A Night Fury swooped down and picked up the deserter, flying to the nearest floating island.
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"The fog… the fog…" Johann continued repeating these words over and over again.

"Johann, where is your ship?" Hiccup questioned.

"No idea. All I know is one minute I was sailing in a perfectly calm sea, the wind at my back and the next thing I know: My entire ship is pulled out from under me and I'm shark bait!"

"I don't understand." Hiccup gave Johann the remainders of Ferno's salmon.

"I do." He took the salmon. "I was three days late and trying to make up time and I got too close…"

"Too close to what?" Fishlegs asked.

"Too close to … Breakneck Bog!" Johan exaggerated.

"Breakneck Bog." Everyone repeated in perfect unison, except for Tuffnut who said it separately.

"Many ships have sailed into its waters, few have returned." Fishlegs informed them of the local legend.

"My grandfather has told me its pirates." Astrid stated.

"That's ridiculous! Everyone knows it's haunted by a fog monster." Snotlout interrupted.

"Fog monster?!" Fishlegs looked mortified.

"Oh here we start with the myths again." Ferno face-palmed.

"Legend says the fog monster makes this really creepy maunder." Tuffnut imitated it. "Then he surrounds you and scrapes the skin off your bones!" Fishlegs released a high-pitched girl scream to Tuffnut's story telling. "And then he scrapes the bones off … whatever is under those."

"And then it drops the bones from the sky." Ruffnut pointed to the cloudy ceiling of the land.

"Quick question, if it scrapes bones apart, then what does he have felt to drop from the sky?" Ferno asked.

"I don't know. We've just heard stories from travellers." Ruffnut shrugged her shoulders. "He also eats the flesh off the bones." She wriggled her fingers with a creepy smile plastered on her face, in front of the younger Haddock.

"Yes, yes it's true! What he says. It, it … surrounded me!" Johann sat uncomfortably, reimagining his ship getting sunk.

"Ok, first you're saying nothing happened and your boat just vanishes and now you're saying it surrounded you." Ferno said with a cocked eyebrow.

"See? Fog monster! Pirates… Haha… stupid grandfather." Snotlout's comment was directed at Astrid, who looked like she was on the verge of doing a great deed to the rest of the village of murdering him.

Hiccup, however, intercepted any type of murder, to many people's shame, and walked up to the terrified Trader and shook him by the shoulders. "Johann, we have to find your ship. There's something on it for my father."

"Yes, yes, yes, there was, but it wasn't for your father. It was for you." The green eyes of the trader then turned to Ferno. "Technically speaking, both of you." He pointed to the two brothers.

Ferno approached the trader and Dragon Trainer.

"For us? From who?" Hiccup asked, desperation evident in his voice.

"He didn't tell you? It was from your mother."

The two half-brothers starred at each other with eyes the sizes of dishes and mouths gaping like goldfish. They hadn't discussed much about their common parent in a very long time, about a year now. And now they discovered that this trembling trader had lost something that belonged to their mother.

"Our mother…?" They said in unison, not changing their shocked faces a millimetre.

"That's impossible." Astrid quipped in, understanding that both were far too speechless to say anything.

"What is it?" Hiccup was first to recover.

"I have no idea, lad. I just know it's in a chest with the Berk crest on it." Johann explained.

"We need to find it!" Ferno jumped up, half-awaken from his shock.

"Take us back there. You, you show us where you were when you lost your ship." Hiccup pleaded, eagerly.

"No, noooo! I won't! You can't make me! I have a knife in my boot!" Johann panicked and jumped up, ready for anything. This, to no one's surprise, only excited the Twins. "I don't have a knife in my boot." They were disappointed. "But no more fog, please."

Ferno lost it, walked up to the trader and grabbed him by the collar, glaring him straight in the eyes. He wasn't planning to do anything to the helpless trader, after all he owed everything to him. But he needed that chest, the last reminder of his mother, other than his brother.

"Alright, just tell us how we can find Breakneck Bog." Hiccup disconnected the burnt hands of the Fire-bearer and the shirt of the Trader.

Johann dusted himself a little then turned back his attention. "Head due east. There's a group of islands in the shape of a man's hand. Breakneck Bog is the thumb."

"Snotlout, you and the Twins take him back to Berk." Hiccup quickly took action, just as eager to find that chest as the second born of their mother.

"Back to Berk? With this clown," he pointed to Johann, "and those clowns?" The pointed to Tuff and Ruff.

As they continued arguing, Johann grabbed Ferno's shoulder and whispered something to him. "On that ship is also another letter, from the Mrs. It's a small parchment underneath the chest, addressed to you."

"Thanks." Suddenly all of the anger and anxiety about his mother drained away. "I'm sorry for grabbing you." He straightened out the collar.

"Eh, no worries." Johann brushed it away, like being threatened was nothing.
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Four of the seven dragon riders flew towards Breakneck Bog. As many would imagine, it was not an uneventful trip.

"What if I gave you two something from my mother?" Fishlegs tried various methods of slipping out of this trip. "Or I could give you my mother! You know you love her crab-cakes!"

"Fishlegs! You have a point about the crab-cakes, but please. We have literally nothing to remember our mother by … well maybe Hiccup's face, but other than that, nothing." Ferno barked at the Gronkle rider.

"Thank you for implying that I look like a woman." Hiccup mumbled sarcastically.

"Be grateful, at least you got something off our mother. Let's see, green eyes, check, brown hair, check, face shape, check. Look at me, I got nothing from her!"

"Not true. You got her eyebrows … and in the light your hair turns brown." Hiccup noted.

Ferno scoffed. In truth, he was a bit jealous Hiccup. He had a mix of both his parents. Mother's eyes. Father's personality. A mix of brown and red hair. Ferno had everything from his father, eyes, hair,

Astrid decided to take the mickey. "The foooog… … the foooooooog…" She laughed when Fishlegs yelped, like a small girl.

"Ah! Tears, Astrid? Is that what you want to see?"

"Please don't make a waterfall." Ferno commented, answering for the laughing-till-her-stomach-rips Astrid.

"Look! There it is." Hiccup pointed to a collection of five different islands.

"Breakneck Bog." Fishlegs said in the warning voice.

"Great. So is it a left or right hand and which is the thumb. I wanna find that damned ship." Ferno said, casually.
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"I don't get it. We flew all around the island. No boat." Hiccup said.

"Not even the remains of a boat." Astrid commented.

"We're carrying on looking." Ferno insisted.

"You know who would take a boat? A fog monster!" Fishlegs put in.

There was a weird sound.

"What was that?" Astrid asked.

"Only one way to find out." Hiccup steered Toothless to continue on.

"Well, what are we waiting for?" Ferno said, impatiently.

"Wait a minute! You don't towards the weird scary sound." Fishlegs whimpered.

Astrid faced him and shrugged. "Yeah, we do. We always do."

"I hate that about us." They came across a pile of bones. "Argh… bones… that's just perfect."

Shriek and Ferno turned and looked at him in perfect unison and with the perfectly identical expression on their face. "What's wrong with bones?" Shriek, to emphasise his rider's comment, let out a growl.

Astrid got off Stormfly and walked forward … only to be grabbed by Stormfly by the shirt and pulled backwards, saving her from being chopped in half by a 10 ton anchor. "Ah…" She looked up from where the anchor when and discovered an entire ship roosting on top of a very tall, hard to climb, massive tree. "Wow! Trader Johann's ship!"

"Wow! He really got off course." Hiccup commented, starring at the hovering giant ship.

"Fog monster." Fishlegs wheezed.

"Well, what are we waiting for?" Ferno began the climb.
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The four dragons hovered above the ship, suspended several meters in the air. When their riders urged them to settle on the floating hunk of wood, they roared in response and didn't budge.

"They're afraid. And they're dragons. So we should ask ourselves: What are we doing?" Fishlegs, as always, would pursue his lost cause of going back.

"That boat's not gonna hold them." Hiccup said, inspecting the boat from a bird's eye view.

"Why don't we jump down and send the dragons below." Ferno suggested, not waiting for the reply and already jumping off the Boneknapper. He was quickly followed by Hiccup and Astrid, but Fishlegs hesitated.

"Great. That's just perfect." The Ingerman muttered, sliding off the side of the Gronkle and landing clumsily on board.

"Move it Fishlegs!" Ferno barked, already turning the top deck upside down for the chest and letter.

"Toothless, ground." Hiccup instructed his dragon.

"Stay where you can hear daddy!" Fishlegs called out to is precious girl.

"Ok, so let's find this thing and get out of here." Hiccup said, whilst his brother was already looking through every drawer and basket on the top deck. "We're looking for a chest with the Berk crest on it."

A single bone fell out of the sky, and landed with a loud clatter.

"Care to explain that?" Fishlegs asked.

Ferno ran to the side of the ship and saw that his dragon was below there. "Well, that wasn't the Boneknapper." He concluded and looked up at the sky.

More bones begun to fall and before they knew it they were running to the deck below.

"That is just a little… bone-shower." Hiccup said, once the bones stopped clattered on the top deck. "And it passed."

"Bone-shower… So am I really the only one that thinks that's weird?" Fishlegs questioned.

"Aaahm…" Astrid put her hand up.

"Okay… it's a little weird." Hiccup reasoned.

A strange scraping sound rung through the boat.

"So was that." Fishlegs hissed.

"But not a reason to stop." Ferno growled and restarted his search for the two items that were from the two most important women in his life.

"Ok let's just start looking for the chest and quickly… that really doesn't sound like friendly scraping." Hiccup said. His voice hid the equal determination and desperation of his brother for the chest.

They searched and searched. One thought was going through the Fire-bearer's brain, '_if someone other than him found that letter and curiosity got the best of them, they would ask questions and find out the truth.'_

In his rage, he kicked a crate and it smashed into pieces against the wall. Hiccup starred at his brother and they shared one of those looks that only siblings would decipher. They nodded and continued searching.

"I've never seen Ferno so serious." Fishlegs whispered to Astrid.

"Nor Hiccup so sincere or silent?" Astrid commented. "But who can blame them? They just heard word of their mother, who neither have seen in over a decade." Astrid walked off, in search for the chest, leaving Fishlegs to stand on the spot.

"I've found it!" Hiccup exclaimed, brushing dust off the wooden box.

Ferno almost tripped over his own feet, in a very Hiccup-y fashion, and was by Hiccup's side when he lifted the chest from the table. As promised a white parchment was lying underneath it.

"What's that?" Hiccup noticed it as well

Ferno quickly snatched it and tucked it into his shirt. "Something of mine." Hiccup gave him the suspicious look, but couldn't do anything because the next sound that was made came from was from Fishlegs' screaming.

"Aaaaaaahhhhhaaaaahhhhh!"

"Ok, who's killing the book nerd?" The chest was found and so was Ferno's humour.

"There was a hand, no skin, all scraped off." Fishlegs hyperventilated.

There were foot prints heading towards the entrance. "It's coming after us!"

"Hide! In there!" He pointed to a cupboard, and the four of them ran into it. "Nobody… breathe."

"There's nothing to breathe." Ferno shot a last quirk and everyone shut up and waited.

"I just want you to know, I love you guys." Fishlegs said, once it became obvious that they were discovered.

The door swung opened and—

"Aaaaahhhhh!" The four trapped teens yelled, but then stopped when they realised who it was.

"Hey guys! Need a hand?" Tuffnut said, holding a skeleton hand, probably the one that Fishlegs saw.

"UGH!" Astrid leaped on him, grabbed the arm and began smacking him with it, repeatedly.

"Ow, ow, ow, ow! Ruffnut! Do something!" Tuffnut begged. His twin did indeed do something, she snatched the skeleton arm away from her friend and began whacking him herself.

"Alright, alright … break it up you guys." Hiccup said, standing up and holding the chest.

The continued hitting him for a bit longer. "Ow… Ouch! Oooowwww…"

"So let me get this straight: This was all you. The bones, the scraping…" Hiccup summed up.

"That's right. And this was all you: Ooh, ah, eek!" Snotlout imitated. Ferno took this as an opportunity to stomp on his non-biological cousin's shin. "Ow!"

"Actually most of that was me." Fishlegs quipped in.

"Oookay… Why-why would you do that? What were you thinking?" Hiccup shouted at Snotlout.

"That I was gonna make you pay for sticking me with Trader Johann." Snotlout retorted.

"Where is he?"

"Don't worry about him. He's fine."

"Okay, he's in trouble. We have to find him before we lose Berk's only trader."
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"Just so you know: I'm not going to forget this." Astrid tapped the skeleton arm in her hand. "And what's with that stupid necklace?" She noticed a gold chain resting on Snotlout's chest.

"You like it? Yeah. Just a little something I found on deck. I can grab one for you, if you want…"

Suddenly the boat began to rock and soon they realised that they were falling off the tree.

"Falling!" Tuffnut yelled.

"Well done, Captain Obvious." Ferno snarled, lying on his chest on the floor of the ship.

"Everybody okay?" Hiccup asked. No one answered, because the room was beginning to fill up with smoke. "Ruuuun!"

"Snotlout… I swear I'm about to kill you." Ferno said, his burnt hand clutching the unopened letter.

"Okay. But just so you know: This fog – Not us." Snotlout informed.

"Okay! Starting to come around on the 'fog monster' theory." Hiccup admitted when the fog slowly began to rise.

The smoke now covered all of their sight and they couldn't even tell where everyone else was. "Aaaaaahhhhhh!" Then the fog vanished.

Fishlegs was literally on top of Snotlout, clinging to dear life. "Hi." He said, before Snotlout dropped him onto the hard floor.

"Can we please just get out of here?" Astrid almost begged.

"Wait! The chest! I-It-It's gone! I just had it." Hiccup panicked.

"You what?!" Ferno's eyes turned to rage and he almost killed his half-brother. "I knew I should have taken it from you." He brushed his hand through his black hair.

"Oh, too bad, so sad – See you back on Berk!" Tuffnut said, as he, his sister, Snotlout and Fishlegs ran out of the ship, in fright and panic of what they had just witnessed.

"Cowards." Ferno mumbled, as he plopped down on a stool and massaged his face. "Well? Why aren't you going with them to Berk?" He turned to Astrid, who was the only one who stayed, aside from his brother.

She grabbed each brother's shoulder and guided them upstairs. "No one is going to Berk, until we find that chest." She said.
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"Hold on you guys." She said, before the riders were able to take off. "That chest was from their mom."

"Yeah. Touching story. Gotta go!" Tuffnut said.

"Put yourself in their shoes."

"Can't. Three shoes for eight feet." Snotlout retorted, and the dragons started walking.

"What if it was your mother?" Astrid tried again.

The dragons stopped in their tracks.
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"I hate you." Snotlout pointed to Astrid, then turned to Ferno. "You owe me an apology for my shin." He pointed at his foot. "And this, does not mean we're really friends." He said to Hiccup.

"Thank you guys. I mean it. Now let's go find that fog monster." Hiccup said.
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They quickly found the fog. Only thing happened was that it split in two.

"There's two of them!" Snotlout exclaimed.

"Astrid! Ferno!" Hiccup yelled.

"On it!" Astrid yelled back. She and the Fire-bearer flew after the escaping cloud, until it vanished.

"Damn it!" Ferno spat at a nearby tree, unleashing a small percentage of his anger.

They met up with the other riders.

"We lost it." Hiccup informed.

"So did we." Astrid said.

"It didn't lose us." Tuffnut pointed at the same blasted cloud!

The dragons, despite their loyalty, began to prepare for take-off.

"What are they doing?" Ruffnut questioned.

"They're leaving us." Tuffnut assumed.

"I knew Hookfang never like me." Snotlout finally realised the obvious.

"Shriek, get down here! Right! Now!" Ferno roared.

"They're not going anywhere. Look!" Hiccup pointed. The dragons, weren't going anywhere, indeed. They were hovering over their heads and using their wings to blow the fog away to reveal tiny smoke-breathing dragons.

"They're dragons." Astrid realised.

"Yeah, angry ones."

"Um, guys, this would be a good time for you to come down now." Ferno nervously pleaded with the dragons.

"Oh look on the bright side, Fishlegs. No fog monster." Hiccup, as was his habit, tried to be optimistic.

"I feel so much better."

The Twins, concluded that they were 'Smokey dragon pirates without eye-patches'. Fishlegs revealed that he had read about this type of dragon in the Dragon Manual.

"You knew about these things?!" Snotlout yelled.

"Well I read about them. I didn't believe they actually existed." Fishlegs defended himself.

"So you went with fog monster instead?" Astrid accused.

It was Hiccup who came to Fishleg's rescue. "Guys can we please talk about this later? What else did the book say?"

"They hide in a veil of smoke, they're very territorial and, uuuuhhhmmm… I forget the third thing."

"Fishlegs, we can win this battle if you somehow remember the last thing." Ferno said, holding his sword out in his defence.

They were being overrun, and so they fell back, thanks to the really useful cover fire of Barf and Belch.

"What are we doing? Why are we still here?" Fishlegs questioned.

"Don't know about you, brother, but I'm not going anywhere without that chest." Ferno turned to his half-brother.

"Yeah, me neither."

"You guys don't even know if they have it!" Snotlout burst.

A cloud of smoke carries away an anchor into a cave. "I have a pretty good idea. Let's get a closer look."
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As it turned out, the Smokebreaths built their nests out of metal objects to defend themselves from larger dragons; a piece of information that was conceived by none other than Fishlegs Ingerman.

"They're welding them all together." Hiccup told them, looking into the cave, with a spy glass that Tuffnut picked up from the ship. "The chest! It's in there! We've got to get them away from that pile of loot."

"Maybe we can lure them away." Astrid suggested.

"With what?" Hiccup asked.

"I have the perfect idea." Ferno's lips danced with a smirk and he turned to Snotlout, who was polishing his beloved gold necklace.

"Shinny. Haha… what?"
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"Here, dragons! Got something for you. Over here. Come and get it…" Snotlout stood on a large rock, holding out his necklace. "I'm gonna make Hiccup and Ferno eat that chest!"

"How awesome was this idea?" Ferno asked, fist-bumping Astrid.

"Those things will be done with Snotlout any second now." Hiccup said, and he, his brother, Fishlegs and Astrid flew into the cave to retrieve one small chest.

Several moments passed before the Fishlegs-alert came in the form of his wimping. "Um, guys, they're coming!"

"Hiccup! Look out!" Astrid yelled, as Smokebreaths surrounded the Dragon Trainer.

A Night Fury and Boneknapper came to his rescue, flapping wings, fire and all.

"Toothless! Ferno!"

"Please don't lose the chest again." The Fire-bearer yelled.

"Hiccup! Don't leave me! Aah!" Snotlout had been carried off and was about to be melted with the metal and his necklace.

"Oh great."

"Can't we just leave him there?" Ferno groaned.

Hiccup retrieved the Jorgenson, despite his brother's comment. And now the rider were retreating from the Smokebreath nest, closely followed by the inhabitants of the nest, themselves.

"Throw away all the metal you've got!" Ferno yelled.

Each rider had emptied the content of their scabbards and secret weapon compartments. Even Snotlout surrendered the golden necklace.
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"Well go head, open it!" Stoic urged the two boys. Each had an uncomfortable look on their face.

"You open it." Hiccup pushed the key into Ferno's hand.

"No, you were her legitimate son. You do it."

"What does it matter which one of us was legitimate or not. We're both her sons."

"Let's open it together, then." Ferno put the key in his brother's hand, then cupped it with his painfully textured hand and guided it to the box. They opened the chest, together.

Inside were two stuffed toys. "I remember these." Hiccup said, picking up the blue one. It was a stuffed toy, resembling a Deadly Nadder or a Night Fury.

"I can't believe it." Ferno picked up the other one. A stitched toy that was green in colour and had the features of a Monstrous Nightmare.

"Your mother made them for you, when you were just babies. Hiccup, you were scared half to death by that thing. You didn't sleep for a week. Ferno, you kept fighting with it, strangling, chewing, and stabbing. You have no idea how many times your mother had to mend it."

"What? I was afraid of dragons?" Hiccup didn't believe him.

"What do you call this?" Ferno put the old toy down and imitated him. "Please, Night Fury, don't kill me! I just freed you! I am breathing so hard and I think I went deaf! Please don't kill me!"

"Knock it off." Hiccup elbowed him in the arm, gently.

"Ow, you were even more terrified back then then that." Stoic gestured to Ferno's imitation. "One day we were out fishing and you threw that think into the sea. You," pointing to Ferno. "Being the younger one, you copied him and threw yours into the sea as well."

"How did you find them?" Ferno asked.

"Well… They showed up in a fishing net. Trader Johann got them in trade and contacted me." Stoic admitted.

"We were so little when mom… you know… I was starting to get afraid that I'd forget her. But now … I love it."

"At least I have something other than you," Ferno playfully punched his brother on the shoulder, "to remember her by."

"Boys… It would make your mother very, very happy to finally hear that." Stoic put a hand on his biological son's shoulder.

-000-

"_Dear Ferno,_

_Two and a half more months left, and we shall be a mother and father. I swear, I am never getting pregnant again. I have the world's largest belly, I have become extremely picky about food, I vomit often, I feel like I am carrying a 5 kilogram sack with me everywhere I go, and I have very weird mood swings. You are very lucky you aren't here. This better be worth it, Haddock!_

_On another note, Alvin is planning something big. He sent ships to capture (and not kill, as is his usual habit) some exotic dragons. He's planning something big. Also Outcast Island had a guest recently. Mildew the Unpleasant. Keep an eye on him, husband. He's had talks with your father._

_Write more to me, please. It feels strange being married, but not having your spouse anywhere near you. Ferno, I'm scared. What if something goes wrong? If I miscarry, if I die, if the child will be born with some kind of disability. It would mean this whole thing was for nothing. I can feel that there is something strange with my pregnancy._

_There's also something that I need to tell you. I didn't want to tell you this while you were at home, because I didn't want you to do anything rash. I promised your cousin to be the father-figure to our child, when you are away. Before you do anything, know that I did this to keep him silent. He knew I set your friend, Astrid, and the spy girl's parents, free. So he agreed to be silent, as long as he was a close uncle._

_Don't be angry. And don't do anything stupid._

_Your wife, Adeliza."_

"So, are you going to tell me what that letter is?" Hiccup said, after putting his toy inside the bed's carving.

Ferno scrunched up the letter, instantly. But it was already too late. Hiccup already knew it was there. "It's not from our mother."

"Then who?" Hiccup began to take off his boot and prosthetic.

"Ever heard of 'curiosity killed the cat'?" Ferno said. Trying to avoid the inevitable.

"And satisfaction brought it back." Hiccup smirked. "Come on? Who's it from? … You know I'm gonna bug you forever, right?" Ferno was silent. "Once I shared my biggest secret with you," He gestured to the snoozing Night Fury. "… I was hoping that one day you'd have the same trust in me, as I had with you."

Ferno sighed. "I hate the guilt trip… Ok, fine. I'll tell you. It's from the girl on Outcast Island. The one I told you about. Adeliza. Savage's daughter. That's all you need to know."

"Ah, the aroma of forbidden love, is always so sweet." Hiccup grinned, lying on his bed with his arms behind his head.

"How would you know that? Your love for a girl was always 'Impossible' not 'Forbidden'. In fact, your love life is encouraged: you're the future Chief and she's a great warrior. However, mine is forbidden: she's the daughter of the enemy … besides, she doesn't even have the same feelings for me." Ferno hid the letter and blew out the candle, ready to go to sleep.

"If she doesn't why does she send you letters, lover-boy?" Hiccup asked, grinning like an idiot in the darkness.

"I don't know." Ferno said, closing his eyes and pulling the covers over him. "Oh Hiccup, if you were in my situation you would understand … Why must women be so complicated?"

"I don't know, buddy. I don't know." Hiccup admitted.

_Most people are afraid of things because they don't understand them. _

_For my damned cousin who has to get his big nose into everything, it has to be my marriage! He can't get into his thick skull that this marriage was arranged, that my wife still has feelings for him and that her children, can only be mine! He doesn't understand that I am innocent in this situation and so he hates my guts!_

_Perhaps, my fear is my cousin. I don't know him well and I don't know just how close he was to my wife. I don't know anything about him and so I am afraid of him._

-000-

SPOILER ALERT FOR STORY!

Guys, I have a small spoiler for you. I plan on Adeliza giving birth during the finale episodes 'We are Family', and I've already written the scene. Votes for the names are still valid, because I can change the chapters slightly, but let it stick in your mind that the scene for Ferno meeting his kids is written.

So the name suggestions will be open until then.


	40. Gem of a Different Colour

_Vikings are strong, tough, and courageous. But courage is a funny thing. Many are born with it. For some, it's a never-ending struggle, and for others, well, they just don't know enough to be afraid._

Ruffnut and Tuffnut took advantage of the compulsory combat training to smash each other to oblivion.

"As I've said a million times, and as Ruffnut has demonstrated so splendidly, the shield is your most important weapon." Gobber lectured them. "Who's next?"

"Hold on. I don't get to hit her back?" Tuffnut was clearly appalled by the situation.

"On your own time." Gobber said and turned to the remaining teens. "Hiccup, Astrid."

"Oooohh." Ferno didn't fail with the sound effects.

"Well, I-I don't think it's really fair for me to be fighting a—"Hiccup didn't finish his sentence before he found himself on the floor, pinned by Astrid, unable to move.

"You go girl." Ferno sniggered quietly in the background, somehow containing his laughter.

"When you're in a situation like this, it's best to remain calm and take deep breaths." Gobber's advice was as usual, useless. "When that's not an option, I would advise playing dead."

"Yeah, that's if you aren't already." Ferno voiced his thoughts, making his friends laugh.

When Astrid did get off him, Hiccup looked half-dead. Or at least his shoulder was dislocated. "Shoulder should pop back into place in no time." He reassured her.

"Snotlout, Fishlegs. Let's see what you've got." Gobber urged, automatically turning on Snotlout's self-cheerleading mode. Everyone just ignored him. "Come on Fishlegs, don't be shy." There was no book nerd in the Arena. "Eh, thoughts on Fishleg's whereabouts? Anyone?"

"Oh well, that means that I get to break Snotlout's arm." Ferno grinned evilly. He walked up to an unsuspecting Snotlout, gripped his arm and twisted it, causing Snotlout's whole body to flip 360 degrees and fall, hard, on the stone floor.

"Oooooowwww! Snotlout screamed. "I think you broke my spine!"

"Oh, stop being such a baby." Some distance away, Ferno whooped and punched the air. "Always wanted to do that!"

-000-

"I'm started to get a little worried about Fishlegs." Astrid said, in the middle of the night, when the teens met up. "Do you think he's ok?"

"He looks Ok to me." Ruffnut said, pointing at the sky, where Fishlegs was flying towards them.

"Is Fishleg's glowing?" Tuffnut asked.

"Actually, I think he is." Hiccup admitted. Indeed, the Ingerman had something that was glowing a series of different colours.

"Not for long." Snotlout cracked his knuckles.

Fishlegs landed.

"Uh, Fishlegs where were you this afternoon?" Hiccup asked him.

"You missed hand to hand combat. My hand to your face." Snotlout boasted.

"Which actually turned to my fist to your spine." Ferno sniggered.

"I like to use the part of my body above the neck." Fishlegs stated in a matter-of-factly tone.

"What neck?" Snotlout and Ferno said at the same time.

"Oh, amusing. But I refuse to encourange your violent tendencies, Snotlout. And please quit with the annoying jokes, Ferno." Fishlegs defended.

"Don't knock it till you try it." Snotlout said.

"That would be like ripping off a part of me." Ferno said in mock hurt.

"He's glowing again." Ruffnut told her twin.

"I know … spooky." Tuffnut agreed, for once.

"It's not me that's glowing. It's this." Fishlegs took out a multi-colour changing rock out of his satchel.

The teens wowed at the rock, when the light hit their eyes.

"What is it?" Questioned Hiccup.

-000-

The answer to that question came later that afternoon, in the Great Hall, where a crowd of anxious Vikings gathered around Fishlegs and his glowing rock.

"It's a stone of good fortune." Gobber concluded. "My great uncle's wife's brother once told me of its powers."

"I thought he was mute." Mulch walked up to him.

"Until he found the stone. Then we couldn't shut him up." Gobber explained. "This stone brings good luck to whomever comes in contact with it."

As soon as the words left the blacksmith's mouth the crowd began to clamour. As it seemed, not for long because the Chief showed up. "Everyone stand back." He walked up to them. "Who found this?"

"Uh, right here Chief." Fishlegs said, somewhere from the floor.

"It's a stone of good fortune." Gobber informed his best friend.

Gobber just didn't know how to calm a crowd. They all started begging Fishlegs to be able to touch the stone, and when that didn't work, they started an auction.

"Three yaks for the stone!"

"Four chickens!"

"20 sheep and my firstborn, Gustav."

Stoic lost it. "Listen to me! This belongs to Fishlegs, and what he does with it, is up to him." Nevertheless, the crowd continued the auction.

"Maybe we should get you out of here." Hiccup suggested, already leading the beefy book nerd out of the Great Hall, with the rest of the teens.

"20 sheep and Gustav Larson? You're turning that down? Come on, what do you want for it?"

"It's a good thing he turned it down. Imagine how badly he'll smell and how difficult it would be if he had 20 sheep. And Gustav Larson is basically a mini you. How would want that as their slave?" Ferno, as always, voiced his opinion.

"You can't have it Snotlout, not for any price." Fishlegs protected the gem from Snotlout, by putting it under his arm.

"Oh, I think I can." Snotlout puffed out his chest. "You seem to forget—When Snotlout wants something, he just takes it."

"Then how come your life is filled with unfinished goals?" Ferno asked, with a cocked eyebrow.

"Because those must have not been so important." Snotlout explained.

"How badly do you really want it, Snotlout?" Astrid glared daggers at the Jorgenson.

He simply scoffed. "You're lucky I don't hit girls."

"Yeah? So are you." She hardened her glare and the group walked off.
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"Are you sure you want to do this, Fishlegs?" Hiccup questioned as he, Fishlegs, Astrid and Ferno flew to the same island where Fishlegs found the gem.

"There's too much stress. You saw that mob. They ran right over me." Fishlegs explained.

"Like a sack of flour." Astrid agreed.

"I just want to put this thing back where I found it and never think about it again." Fishlegs said, defiantly. "Stone of good fortune, yeah right?"

"You know you can hide that thing and secretly keep rubbing it to get good fortune." Ferno suggested.

"No… because someone will find out and steal it." Fishlegs urged to keep flying to the island.

The Night Fury, Deadly Nadder, Gronkle and Boneknapper all began to growl, as if sensing something off about the place they were flying to.

"Hey, I thought you said you found it buried in the sand?" Hiccup asked.

"I did."

"Then what's that." The Dragon Rider pointed to a land glowing with the same gem that was in Fishleg's palm rooted in the trees.

"Are those-?"

"Dragon nests."

"Ok, why would a dragon fill its nest with gems?" Astrid questioned.

"Because they're not gems." Hiccup realised.

"They're dragon eggs. How did I miss that? The egg I bug up must have fallen out and gotten buried."

"Yeah, forget what I said about keeping the egg. I was just talking to myself." Ferno added, quickly.

"I can't believe I almost kept this baby away from its mother." Fishlegs apologies to a technically unanimated object.

"But you didn't. Now let's put this egg back and get out of here." Hiccup suggested.

They landed, Fishlegs choosing a tree to put the egg back in. The dragon began to growl shortly after.

"The mothers must be close." Hiccup concluded, sitting onto of an uneasy Night Fury.

The spines on Stormfly's tail shot up, ready to strike. "Yeah, real close. Fishlegs! Say you're good byes and let's go."

"Ok, ok." He spoke to the egg like to a little child. _It was sad to watch_. "Good bye little colour changing dragon egg."

"Fishlegs! Seriously!" Ferno yelled out, annoyed.

They flew off the island as fast as possible, primarily because they were chased off of it.

"What dragon was that?" Ferno asked, looking back at the island after they were a safe distance away.

"I couldn't see anything." Hiccup admitted. "It was like an invisible dragon."

"An invisible acid-spitting dragon … please don't tell the twins, a Zippleback is more than enough dragon for them."

"Agreed." Hiccup, Astrid and Fishlegs all said in unison.

-000-

"Invisible … acid-spitting… there it is. It's called the Changewing. According to the Book of Dragons." Fishlegs informed them, once he found the page in his favourite book.

Ferno looked over Fishleg's shoulder. "Where are the drawings?"

"There aren't any."

"I guess you can't really draw it if you can't see it." Hiccup reasoned. Ferno shrugged his shoulders.

"Listen to what it says. 'This remarkable dragon is able to change the colour of its skin to blend in with its surroundings.'." Fishlegs read.

"Does it say anything about eggs?"

"N-no. Those didn't look like dragon eggs, right? If I had seen that, you know I would never have gone and stolen—"

Ferno slapped his burnt hand onto the book nerd's shoulder and forced him to sit down before he died of worry. "Sit down before you hurt yourself."

"Fishlegs, calm down." Hiccup faced the Ingerman. "None of us knew."

"But I should have." Fishlegs tried to get up again, but failed because of the strength of the Fire-bearer, forcing him down.

"All I know is, it's a good thing we brought that egg hack to its mother. Who knows what they'd do if the eggs were still of Berk?" Hiccup did his best to comfort of the book worshiper.

"Looks like we're about to find out." Ferno pointed to the Thorston Twins, who were coming into the Great Hall, the male of which was holding the same glowing multi-colour changing egg that the four had spent the last hour putting back into its nest.

"Uh, what's that?" Hiccup walked up to them, with a shock and horror consuming his face.

"Uh, I don't know—Maybe a lifetime of good luck." Tuffnut boasted. Then he and Ruffnut bashed their heads, as was their tradition, and usually it was Tuffnut that was knocked unconscious. But today was one of those days you should mark red on the calendar and Ruffnut fell to the floor. Seeing his victory, Tuffnut did a weird victory jig.

"Oh what do you know, maybe it is lucky." Ferno observed the barely conscious Thorston Twin, lying on the ground.

"I'll take that." Astrid was about to grab it out of his grip.

"Over my cold, dead body." Tuffnut huddled the egg like a helpless child. He and his now standing twin began to run out of the Great Hall.

"Where did you get it?" She demanded.

"We traded for it." Ruffnut called back.

"Traded with who?" Hiccup shouter-asked, but the Twins were long out of the door.

"Who do you think?" Ferno said, crossing his arms.
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As guessed, Snotlout was standing in the middle of town, hosting an auction for the dragon eggs, that the four had saw on that island.

It seemed that he already sold one of his eggs to the Larsons because by his side, Gustav was assisting him in his sales.

The four friends tried to convince Snotlout from selling any more of those eggs.

"Snotlout, what are you doing?" Hiccup asked, once the crowd had dispersed and it would be possible to get Snotlout's attention.

"What does it look like I'm doing? I'm getting rich."

"But you can't."

"I already did. The gems are gone." Snotlout said, quickly followed by Gustav.

"Gone." The four friends looked at the mini-Snotlout with a strange face.

"They're not gems. And they certainly don't bring good luck." Hiccup attempted to explain.

"Puh-lease, they're bringing me good luck. I'm up to my neck in weapons and livestock." Snotlout remained indifferent.

"Snotlout those are dragon eggs." Astrid yelled at him

"Uh, Changewings to be exact." Fishlegs supplied.

"Invisible, acid-spitting, dangerous and hostile to anyone who has their kid. I know it doesn't ring a bell to you, but focus!" Ferno yelled.

"Changewings, schamange—I don't care what they are! All I know is I'm rich, and you're not." Snotlout said, leaning on a large yak.

"We're rich and you're not." Gustav mimicked him, leaning on a sheep.

The teens glared at the 5 year old.

"Kid, you know you're a slave, right?" Ferno asked him, but the Snotlout Jr. didn't budge.

"Snotlout, listen to me. We need to get those eggs off of Berk, before something really bad happens." Hiccup spoke.

"Uh, you do not want to separate a dragon mother from her egg, especially one you can't see that shoots burning acid." Fishlegs added.

"Really? You did."

"So? That was an accident." Fishlegs quickly defended.

"Accident, on purpose, rich, poor—Who cares? They're gone and I have a no return policy. Tell em' Gustav."

"No returns." He said pushing a cart of weapons.

"This is just sad, now." Ferno couldn't resist a comment.

"If you want them, you'll have to take that up with my customers." And the Jorgenson was pulled away on a cart by yaks.

"Oh, this is all my fault." Fishlegs moaned, and collapsed onto the ground.

"This isn't your fault Fishlegs." Hiccup, always the peace-maker, tried to reassure him.

"Yes, it is. If I hadn't gone to that Island and brought that egg back, then Snotlout wouldn't have known where to get them, and we wouldn't be endangered of imminent attack by angry mother Changewings!"

"When you put it that way, it really is his fault." Astrid commented, which only got a glare by from Hiccup. "Just saying."

"She has a point you know." Ferno, who was standing next to Astrid, agreed.

Hiccup just gave up on the two. "Look it doesn't matter who's fault it is." He walked up to Fishlegs. "We just have to find those eggs."

-000-

They found the twins… on a cliff… with the 'stone of good fortune'… testing it's abilities by shoving Tuffnut into a pit of angry Fireworms. Ruffnut looked very pleased with this event, she was grinning like mad.

As Tuffnut plummeted to his death, he was caught in the nick of time by Astrid and Stormfly.

"Guys, that's not a good luck stone. It's a dragon egg. And it's mother is a dangerous dragon that blends with just about anything and spits hot burning acid and destroys whatever is in its path." Hiccup explained.

"Ok, so like, if a tree, for example, were spitting acid and melting everything on sight—" Tuffnut started

"You're saying it would be one of these dragons?" Ruffnut finished. A classic twin thing that they did often.

Ferno, with a shocked expression, started clapping, loudly. "And I'm being sincere."

"Wow, they got it on the first try." Astrid commented.

"We're not stupid." Ruffnut defended, looking at Astrid and Ferno.

"At least I'm not. And besides, there's one right there." He pointed to a tree behind Hiccup.

They observed with awe the dragon that was able to blend in with anything. As quickly discovered, there were actually three Changewings. Of course, they noticed the egg in Tuffnut's hand and instantly one of them made a go for it.

"Ha! Nice try, but as you can see, I am holding the stone of good fortune—"The dragon grabbed the male twin, shook him vigorously in its paws. When the egg was stray from Tuffnut's grip, the Changewing plunged to it, caught it and the three of them flew off.

"At least they're gone?" Ruffnut said, dusting herself.

"Uh, they're not gone." Hiccup slumped his shoulder and looked to the skies, where the Changewings disappeared.

"How do you know?" Astrid asked.

"Because the Changewings worked as a team to save that one egg." Fishlegs explained.

"Oh no." Ferno pinched the bridge of his nose. "I can see the village fighting Changewings already."

"Are you saying what I think you're saying?" Astrid face showed horror.

"Oh, that's what he's saying. Wait. What are you saying?" Tuffnut unnecessarily gave his input.

"None of the Changewings are going to leave until all their eggs are safe." Fishlegs explained further.

"And they are going to tear apart Berk until they find every last one." Hiccup summarised.

-000-

"So what you're telling me is that our village is about to be under siege by wild dragons we can't see." Stoic passed inside his house, after the teens, minus Snotlout, explained the problem.

"Dad, it sounds ridiculous, but if we were lying to you, don't you think we would have come up with something a little more believable." Ferno asked.

"Oh, you forgot the hot burning acid." Everyone looked at Tuffnut, with incredulous looks. "What? It was awesome."

"Well, grab your dragons then. We'll fight them off." Stoic said, in a warrior-like tone.

"Dad, I wish it were that easy. No matter what we do, they won't go away until they get what they want." Hiccup explained.

"They just want their babies." Fishlegs said, then moaned in mental agony. "Oh this is all my fault."

Gobber burst through the room. "Stoic! I just realised something. It's not a stone of good fortune. It's a Changewing egg. I always get those two confused. So, what are you all up to?"

"Really? You couldn't have told us this, like yesterday, in front of the whole village, before Snotlout went and sold three of them." Ferno barked.

"Hiccup, what are you suggesting we do?" It was amazing, really, how Stoic now took all of his advice from Hiccup, unlike a year ago he wouldn't even look on him.

"I think we should get everyone off the island, until we can get the eggs back with their mothers and the Changewings are gone. Hopefully it's not too late." He suggested.

"In all the years I've been Chief, we've never turned in fear of anything." Stoic said, proudly. "I'm not about to start—"

The villagers outside, began to scream. When the group in the Haddock House looked out, they saw an invasion of Changewings, attacking villagers, in pursuit of the eggs.

"They're looking for their eggs." Hiccup explained, once again.

"Right, whatever. We'll look for the eggs." Ferno gestured for the other riders to get to their dragons and start search for the eggs that Snotlout had so unhelpfully sold to random people!

-000-

Stoic made the decision of everyone evacuating to the docks. Villagers were boarding the ships, with their most treasured belongings. The teens were looking for the damned eggs.

Fishlegs and Ferno found the egg belonging to the Larsons.

"We need your stone Mrs. Larson." Fishlegs yelled through all the commotion to the woman who was walking the cart with her baby inside it.

"But my boy—Gustav. Snotlout said no returns." She said.

"Why would you sell your own child in the first place?" Ferno mumbled inaudibly. "We'll get your son back. Just give us the egg!" He yelled.

A Changewing appeared right beside the middle aged woman. Shrieks fired a jet of fire at it, but it quickly recovered and leapt on the Boneknapper. Somewhere during the fight, one of the dragon nudged the cart where the baby was and sent it cartwheeling down the steps of the Great Hall. The Changewing, sensing something, forfeited it's fight with the Boneknapper and leapt after the cart.

"Fishlegs!"

"On it!"

It was a close race to retrieve the two infants, but just before the cart smashed into pieces. Fishlegs grabbed the baby and the Changewing grabbed the egg that was also treasured inside it.

By Fishleg's account, the baby was… it was hideous… there were just no other ways to describe it.
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"Dad, stop the evacuation. We got them all." The riders flew up to the Chief.

The third egg belonged to Bucket and Astrid took care of him.

"Then how do you explain that?" Gobber pointed to a cluster of Changewings, keeping their cat-like eyes on the ship.

"There are four of them." Hiccup concluded.

"But there were only three eggs." Fishlegs said.

"They're going for the ship." Astrid pointed out, following the trail of their eye sight.

"What do they want with—" Ferno was interrupted by the book nerd.

"It's not the ship. It's what's on it." Fishlegs pointed to Snotlout, who was talking to Gustav, with all of his booty already packed and ready to go. "Another egg. Can you guys keep the Changewings at bay?" He sounded frightening.

"What are you going to do?" Hiccup questioned.

"Something I should have done a long time ago." He fell off on his Gronkle.

"I like the new Fishlegs. Maybe we should steal Changewing egg more often." Ferno received glares from all sides. "Oh come on, I was only kidding."

"Dad!" Hiccup yelled at his father.

"Got it!" He hopped onto the blue Thunderdrum.

Hiccup, Astrid, Stoic, Ferno and the Twins flew off to fight the Changewings.
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"So you got the egg?" Ferno was first to jump of his dragon and approach Fishlegs.

"What do you think?" He held up the multi-colour changing egg. "Now if you excuse me, I have a date with destiny."

"By all means, don't make me the one to stop you." Ferno held up his hands defensively and made a way for Fishlegs.
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"I'm telling you, up closes, face-to-face, it was much more ferocious." Fishlegs leaned over Hiccup's shoulder, as he drew the missing pictures of the Changewings into the Book of Dragons.

"Can you just let him do his job?" Ferno asked, irritated.

"I'm just saying, one of us was there and one of us wasn't." Fishlegs said, looking off into the distance. Hiccup resumed drawing. "That's it. Now do the teeth and the hot dripping acid." Hiccup drew so. "Perfect."

"Finally, he's satisfied." Ferno rolled his eyes, then taking a look at the dragon. "Actually now, I think the eyes were a bit different."

Hiccup glared at him. "Are you serious?"

"Be thankful that I'm not."

"Snotlout, Fishlegs, you're up." Gobber called.

"Excuse me, there's something I've been meaning to take care of."

"Go for it Fishlegs, and don't hesitate to break something of Snotlout's. A nose or an arm." Ferno called out.

_Having courage isn't the same as having no fear, despite common belief. It's being afraid and pushing forward anyway, whether that means saving a baby dragon, protecting those you love, or giving a special someone the butt kicking they so richly deserve. In my opinion the last one is the most important._


	41. We Are Family Part 1

**War sage**, I think you'll like the last part of this chapter.

-000-

_Vikings have a strong sense of community. It's important for us to be part of be part of a family, and to celebrate that connection. And speaking of family, I was going to become a father any time now._

A shrieking howl echoed through the woods, followed by some others.

"That's why you brought us out here? To honk into the wind?" Snotlout asked, impatiently, obviously having somewhere more importantly to be (sarcasm).

"Just wait, Snotlout." Fishlegs gestured for him to sit back down in his previous seat on the fallen tree in the Cove.

"Dragon calls? Whatever." He sat back down.

"Ferno, tell him to shut up and that it works." Hiccup asked of his brother, with his back turned to him. They tested this out yesterday so it definitely did work.

There was no reply.

"Ferno?" Hiccup turned around to find his half-brother in what looked like a day-dream. He was playing with something in his fingers and looking off into the distance with a dead stare. "Ferno!"

"Hmn?" He snapped out of his thoughts.

"Never mind." Hiccup noticed then Snotlout reflecting light off a medal, distracting the Thorston Twins. "Um, guys?"

Snotlout chuckled. "Idiots."

"Snotlout." Hiccup cocked his eyebrow.

"So stupid."

"Seriously?"

"What? It's fun." Snotlout scoffed and put away the medal.

"Ugh, gone again." Tuffnut was completely oblivious, as was his twin.

"And nothing, can we go now?" Snotlout resumed his complaining.

The familiar Night Fury call met Snotlout's complaint and silenced him.

"You were saying?" Astrid smirked confidently, and Toothless pounced into the Cove, returning the howl that Hiccup made.

"Fine." Snotlout threw his arms into the air. "I hate to admit it, but that was pretty cool."

"Not as cool as that disappearing shiny thing." Tuffnut supplied. "You can never catch it."

"Fishlegs, you wanna show us your dragon call?" Hiccup gestured towards a boulder that acted as a stage, on which Fishlegs quickly and eagerly stepped onto.

"Thought you'd never ask…" And off Fishlegs went babbling on about Gronkle calls.

Hiccup already predicting this, went and sat beside his half-brother. Noticing someone to be sitting beside him, Ferno hid the ring he was fiddling with, in his large fist.

"What's happening to you?" Hiccup asked, in the background, Fishlegs was still babbling. "You're acting strange. I've never seen you miss a chance to give Snotlout or The Twins some lip."

"I have a lot of things on my mind." Was the Fire-bearer's answer.

"Such as?"

"MMMMRAAAAGGHHHH!"

Both brothers almost jumped out of their skins. They turned around to look at what was the cause of such a horrifying noise. The answer was: Fishlegs Ingerman.

"What was that?" Ferno stared at the beefy boy.

"That would be a Gronkle call, if you had listened." Fishlegs informed him, and as soon as the words left his mouth, a herd of Gronkles flew overhead, one of which was Meatlug.

"Wow, nice herd." Tuffnut commented, looking at the Gronkle stampede.

"Be home for dinner! We're having granite – That's her favourite." Fishlegs informed them of such important information.

"Hers or yours?" Ferno just couldn't help but ask the question.

"Okay…" Hiccup moved on from Ferno's question. "Anyone think they can beat that?"

"I'll give it a shot. Watch this." Astrid volunteered and hopped onto the stone and released a wolf-like howl. A group of Nadders heard her call and flew up into the sky.

"Good job, Astrid, first try."

"Uh, I have an important question." Tuffnut lifted his hand.

"No, Tuffnut. We won't be using yaks as target practise for our dragons." Ferno hung his head back and leaned it against the fallen tree wall behind him.

"No not that." Tuffnut waved him off.

"Is it actually important?" Hiccup sighed.

"Yes. It always is. Like, why are we even doing this? I don't get it."

"Well first of all, you never know when you're going to get separated from your dragon, and the only way to communicate it is to call it." Hiccup explained.

"Sorry. Didn't get it."

"Second of all, it's Bork week, and my dad asked us to put on a dragon air parade."

"Why do we care about this Bork guy, anyway? Wasn't he a dragon killer?" Ruffnut, for once, asked an intelligent question.

"Hey, Bork only killed dragons in self defence. He studied them, wrote about them, lived and breathed them." Fishlegs entered another babble.

"And without him, there would be no Book of Dragons." Hiccup added.

"And without the Book of Dragons there would be—"

"No reason for you to live." Snotlout kindly finished for him, sending the Twins and Ferno into a fit of laughter and chuckles.

Hiccup glared at his brother for being unhelpful with the situation. "What? He's got a point."

Hiccup turned his attention back to Snotlout and the Twins. "Dragon Academy… actually. And there wouldn't be any cool dragon air show."

Snotlout jumped off the fallen tree. "So when we do this really cool dragon air show, who's he gonna fly with?" Snotlout pointed to the Night Fury, lounging around in the grass.

Hiccup sighed. "I'm still working on that."

-000-

"I wish there were other Night Furies for you, bud." Hiccup said, looking at his friend rolling in the grass.

"You know, there's a lesson you should have learnt in your 14 years of existence. Being one of a kind is not so bad." Said Ferno, who was lying in the grass, using his dragon as a pillow.

Before Hiccup could reply, he noticed Astrid flying over to them and landing, near them.

"There you are. Hey, check out my Nadders. I finally got them flying in perfect formation." She pointed to the sky where a group of Deadly Nadders flew in a perfect right angle.

"Wow, yeah, that's, that's great." Hiccup said, unconvincingly.

"Hiccup?"

"We're having a only dragon species on the island crisis." Ferno said, not opening his eyes, peacefully sleeping in the grasslands.

"Hiccup?" Astrid pressed harder, with a dangerous glare that always made Hiccup's knees buckle.

"I've just been thinking, Stormfly has other Nadders. Hookfang has a whole herd of Monstrous Nightmares. And Toothless has… Toothless has no one."

Ferno cleared his throat, making Hiccup and Astrid turn around. "I know, I know, buddy. Hiccup just doesn't know what he is saying." Ferno cooed, in a very Fishleg's style manner, at his dragon, who played along by rolling on his back.

Astrid rolled her eyes. "He has a point. You and Toothless aren't the only ones that are one species. Look at those two." She pointed to the Boneknapper and his boy, goofing off. "And in any case, Toothless has you... and he seems pretty happy." And so, the Night Fury was rolling around in the grass.

"You know what I mean." Hiccup remained unconvinced.

"Hiccup, Toothless will be fine." She began her run towards her loyal Nadder. "Oh, I almost forgot. Your father and Gobber are looking for you two. They wanna see you in the Great Hall. They looked serious." She flew off on her dragon.

"Yeah, great. Happy Bork Week to us." Hiccup looked at the Fire-bearer.

-000-

The two brothers entered a room full of big, serious-looking Vikings. As one might imagine when found in a situation like this, they felt scared.

"Uh? Okay?" Ferno cocked his eye brow.

"This is weird." Hiccup agreed, not taking his eyes off the Vikings in the Great Hall.

"Hiccup, Ferno, come forward." Stoic asked of them, and they did so. "And hold out a hand each."

Ferno did so, but Hiccup at the last moment drew back.

"Uh, dad, Gobber, other scary looking Vikings, I'd just like to say, in my own defence, I cannot control Snotlout, the Twins or Ferno 24 hours a day."

"Hey!" Ferno almost punched his brother for that. "I'm not as bad as them!"

"You almost set fire to the Barn House last week." Hiccup defended.

"Okay, that wasn't my fault…"

"ENOUGH!" Stoic yelled, annoyed at their choice of the moment for their rare bickering. They both shut up and looked at the Chief. "Alright, now then. Boys, as you know, Bork week has begun, the first one since we made peace with the dragons. So it has been decided that from this moment forward, all things dragon-related, including Bork's life's work, shall be entrusted to you, as Heads of the Academy, and the academy itself."

Hiccup looked shocked, surprised and happy, Ferno had the deadpan look.

"If it means keeping a library in our room, I'm resigning." He said, before someone said anything.

"Shut up." Hiccup hissed.

Gobber brought forward a chest and opened it. "This is where the Book of Dragons started."

"And Fishleg's existence." Ferno supplied.

Gobber ignored him. "Everything he ever wrote on the subject is in these notes. Personal thoughts, feelings, fears, even some delicious recipes."

"Whoa." Was Hiccup's reaction.

"Where's the recipes?" Was Ferno's, suddenly more interested.

Hiccup shot him a sharp glare, then turned back to the Vikings. "I don't know what to say. Thank you, dad. This is…"

"Son, this is a big part of our history. You and the dragons are a big part of our future. It's now up to you to take care of both."

Gobber packed up books back into the chests, and handed it to Hiccup… reluctantly.

"They're yours now." Gobber said sadly, after Hiccup handled the chest.

-000-

"Guys, look at this. It's amazing." The Dragon Trainer was listing through the book.

"Hiccup! It's 3 o'clock in the morning! I! DON'T! CARE!" Ferno's face was literally inside his pillow. "And I'm sure Toothless would agree with me." He pulled the cover over his head to block out the light and his brother's voice.

Hiccup ignored him. "There are his personal notes. Everything he observed about dragons is right here. Along with some rather interesting sketches of his neighbours. Urgh, can't un-see that"

"Hiccup, in a minute you'll be as disfigured as those drawings. Astrid will never like to see you again." Ferno mumbled and a smirk dancing on his lips. Hiccup's answer to that was to throw a book in the Fire-bearer's face.

"Hey! Watch where you throw things!" Ferno almost whacked the book back at his brother when he noticed a secret compartment. He sat up, digging a burnt figure into the secret compartment. "Hey, did you notice this?" He asked a Hiccup who was too engrossed in another notebook to hear him. "HEY!"

Hiccup jumped in surprise. "Odin, you scared me."

Ferno climbed down the bunk bed. "Did you notice the secret compartment?" He sat beside the scrawny brunet teen.

"No. Show me." Hiccup snatched the book and pulled out of the compartment a piece of paper. "This is all about the Night Fury…" He realised and looked at this dragon, who like Ferno, could not care less. "It's all about you bud."

"I… don't think he cares."

"Bork didn't put any of this in the Book of Dragons. 'My studies conclude that an entire island exists teaming with mysterious Night Furies. I call this land the Isle of Night'. An island, filled with Night Furies."

At that moment, Ferno's head fell of from his palm. "I'm guessing we're moving from Berk."

Hiccup grabbed his brother's shoulder and shook him violently. "Ferno, we need to find that island. When we do, we'll find Toothless' family and he won't be alone."

Ferno cocked his head and looked at the sleeping Night Fury with a deadpan. "Toothless, do you care that you're the only Night Fury on Berk?" His response was a snore. "Yeah, he's really bothered by that fact." The storm eyes looked accusatively at the emerald. "I don't get what your deal is. Toothless doesn't care that he's the only Night Fury on Berk, yet you, who is same species populates the Archipelago, are so worried about it."

"It's just that my whole childhood, I spent being the only runt—"

"Say it and you'll find yourself with a black eye and a swollen lip."

"Fine. Being the only _prematurely born _and one of a kind that I don't want Toothless to go through that." Hiccup admitted.

Ferno sighed. "Ok, fine. But can we please go to sleep now. You know I can't sleep with the lamp on."

"No." Hiccup remained his stubborn self. "I need to continue reading this."

"I see we're not going the easy way." Ferno stood up, and picked up his brother, throwing him over his shoulder and climbing on the top bed.

"Hey, what are you doing?!" Hiccup panicked. Ferno plunged his brother in his own bed and somehow managed to tie him up and attach him to metal shackles that were screwed to the bed frame, not allowing any possible way of him escaping. "Why do you have shackles attached to your bed?"

"I've been making them for the past half hour to do this to you so you would shut up, and I could get my sleep." Ferno put another rope on his brother's mouth. "There, good night." He blew out the candle and landed in his brother's bed. His eyes met the confused look of the Night Fury. "Toothless, all you need to know is that we can sleep tonight." Contented both Fire-bearer and Toothless simultaneously lay their heads on their respectable beds and snored to delight.

Both forget completely about the poor Dragon Tamer still shackled to the bed of his brother.

-000-

"So let me get this straight. To find this island we have to find Bork's cave?" Snotlout shouter asked, whilst flying.

"His last known place of residence." Fishlegs supplied.

"Who would live in a cave?" Asked Astrid.

"Who wouldn't?" Tuffnut counter asked.

"There must be something in there about the Isle of Night and where we can find it." Hiccup said, to the other riders, however specifically ignoring his half-brother. "Bork's note said his cave was right above Odin's shield. Right there! That must be it."

They all landed.

"Um, so wait, so how do we know what we're looking for?" Tuffnut questioned.

"It's a cave. Look for a big hole in the side of mountain." Astrid explained, but The Twins remained confused.

"A place where you would never want to get out of." Ferno spoke the language of the Twins.

"Got it." They said simultaneously and set off.

"You know, we don't have to bring them every time." Astrid told The Haddock Brothers.

"What else are we gonna do with them?" Ferno reasoned.

A horrifying moan slash roar slash burp erupted, automatically palms threw themselves into their owner's earholes, blocking the irritating sound.

"SNOTLOUT!" Ferno screamed realising the cause of their suffering.

"What in the world was that?" Fishlegs questioned once the horror was over.

"That is a Changewing call; my friend. Surprised you didn't know that." Snotlout looked back at Fishlegs.

And so the competition between who could do the worst dragon call between Snotlout and Fishlegs, much to the horror of everyone else.

"Snot! Fish! SHUT UP!" Everyone said simultaneously when they had enough.

They temporarily stopped.

"Thank Odin."

-000-

"That Bork was a dweeb, but boy, he could climb like a mountain goat." Snotlout said, as the riders climbed the difficult to travel on for normal people mountain once discovering an opening in the mountain.

"How did he get up here every day without a dragon?" Ferno asked, after Shriek almost misplaced his leg onto the wrong stone.

A drum like concussive sound sounded behind the riders.

Hiccup, who was at the front of the pack of riders, sighed. "Fishlegs, I thought we agreed to ease up on the dragon calls."

"Actually, that wasn't me. Mine's far more authentic." Fishlegs proclaimed.

A Thunderdrum, that remarkably resembled Thornado, appeared out of nowhere, and eyed the rider threateningly.

"You wanna tell that to him?" Astrid said, sarcastically.

"Head for the cave!" Hiccup ordered.

They flew towards it, but when they arrived the said cave, which they had seen quite clearly before, had vanished from sight.

"What cave?" Tuffnut questioned.

"We just saw it! There was a hole!" Astrid exclaimed.

"Caves and holes don't just disappear!" Ferno complained.

"Yep, and now the holes gone." Tuffnut stated the obvious.

"Snotlout, Ruff and Tuff, you guys look for the cave opening." Hiccup ordered. "The rest of us will lure the Thunderdrum away." Night Fury, Deadly Nadder, Boneknapper and Gronkle lifted off. "Fishlegs, Thunderdrum call!"

"Wish you would make up your mind." Fishlegs began the tiring process of clearing his throat.

"Fishlegs!" Ferno yelled, running out of patience.

Fishlegs released a noise that no one wanted to know from which part of his body that came out of.

"Yeah, nothing like Fishleg's dragon call to get a dragon to follow you… wha-? It works?" Ferno said once he saw the Thunderdrum chasing after Fishlegs.

-000-

The Twins, or mostly Snotlout, found the cave. It was blocked from view by a camouflaging Changewing… the one that Snotlout had the brains to call earlier.

"You know this serves you right, right?" Ferno said, cocking his head to the side to enjoy the view of the Changewing hugging Snotlout like a doll. The Twins had a go at blasting Snotlout apart from the Changewing, that didn't go so well, for Snotlout anyway. "You know you called for her?"

"Just...! Help me." Snotlout begged the last part in a timid voice.

"What was that, I didn't hear you?" Ferno cupped his ear.

"Help me." Snotlout said, louder.

"Repeat after me, 'Ferno is the greatest Viking that ever lived and Snotlout is an embarrassment to the face of the world'." Ferno grinned like an idiot. He was loving this.

Snotlout looked at the Changewing that was his captor and gave a surrendering shrug. "Ferno is the greatest Viking that ever lived and Snotlout is an embarrassment to the face of the world."

"Thank you. One Ferno rescue coming up." Ferno tapped Shriek's side. The Boneknapper released a hair-raising roar, which kinda resembled a yawn, at the Changewing, then smashed its bludgeon-like tail near the same Changewing. In fright fear, the Changewing dropped the Jorgenson and flew off. "You owe me big time."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah… Hookfang!"

-000-

"Hiccups, trapped!" Astrid exclaimed, seeing the rocks fall on the only way out for the cave.

"He's with Toothless. He's ok. We have bigger problems right now." Ferno pointed to the still ever-present Thunderdrum. "Does that thing ever take a break?"

-000-

"Somebody call for backup?" The figure of Hiccup flew up to them, just in time for a dragon crisis.

"Hiccup! You made it?" Astrid exclaimed in surprise and happiness.

"Please don't ask me how, because I have no idea."

"We need to get rid of this guy, then we can all go home." Ferno said, gesturing to the deranged Thunderdrum. "No wonder dad likes these guys."

Hiccup sighed. Toothless released so purposely-missing plasma blasts combining them with the blasts of Stormfly, Shriek and Meatlug (the other riders just weren't bothered), forcing the Thunderdrum to retreat.

-000-

"I still can't believe you guys survived that cave-in." Astrid said as they all flew home.

"Neither can I. I mean, it was all Toothless. He sent out this weird sound, it bounced back towards us, and somehow he used it to find his way out." Hiccup said.

"Yay, another fine quality for Fishelgs to add to the Book of Dragons on Night Furies." Ferno added deadpan.

"I don't get it. How do you use sound to guide you?" Fishlegs asked.

"You just need to know every detail, don't you?" Ferno looked at the book nerd, who held up his hadns defensively.

"Just asking the question."

"I do that all the time." Snotlout popped out of nowhere with his dragon. "Whenever I hear your voice, I go the other way." Snotlout chuckled and flew off.

"So did you find anything?" Astrid looked up at Hiccup who was flying above her.

"Only a map… to the Isle of Night."

"Dumb name. Like what is it, always night there?" Ferno said to the Twins who agreed by shrugging their shoulders.

"Nice, when do we leave?" Astrid continued the conversation between herself and Hiccup.

"First thing in the morning. By this time tomorrow, bud, you are going to be knee-deep in Night Furies." Hiccup patted his dragon affectionately.

"It also means that you won't switch off the candle tonight and I will have to shackle you to the bed again." Ferno said, flying beside Hiccup.

"Seriously! What was wrong with you?! Who shackles their sibling to their beds in the middle of the night?!" Hiccup yelled, fury and annoyance in his eyes.

"She does." Tuffnut pointed at Ruffnut.

"See?" Ferno pointed to the Twins. "It's perfectly normal."

"Yeah but, they're the Twins."

"Let's establish this once and for all. When I need sleep, I get cranky and we just happen to share a room, so you decided it was a good idea to _stay up to 3 o'clock in the morning to read Bork's dragon notes_. What was I supposed to do?"

"Wait for ten more minutes." Hiccup said as if it was the most obvious thing in the world.

"Astrid, I feel sorry for you if you marry this guy. You'll never see sleep again."

Both Astrid and Hiccup flushed a deep beetroot red and avoided eye contact with each other. "Ferno!" They both yelled, in unison.

-000-

"…'Herd of Night Furies can be extremely hostile to other species.' If the other kids come with me on their dragons… well, looks like it's just you and me, bud." Hiccup said, putting the notebook into the safely attached to saddle satchel. He threw a glance at his seemingly sleeping brother. "Oh, what the heck."

Hiccup picked up a sock lying around, which happened to be Ferno's, and threw it at his face. He instantly awoke. The smell of his socks would be enough to awake Asgard. "Wh-what? Is it morning?"

"No. We need to go. We're leaving for the Isle of Night now."

"Why?"

"Cause, herds of Night Furies are hostile to other dragons, and Toothless' saddle can fit two people. So let's go."

Ferno sighed and began to put on the loose bits of clothes, socks and so on. "Just a guy who wants his beauty sleep, I didn't ask for all this adventure and Night Furies."

"Are you done complaining?" Hiccup cocked his eyebrow.

"Not even close." Ferno took the blanket from his bed and wrapped it around his body.

"Listen buddy, while you're at it, do you want to grab the whole bed?" Hiccup added sarcastically.

"I would, but I care for Toothless too much." Ferno seated himself on the passenger seat, behind Hiccup.

-000-

They landed on the island. In the shadows, if they squinted their eyes, they made out the form of a Night Fury.

"I can't believe it. Bork was right." Hiccup said, in astonishment. He and Ferno got of the dragon. "Go get em' Toothless. We're right behind you."

And off Toothless bounded. Though when he arrived at the place where they noticed the Night Fury, there was nothing there.

"I have a bad feeling about this." Ferno said, looking around.

"Me too. Something's not right here." Hiccup cupped his mouth. "Toothless, come back."

Toothless made his way towards the Haddock Brother, bouncing and running happily… until a rope shot out and trapped him, destroying his happy passage.

"Toothless! No!"

Four beefy soldiers came out of nowhere and grabbed the two brothers. Fighting was useless, struggling was impossible and the consequences would be fatal. They watched as Alvin appeared and the form of a Night Fury, which was now discovered fake was rolled to them.

"Amazingly realistic, wouldn't you say, boys?" He laughed in their faces.

"Let go of him!" Hiccup grunted.

"What do you want, father?" Ferno asked, every word with a good dose of venom.

"I want me own dragon trainer and me own son by my side. And by the looks of it, I've got both." He put his hands on either side and laughed at them.

"I am not going to train your dragons, Alvin. And Ferno will never be the loyal son that you desire." Hiccup said defiantly.

"Oh, I think you will. Your brother, must have told you about what happens to people here who don't follow my orders. And loyalty is such a strong word, I prefer to use 'black-mail', of something extremely precious to you, my boy." Alvin's cruel grey eyes made contact with those of his sons.

The Fire-bearer understood instantly of what he was thinking. "You wouldn't dare."

"Maybe I would, maybe I wouldn't. That would always be the question for you wouldn't it. Look what job I did for your back, perhaps I would do something similar to someone close to you, or soon to be close to you." For the first time, since Hiccup could remember, Ferno had nothing to say. Alvin turned his attention to Hiccup. "And once you do train my dragons, I'll use them to destroy Berk."

"I don't understand. How did you do this?" Hiccup yelled, once he and Ferno were loaded onto a ship like cargo.

-000-

"Mildew? What are you doing here?" Hiccup asked, once his eyes caught the sight of the disgusting old man.

"Ah, look at ya. The brightest boy of the island and the son of an evil villain yet, here you are, trapped by a silly old man and his sheep." Mildew laughed, patting his sheep like he was married to it.

"I'll tell you where to shove that stick in a minute if you don't shut up." Ferno barked, rage evident in his eyes.

Mildew huffed. "You did it, boys, especially you Hiccup. You believed our Bork notes. You followed the map we drew. You walked right into our trap, all for the love of a dragon. Mm, maybe you'll think twice next time about where you place your loyalties."

"Shut. Up." Ferno said through gritted teeth, seeing the disheartened face of Hiccup.

"Ha,ha. There won't be a next time. Raise the sails! We're headed home…" Alvin looked specifically at his son. "To Outcast Island."

-000-

Guys, if any of you wanted to see something in the episodes, but didn't. Send me a review and I'll try to fit it in.

Hope you enjoyed this chapter.

See ya later.


	42. We Are Family Part 2

**This is it guys. I would personally like to thank DarkLord98 for a name suggestion that I thought would fit perfectly.**

-000-

The two brothers were given a tour of the dragon pit in Outcast Island. As many would imagine, it was not the most pleasant activity.

"Where's my dragon Alvin? Where's Toothless?" Hiccup continually repeated asking the Outcast Chief.

"You'll see him soon enough." Alvin didn't give a believable reassurance. "Don't you worry."

"You know I have to admit luring me, Toothless and Ferno to the Isle of Night, building a fake Night Fury, not bad."

"Not bad? Says the one legged boy in shackles."

"But turning Mildew into an Outcast? Using him against us? Come on, Alvin, that's low hanging fruit, even for you."

Savage and Ferno chuckled at the comment. Savage was hit on the helmet, Ferno was slapped on the back of his head.

"No one thinks you're funny boy. Now keep moving." Savage commented, running up to them.

"I do." Ferno said and fist bumped his brother, even though they were shackled.

They entered a chamber of mad, deranged, angry dragons.

The first one was a Whispering Death, which the guards had trouble keeping control of. It kept tunnelling into the cave floor then reappearing with even more anger.

"You know it's gonna keep doing that right? It is a Whispering Death." Hiccup said as a matter-of-factly, his brother chuckling.

Savage pushed the Dragon Trainer and his son-in-law forward, losing patience.

Next was a Scauldron… that was drinking water.

"Hiccup." Ferno said calmly pulling both of them away just in time for the Scauldron to spray hot-boiling water at the guard that happened to be standing behind them.

"A Scauldron, impressive. You might wanna cut down its water supply."

"Uh, write that down." Alvin told Savage.

"Don't you guys know anything?" Ferno sniggered, only to receive a glare from his father, which he couldn't care any less about.

The third was… what seemed like an empty cell, although the two riders knew better.

"Urgh, it's escaped again." One of the guards ran up to the wall.

"Actually no, it's right behind you." Hiccup said, and at once the form of the Changewing appeared, spitting acid.

"Wow you guys, seriously don't know how to handle your dragons." Hiccup smirked at the two Outcast men behind them.

"Well that's why you're here. Welcome to your new job, boys?" Alvin said, as they approached the final cell.

"Job? As inviting as that sounds Alvin, I'm gonna have to pass."

"Oh father look at these." Ferno showed him the burst hands and gestured to Hiccup's prosthetic leg. "We can't be employed, we're invalids." He was shoved by his father-in-law.

"Hiccup, Ferno. Why do you two always have to make things so difficult?"

"You have no idea how many times we've been asked that question." Hiccup said, as he and his brother shared a knowing smirk.

The approached the final cage; in it, was what horrified the two brothers the most. A caged, muzzled and suspended in the air by ropes, Night Fury.

"Toothless!" Hiccup lost all sense of sarcasm to the Outcast Chief. "Hold on there bud, I'll get you out."

"Uh, I don't know if you have noticed but we're in a pretty tight situation." Ferno showed him the shackles.

"He's right. He's not going anywhere, and neither are you two." Alvin said. "You, two are going to train my dragons."

"And what if we don't?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, then they're no good to me. None of them, especially yours." Alvin pointed towards the Night Fury.

-000-

The two brothers were separated. Hiccup was escorted deeper into the dungeons. Ferno was dragged to his usual prison.

There was something different about the guards that dragged him to his prison. They seemed morbid and silent. Instead of boisterous and half-drunk they seemed sour and disheartened. Who knew, maybe there was a heart under all those layers of armour?

But his welcome didn't consist of hugs and affection from his pregnant wife, but silence. A dead, uncomfortable silence.

"Adeliza!" Ferno yelled, alarmed at the lack of the mistress of the house, at this time in the evening. "Adeliza!" Ferno ran upstairs. The sight the beheld him was beyond all his nightmares, horrors and fright that had ever passed his mind.

His wife lay on their bed. Pale as the clouds, beads of sweaty collected on her forehead, two palms resting on her now shrunken abdomen particularly resting on her marriage ring. Her blonde brown and red, strawberry hair, wet with sweat and spread out among the pillow.

The Fire-bearer's heart was in his throat when he saw this sight. Fear consumed him when he imagined for those true sapphire to never open again. He felt himself collapse by her side and grabbed her petite hand in his flesh-burnt hand. Her heart was still beating.

"Oh praise the Gods." Ferno sighed in relief to the heavens, before he burst into tears, and kissed his wife's hand, numerous times.

A scream rung out through the room. And the grey eyes quickly turned to the source of the scream. A cradle stood at the side of the king sized bed, ever so slightly moving.

Gathering his tears, Ferno's all of a sudden weak legs dragged himself to the cradle, reluctantly leaving his beloved wife's side.

His grey eyes peered into the cradle and starred.

Inside were two babes. Probably several hours or days old. And the slow and tormented brain of the Fire-bearer realised what had happened.

His wife was bedridden with labour sickness. She had delivered twins at the young age of 14. He realised the strength of the appearing fragile and weak female lying in their bed.

He was not there when she needed him most. He was not there when she gave birth to his children. He was the worst husband and father on the planet. The phrase 'like father like son' came to mind.

His arms reached for one of the two babes. A girl. He had his long awaited daughter! She had her mother's strawberry blonde hair and since she was newly born she would have blue eyes.

"A daughter." This time, tears of happiness leaked out of the grey eyes of the 13 year old father. "I have my daughter." He hugged the babe to his chest, careful not to squash his daughter. "Freya Astrid Haddock."

Ferno pressed his lips to his daughter's forehead. She opened her eyes and gave her father a toothless gummy smile, and grabbed his finger in an incredibly tight grip for a newly born. Oh yes, she would definitely be his favourite.

Carefully, he placed her back into the cradle and picked up the second child. A boy. A son. His son. A patch of ink black sat on top of his delicate head. He was asleep. Yeah, he was definitely Ferno's son if he could so easily sleep. "A son. My son. Loki Hiccup Haddock."

Like with his daughter, Ferno placed a peck on top of his son's head, and placed him back beside his twin sister.

Giving his children one final look, took off his boots and settled beside his wife. "Sweet dreams, my love." He whispered gently to her unconscious state, pecking her lips and lying beside her, even though he knew he wouldn't get any sleep but all he needed now was to inhale her sweet scent.

-000-

"Enjoying yourself?" An familiar voice, startled the sleeping Fire-bearer.

"Wh-what are you doing here?" Ferno wiped his eyes clean, to find his cousin standing at the door. "How did you get in here?"

"Oh please, I'm a loyal soldier of Alvin, I have a brain and I'm in charge of taking care of her, while she's ill." Fenris walked up to the sink and took out of a bowl a wet cloth, squeezing it and placing it on the weak girl's sweaty forehead.

"What happened?" Ferno could have guessed but, he wanted the facts.

"She gave birth to your children. Non-identical twin, who would have thought you capable, right?" Ferno glared at his cousin's remark. "And now she has child bed fever. She's the only healer on the island, so we don't exactly know how serious this is or how to treat it." Fenris told him.

All their bitterness and differences were put aside for now. They had a mutual crisis, and fighting would not solve it. The love of their life could have been dying, so silently they decided to post pone their face off.

"She named them you know. Freya and Loki."

"I know. We discussed the names in advance."

"Why would you name your son after the most unlucky god?" Fenris scowled, as his cousin walked around the room.

"Bad luck brings experience, the greatest teacher of all. And besides, he's the only god with a sense of humour. The others are just plain boring weirdoes."

"And Freya?"

"This is gonna kill you, to thank the goddess of marriage for such a successful one." Ferno said, in a much more cheery tone. "We agreed to honour her, by naming our firstborn daughter."

Fenris sighed, this conversation would not go anywhere pleasant if he pressed the subject. He continued to tend with the wet cloth. Ferno watched the cousin, he had to admit he had some respect for him, he loved a girl that couldn't be his. That was taken away from him. He loved her so much, but she was taken from him.

An image came into the Fire-bearer's mind. He imagined Astrid being married of to some stranger and bearing his children, while Hiccup watched from afar and absorbed the pain like a sponge, occasionally dropping sarcastic comments or threats at the man that took what was rightfully his.

"She loves you, you know. She still loves you, despite her current marital status." Ferno thought this would somehow… help.

"How would you know?"

"She talks in her sleep." Ferno admitted. In his last night with his wife before her labour, he heard her mumble his name.

Fenris, would never admit this, but he was over joyous. And in some way, Ferno was too. They reached a sort of understanding. A break in their feud.

"Don't get cosy. When this whole things is over, we'll still fight to the death for her and her children." Fenris somehow sensed his cousin's comfort.

"I don't doubt you. But let's make a pact, the next son that she will bear, will be named after the loser."

"Why the loser?"

"Because two Fernos in the family would get confusing."

Fenris shoved the laughing child off his stool. Yeah, they sealed their pact. Question was, how long was it to last?
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Fenris left his cousin to weep over his dying wife's body in solitude.

"Adeliza, don't leave me. Don't you dare leave me!" Tears leaked out of his face. "Don't abandon our children like my mother abandoned me." He kissed her sill lips. "I love you. Don't you know I love you?!" He crushed his lips into his wife's more passionately. "Forgive me for what I must do. Forgive me for being a hypocrite, and abandoning you and the children."

With every bit of regret, Ferno left his wife's bedside, put on his cloak and took one of his wife's knifes, tucking it onto his belt. He then took some parchment and pen and scribbled a quick note:

"_I love all three of you. You did good… mom. _

– _Ferno the lucky dad._" He scrunched the note into her palm, so it would be unnoticed.

Giving each other his children a peck on their foreheads, before leaving the room. He stabbed the key hole with the dagger and twisted it. Then he took many steps back and rammed into the door. It smashed open and Ferno was free to simply walk out of the door.

He looked at the stairs that led to the bedroom. Something inside him told him to stay, to be with his true family. His wife, son and daughter, were his real family. All this time he had been running of Outcast Island to what he thought were his family, but he now realised that he was running from nothing but them.

"I will return." He told his conscience. "I promise... All three of you." And he ran out.
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The rocks under his feet crumbled as he dug his feet into the stone ground and he tried to climb the hill which would lead him to the docks, on coming down to get to the other side and heavy with his grieving conscience, a stone collapsed and he plummeted down. Stones hitting various parts of his body, scar or not. He landed finally flat on his front almost breaking his chin.

He opened his eyes to see a leather boot and a metal leg. His storm eyes looked up to a welcome face.

"Oh, was wondering where you went." Hiccup extended his hand towards his brother, who gratefully accepted. "How did you get out?"

"Long… unimportant… and tiring story. How did you?"

"You can thank him." Hiccup gestured behind him. Ferno looked behind his brother to a more unwelcome sight. The most despicable man in Viking History was standing behind Hiccup, leaning on his staff.

"What is he doing here?" Ferno glared at the man… or whatever he was.

"He let me escape." Hiccup explained. Ferno pointed an accusative finger and was about to yell something before Hiccup interrupted him. "I now he got us here in the first place. But Alvin sort of betrayed him and then he helped me out, so he's kinda forgiven."

Ferno remained silent and unconvinced. Mistaking this for acceptance, Hiccup continued on towards the nest of wild dragons.

"Watch it, Mildew. One step wrong and I'll acquaint you to my sword." Ferno threatened.

"And I'll acquaint your brother and stepfather to your newly husbandly and fatherly status." Mildew spat.

"Oh, everyone just uses that excuse, nowadays, don't they?" Ferno said sarcastically. "My dad and bro will accept them, while you'll be thrown into a wild dragon's cage."

"You don't believe that, do you? And anyway, Alvin wouldn't do that. He would never let go of his only spy."

"Hey! Are you two coming?" Hiccup called out, oblivious to the Fire-bearer's and the Unpleasant's bitter conference.

"Just watch out. I'm keeping an eye on you." Ferno glared hard at the disgusting old man.

-000-

"There's the prison that are holding Toothless." Ferno said, the three of them hid behind a big boulder, watching the dragons.

"Ok, let's go." Hiccup said, with Ferno ready to make a run for that nest of wild dragons.

"Hey, wait!" Mildew cried out, and with his staff blocked the way for the two boys. "You do realise there's a herd of wild dragons there?"

"Yep." Hiccup said, simply.
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Nightmares, Nadder, Gronkles, Zippleback… the whole lot of them. Sparring over food, sleeping and doing whatever else dragons do, on a field in front of them.

"Well come on then. Let's go." Hiccup blasted off, with Ferno not far behind and Mildew grumbling something far off.

"Let's not." He said.

"We know what we're doing, Mildew. Just stay behind us." Hiccup assured him.

"Correction, stay behind him. I don't want you anywhere near me." Ferno said.

"Urgh, a 90 pound boy is me shield—" He tripped and fell. "Ah, perfect."
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They walked through the nest, calmly and collectively, looking at the collection of fine wild dragons. The Haddock Brother kept stoic (excuse the pun) expressions, while Mildew trembled and shook just looking at the magnificent beasts.

They were about to get to the other side, when a Nadder blocked their path, roaring and spikes and all.

Mildew raised his staff ready, to strike the dragon, when Ferno gripped the wooden stick and was on the brink of breaking it.

"No, Mildew. The last thing you wanna do is threaten him." Hiccup told the old man.

"Me? Threaten him?" Mildew defended pointing at the dragon and himself.

"My thoughts exactly." Ferno deadpanned.

"We have to show him he can trust us." Hiccup approached the dragons and quickly established a bond, as he always did with every dragon he encountered. Ferno couldn't help but roll his eyes.

For a moment the dragon calmed down, and the Fire-bearer even thought he heard Mildew say, "Impressive".

The dragon suddenly found a fascination in Mildew and started to sniff the horribly smelling old man.

"And really, just get him to know you."

Ferno whispered into Hiccup's ear, with a smirk. "And if it doesn't we'll witness a really cool bloodbath."

"Oh, shut up." Hiccup pushed the black-haired boy away and continued talking to the grey haired old man. "They can sense fear—"

Ferno sniggering somewhere in the background. "Yep, a bloodbath there will be."

"Shut up!—"Hiccup hissed.

"Whatever, I'll go train another dragon for myself. You're flying with him on your own." Ferno wandered off. He braved the nest looking at each dragon, trying to pick a dragon to make an escape on… _escape from your family_. Ferno shook his head off those thoughts.

A familiar face bounced in front of him, which he couldn't be happier to see. The Nadder that helped him get off the Island the first time. "Buddy!" Ferno through his arms into the air, only to be tackled to the floor and licked mercilessly. "Dragon-that-saved-me-from-here-the-first-time!"

"He needs a shorter name, you know." Hiccup said, with Mildew already behind him, on the Nadder. An image Ferno never thought he'd see.

"Alright, how about… 'Saviour'?" Ferno asked tilted his head, looking at the Nadder. He received a lick for it. "He likes it." He stood up, dripping from head to toe in dragon saliva. "Yeah, buddy I love you too. We'll catch up later, okay? You gotta help me out." He hopped onto the dragon, swiftly and quickly.
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Once they began flying, Mildew clutched to Hiccup's stomach to not fall off, much to the Fire-bearer's amusement.

"Hey, there's plenty of dragon here, why don't you grab some of that?" Hiccup clearly was uncomfortable by this, despite his new friendship with the old man.

"Nah, stay there Mildew. It's a pretty big fall, if you ask me." Ferno laughed. Hiccup shot him a deadly glare. "Whoa, bro. You've been spending way too much time with Astrid, you've even managed to copy her glare."

They flew on, the two Nadders and three Berkians. The island looked small, but if someone tried to cross it, that would take like forever.

"That's where they're keeping Toothless." Hiccup pointed below, once he realised something and they flew right into the Dragon Pit. The Nadder carrying Hiccup and Mildew, being inexperienced in flying, hit the ground hard enough to make Mildew fall off… which thinking about it shouldn't have been that hard a landing.

Hiccup immediately ran up to Toothless' prison, only to be disappointed. It was completely empty. "Toothless is gone."

"Alvin must have moved him."

"How convenient." Ferno glared at Mildew.

Suddenly, the cages to all the other wild dragon burst open. A Scauldron, a Changewing and a Whispering Death were loose and free to tear the three Berkians to shreds. The two Nadders shielded their masters, but they all knew two Nadders wouldn't hold out for a long time against three wild dragons.

"Let's see how you can do with some real dragons, boys?" Alvin appeared on a top pillar pulling the leavers.

"Mildew, whatever happens next, do exactly as I tell you." Hiccup told the man.

"What?" At first the idea seemed absurd to the old man, until he narrowly ducked a squirt of burning acid. "Uh, I'm all ears."

They saddled their dragons and briefly battled the dragons, whilst Hiccup gave Mildew Dragon 101. They thankfully managed to escape the pit. And landed, far enough from the village.

"Hiccup! Ferno! Thank Thor you're alright!" Stoic jumped off Thornado, who came out of absolutely nowhere. Beside him, landed all the other riders with their dragons, including Gobber who was riding Shriek.

"We are. But Toothless is in trouble." Hiccup and Ferno hopped off their temporary dragons, Hiccup warned them and Ferno ran up to his permanent dragon.

Tuffnut walked up to both of them. "And Mildew is on the back of your dragon."

"We know." Hiccup whispered.

"Weird." That was Tuffnut's reaction. They watched Gobber pull Mildew off the Nadder and was about to start punching him.

"Get him Gobber." Ferno encouraged the blacksmith, but quickly pushed aside by the person that always ruined his fun.

"Gobber, Gobber, Gobber, stop." The hammer was suspended in the air. "He helped me escape." Hiccup turned to his father. "Dad, I owe Mildew my life."

Everyone starred at Hiccup like he had grown a second head. "Getting weirder." Tuffnut spoke for everyone.

"I'll explain later. Right now, I have to get to Toothless."

"Or… you could call him to you." Astrid suggested.

Hiccup nodded, walked up to a cliff and released a Night Fury call, which was returned somewhere in the distance. The riders quickly got onto their respective dragons.

"There he is." Hiccup pointed to the Night Fury running below. He quickly dismounted the Nadder and charged at full speed at the Night Fury, tackling him to the ground, or more like the Night Fury tackled him. "Ha! Ha! Buddy! I missed you too!"

"Aw, the boy and his dragon. How romantic?" Ferno said, sarcastically to his friends, watching the Hiccup/Toothless reunion.

But the reunion was interrupted when Toothless growled at a cliff, on top of which was Alvin yelling. "Hey! Boys! You weren't gonna leave me, before we finished our business, were ya?!" The two brothers glared at the Outcast Chief. "That's what I expected from Stoic's little runt!" Before Hiccup could get on Toothless and rip him apart, Ferno gripped him.

"Hiccup, this is not what we came for." He whispered.

"Sonny boy, really? You're leaving already, don't you want to prove to be a better father than me or Stoic?!" Alvin yelled.

"What?!" Everyone looked in shock at Ferno.

Grey eyes exploded with panic, and they didn't dare meet the eyes of the others. He saddled his Boneknapper, partly to escape the others and to receive his revenge on his father for revealing his secret. Behind him Hiccup, now free and not forgetting the previous comment, got on the Night Fury and flew and full speed at Alvin.

"Boys! We got what we came for!" Stoic yelled, but his yells turned to a deaf ear.

"How about it, boys? I'm right here." Alvin held up his axe. "Now!"

The two brothers were so blind with rage that they didn't realise that Alvin had a better plan than taking them on by himself. Bolas fired and the two dragons fell to the ground, tied up and unable to move. Outcast charged from all sides, and neither could do anything about it.

Just about as the Outcast could reach them, the Rider's dragons flew in, without riders, and started to shoot and flame up Outcast soldiers. Hookfang and Stormfly grabbed Night Fury, the others picked up the much heavier Boneknapper. With flew off with them to the riders. Once there, the brothers were cut free of their ropes.

"What happened?" Hiccup breathed.

"The dragons saved you on their own." Fishlegs answered in amazement.

"Looks like they took their training to a whole new level." Astrid added.

"We can catch up later. Right now we need to get out of here." Stoic said, seeing Outcast soldiers closing in on them. Everyone boarded their dragons and made their beeline for the sky. Although somehow Mildew managed to get on the tail only.

"Mildew what are you doing? Get back on the dragon!" Gobber, who was steering their dragon, yelled at them.

The grey old man didn't hold on for much longer, and plummeted down towards the soldiers, saying something noble before he went down. On the ground, he was instantly grabbed by the soldiers.

"Mildew!" Hiccup yelled, and tried to fly after him, only to be stopped by his father.

"Go Hiccup! You have to leave me!" Mildew yelled.

"He's right Hiccup! We can't help him, son."

And Hiccup, flew off in misery, how abandoning his new ally.
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After the parade was when Ferno's interrogation by his stepfather, brother and friends began, in the Haddock House.

"What did Alvin mean by being a better father than him and me?" Stoic stood over his miserable stepson.

"I-I d-don't know. I have to be somewhere now." Ferno turned to the door for his escape, but Snotlout and Tuffnut captured his shoulders and pushed him back into his chair.

"Ferno, what's going on?" Hiccup asked. "You've been hiding something for like a year now."

Storm grey eyes looked at all his friends and family members, in fright and panic, each was demanding answers and he wouldn't be leaving until he spilt the beans. He sighed and looked down, thinking of the best way to put it. He would have to tell them sooner or later, might as well be now.

"You guys, remember the first time my father captured me?"

There was a collective agreement between them.

"Well, while I was on his island. He… didn't just imprison me. He… managed to marry me off."

"WHAT?!" Everyone yelled.

"Yeah, I have a wife and a couple of days ago she gave birth." Ferno avoided all eye contact.

Silence. The worst sound in the world.

"So, what you're telling me, is that you've been married to someone this whole time and you didn't tell me? Why!?" Stoic was in rage.

"You would do what you're doing right now. You'd freak out at the fact that I married an Outcast!"

Stoic rubbed his temple and paced around the room. "Why do you always have to be so challenging?!" He roared at his stepson.

"This marriage wasn't my fault! It was arranged! Can you not hear me?! I was dragged to the altar by two beefy guys!"

"Then you'll renounce the match, won't you!?" Stoic glared at the black-haired boy.

"No! She gave birth to my children!" Ferno shouted, getting out of his seat.

"Children? I thought you said child." Hiccup popped in.

"Twins. Would you believe it?"

"Oh great. More twins." Snotlout looked at the Thorstons.

"Dad, this is why I freaked out on the Dagur's sister engagement. I would have loved to get a girlfriend if I didn't have a wife."

"Speaking of which, he could ask for that engagement any moment."

"Wait a second, you were engaged to Dagur's sister?" Hiccup asked, in bewilderment.

"It was either you or me, naturally it had to be me, the seemingly single one." Ferno turned to his stepfather. "And dad, Dagur will not come back for that darn engagement, because he has a treaty with the Outcasts."

"And you would know this, how?" Stoic cocked an eyebrow.

"I made a deal with Dagur. He would keep his mouth shut about my marriage, which he already knew about and not start pushing it with his stupid engagement to his sister, while I shut my mouth about his alliance."

"I need time to think this through." Stoic said, grabbing Gobber and walking to the Great Hall, leaving the teens to themselves.

"Wow. That went better than I thought." Ferno collapsed into his chair, massaging his forehead.

"And you didn't even tell me." Hiccup said, accusatively glaring at the Fire-bearer.

"I didn't know how you would react." Ferno continued to avoid eye contact with his half-brother.

"How I would react to being an uncle? Yeah, terrifying." Hiccup said sarcastically. "Who's the lucky girl that has to put up with you for the rest of her life?"

"Savage's daughter."

"Adeliza?" If Astrid's eyes weren't wide before, they were now. As she realised what first motivated the Outcast girl to set her free from her own tribe's prison.

"She was already with child when you first met her… Gods, I am such a fool."

"Yeah, you are." Snotlout said, absent minded.

"Not helping, Snotlout." Ferno growled, with gritted teeth.

"What are my nephew and/or niece like?" Hiccup asked in curiosity.

"Non-identical twins. A boy and a girl. Loki and Freya Haddock…" Then Ferno broke into sobs, hugging his knees. "And now my wife will die because of difficult labour. And it's all my fault."

"Wow, Ferno crying, this must be something important." Tuffnut voiced everyone's silent thoughts.

_There, my wife give birth to my children and my big secret was exposed in front of all my remaining family and friends. All good ends well. Granted my stepfather's reaction was not positive and my wife is dying right now, but those were kinks right? WRONG! I am the worst father and husband in the Viking world! And damn this is going to bug me for the rest of my life._
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Please review.


	43. Live and Let Fly

The walls were cold and lonely. The ceiling was dripping with ice. Weird spooky sounds emitted from all sides of the cave…

"Tell us what you know about dragons, boy. Tell us how you train in them." A gruff voice penetrated the weak nerves of the large nerd.

"I won't talk!" He struggled in his ropes. "You can't make me!"

"Oh I think we will." The lights suddenly blew out and the nerd sat there in darkness and loneliness.

That was when the nerd really began to panic. "Hello? Is anyone there? Oh, you can't leave me in here. Okay, okay! Hiccup is the co-Head of the Dragon Academy! He owns a Night Fury named Toothless! He has a half-brother, Ferno he's supposed to be another co-Head. He's Alvin's son and rides a Boneknapper called Shriek. Then there's Astrid, she's mean but in a nice way. Her dragon a Deadly Nadder, shoots spines, loves chicken! Snotlout rides a Monstrous Nightmare, but were not actually sure who's more monstrous, him or the Dragon! Then there's the twins. They share a Zippleback, actually they fight over it."

A familiar screech pierced the air and the lights turned back on. And Fishlegs saw a group of six very annoyed looking teenagers.

"What? You know I hate the dark." He defended.

"Fishlegs? More like 'Guppylegs'. Jeez…" Tuffnut commented.

"Fishlegs you can't cave in. Alvin would do a lot more that turn out the light to get you to talk. He had me locked in a dungeon ready to be executed. Toothless was chained in muzzle for days. Ferno received 100 lashes with a whip. You need to stick with what we discussed: your name, where you live and nothing else.

"Alright, I'll work on it." Fishlegs looked to the floor in shame.

"You better." Ferno warned him.

"Mean? I'm not mean." Astrid protested.

"It's okay, Astrid. I like mean girls." Snotlout played the old song, and once again tried to flirt with an already pretty much engaged girl.

"Urgh!" Astrid exclaimed in disgust.

The teens left the tied up nerd to untie himself. Somehow.
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"Grounded?! All the dragons? Are you serious?" Hiccup stalked after his father to get all the answers out and possibly squeeze in a little justice.

"Deadly serious. From this point forward, there is a ban on flying, period."

"Dad this is completely unfair! Do you not realise that you are endangering the village?!" Ferno yelled.

"Exactly. What about patrolling? Training?"

"What part of 'ban on flight' do you two not understand?" Stoic wondered.

"This is ridiculous." Hiccup voiced both his and Ferno's thoughts.

"I want that wall higher!" Stoic yelled to some men so were building wall on the docks, then turned back to his two sons. "Are you calling your father ridiculous?"

"Oh, definitely. So ridiculous that he'll find a way to train dragons and attack Berk. Then you too will be ridiculous." Ferno warned the stubborn Chief.

Stoic's eyes darkened. "He won't attack Berk because he won't find a way to train dragons if we don't fly them."

"Dad, Alvin has his own dragons… Changewings, Scauldron's, Whispering Deaths… we saw them with our own eyes."

"Yes, while you two were captured, in an Outcast Prison." Stoic defended.

"He also read the book of dragons- "

"And don't forget that he also has Mildew, who is a blubbering coward that will spill everything that Hiccup taught him."

"Maybe a 'blubbering coward' is a bit… harsh, but generally yeah." Hiccup sort of agreed with his brother, in his own way. "If Alvin learns how to use dragons and he attacks with them, our only chance is to fight back with ours."

"I understand that. But I'm not gonna risk the lives of you two or the lives of any of your Dragon Riders. This is my final word."

Hiccup was about to follow him and continue the argument, but a hand clasped his shoulders. "Hiccup don't. He won't listen to us, anyway."

"Great. We're back to square one." Hiccup sighed, walking away.
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"And you agreed? Just like that?" Astrid protested once the two brother declared the morbid news to the rest of the riders.

"What were we supposed to do? He's the Chief! Who also happens to be our over protective dad."

"Well… We have to get him to change his mind!"

"Stoic the Vast? Um, good luck with that." Fishlegs quipped in.

"He's right. We tried… as hard as we could… but our dad is pretty much a rock, stubborn (and bull-headed)." Ferno added.

"So what am I supposed to do with Hookfang if he can't fly? You know what happens when his 'inner warrior' is caged up?" Hookfang apparently felt the need to demonstrate, whacking his rider with his flaming tail of destruction. Snotlout skid across the stone floor, before his face was stomped with Astrid's boot. "That… is what happens."

"Whoa. We should have caged his inner warrior a long time ago. That was awesome." Tuffnut said.

"Agreed." Ferno fist-bumped the male Twin.

"Look, I know this is going to be hard, but I'll keep working on my dad, and hopefully he'll change his mind." Hiccup assured them.

"And what if he doesn't?"

Hiccup didn't answer.
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"What?"

"As I said. I want you to move to that newly built house."

"Why?"

"Because, now you have a family, I expect you to, eventually, bring your wife to Berk, with your children. That's going to be your family house." Stoic sat in his favourite chair with a heavy sigh.

"Yeah… there's a problem with that—"

"I don't want to hear it. This is my decision about your marriage. Be grateful this could have gone worse, I could have banished you, disowned you or worse beheaded you for this."

Ferno shook his head, rolling his eyes. "Thanks, dad."

"Tomorrow, you are going to sneak back to Outcast Island, take your children and wife and come back here. I will not suffer the embarrassment, if I tell the village that my stepson has children, but they neither witnessed the marriage nor seen their mother. They'll claim them to be illegitimate and I do not want to go through the same embarrassment again."

Ferno sighed and pressed his fingers into his shut eye balls. "Dad, why must you make everything difficult? Have you any idea how I am going to get on Outcast Island?"

"That will be for you to figure out then, won't it?" Stoic said, without a care in the world.

Ferno let out an annoyed sound in the back of his throat. "I hate my father… both of them." He told the ceiling.
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"Moving somewhere?" Hiccup said, coming into the room, witnessing his brother packing his stuff into boxes and throwing them out of the window, where the Boneknapper caught them.

"Don't ask." Ferno mumbled, without a hint of sarcasm or humour, but in a rather disheartened voice.

"I think I just did." Hiccup smirked that smile, which the Fire-bearer had a trademark for.

"Dad, is kicking me out of the house and making me move to some other house in the village."

"Why?"

"Because now that I have a family. I need my own house. And I need to do everything by myself. And I'll be fourteen in a week or something. And he also order me bring my wife and children here. Which is like near to impossible. She will never leave Outcast Island… she has someone there she can't leave." He whispered the last part inaudibly.

"This is ridiculous." Hiccup said.

"Whatever. I get a house to myself. What did you come for?" Ferno threw some shirts in the box in frustration and anger.

Hiccup wanted to comfort his brother, but the look on his face and the bobbing ring on his fourth finger told him otherwise. "Ok, look. I and Astrid have come up with an idea. If dad doesn't allow us to train how to defend against dragons, we'll learn by ourselves. You in or out?"

"Whatever makes Stoic angry?" Ferno threw the last box outside and jumped out of window, on the Boneknapper's saddle.
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"Ok, Dragon Flight Club members, you know why you're here." Hiccup marched in front of a row of six dragon riders.

"Uh, speak for yourself." Tuffnut commented.

"We need to be ready for riders on any type of dragon, from a Typhoomarang to a Scauldron… even a Whispering Death. So I've put together some training exercises…" Hiccup explained.

The Twins still looked confused. "Kick Outcast soldier's butts on dragons." Ferno simplified.

"OH… okay."

"Nah-juh-blah, blah, blah. Can we go already?" Snotlout asked impatiently.

"Let's mount up. First stop… Changewing Island."

-000-

They observed Changewings, all night, until the Twins did something incredibly stupid.

"You leave Bjorn alone!" Tuffnut gave away their hiding spot. Then the Changewings turned to them. "You're on your own Bjorn!"

"Well, that was a complete waste of time." Ferno mumbled, as Changewings began to depart from the ground and release blasts of acidic substance at the riders.

"Keep your distance! Their acid is only effective at close range!" Hiccup yelled orders.

"Not very comforting when you're on the slowest dragon. I'm sorry, girl, it had to be said." Fishlegs cooed over his dragon.

The Boneknapper appeared behind the Gronkle and head butted, literally, the Gronkle, shooting it up to almost space. "There!" Ferno yelled, being chased by the Changewings himself now. "Oh, damn it!"

"There's too many of them! And they come out of nowhere!" Snotlout screamed.

"Wait a minute. If they don't have anything to camouflage against…" Hiccup suggested.

"It'll take away their advantage!" Fishlegs finished.

Astrid and Hiccup performed stunts on their dragons and the Changewings scattered away.

"What did I say about the Changewing debacle? Was no one listening?"

"Fishlegs, if we listened to your warnings, we would never see daylight again!" Ferno shouted as they flew off.

-000-

They moved onto the Typhoomarang, well that is until one chased them off his territory. Now they were flying home, to get a good night long rest…

"Hey, Hiccup! Ferno!"

"Yes, Tuffnut." Both turned around and said simultaneously.

"When did your dad join Dragon Flight Club?" Tuffnut asked.

"He didn't!" Hiccup answered.

"He banned it, you fool!" Ferno added.

"Oh. Weird. Cause he's right there." Tuffnut pointed to a surely enough blue Thunderdrum, flying through the air with a random Berk Chief on his back.

"What the—"Hiccup looked at the direction Tuffnut was pointing.

"You're kidding? He's kidding, right?" Ferno looked flabbergasted.

"Aw, quick! Evasive cloud manoeuvres! We have to stay up here in the clouds until we're right over town." Hiccup gave the order and the riders already had their heads in the clouds. _No pun intended. _Well, most of them were anyway.

"What are you two doing?" Astrid asked.

The Twins and their dragon heads, were flying upside down, probably practised many times already. "We can't see in the clouds." Tuffnut stated.

"Yeah. It's too cloudy." Ruffnut agreed.

The smack of Ferno face palming was actually what probably made Stoic look up. "Knuckleheads!"

"Uh, guys. If your heads are out of the clouds, my dad can see you." Hiccup told them what was the obvious, but being the Thorston Twins, they needed a specific explanation.

"Uh, not going to argue with you there." Tuff admitted, seeing Stoic race towards them.

"All right, guys, split up, head home, and please keep the dragons out of sight." Hiccup instructed.

And the teens split up in separate directions. Each going to their own homes, swinging off their dragons, their dragon tossing them off, depending which rider it was.

The whole beauty of having his own house now, Ferno could come home as late as he wanted and not get in trouble. Freedom!

"Dad, you have no idea the mistake you just made, do you?" Ferno laughed as he plummeted into the bed.
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"He put the screws to me. I thought I was gonna crack. Especially when the lights went out. But I held firm, because I know the first rule of Dragon Flight Club is there _is _no Dragon Flight Club." Fishlegs told them the next day. Apparently, Fishlegs was not quick enough and got caught by Stoic and was interrogated… most cruelly.

"Oh, great, not that again!" Tuffnut crossed his arms and pouted in horror.

"You did great, Fishlegs!" Hiccup assured the nerd.

"So what are we doing tonight?" Ruffnut asked.

"Nothing." Hiccup answered.

"That doesn't sound fun at all."

"You're definition of fun is blowing half the island up, which I would agree with you, but there's a dragon ban." Ferno reason with the Twins.

"Our dad is on to us. It's important that we lay low until this blows over. We need to be invisible." Hiccup made a magical motion with his fingers to silence the others down.

"Uh ha, tell him that." Ferno pointed to the sky, with a flaming Monstrous Nightmare coming towards the Arena.

"Hey, hey, you guys!" Snotlout flew into the Academy, gasping for breath.

"Snotlout, what did I tell you? No dragons." Hiccup came up to him with a hand on his forehead.

"Yeah, even I knew that." Tuffnut added.

"What's so important anyway?" Hiccup turned back to Snotlout.

"Let's just say I may have saved this entire island! Alvin and the Outcasts are attacking as we speak."

"Alvin." Hiccup said.

"Father?" Ferno jumped off the wooden wall and walked up to stand shoulder by shoulder with his brother.

"So what do we do now?" Astrid asked.

Ferno turned to face his brother. "You're waking him up, because I don't live in the Haddock House and so it would be like an uninvited guest showing up at the Chief's door now." He smirked.

"Urgh, fine." Hiccup surrendered. "But if I come back without a head or another limb, it will be on your guilty conscience."
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"I'm going to draw their first round of fire. When they're reloading, you attack. But not before." Stoic yelled, flying towards the battleships.

Grey eyes watched as his two fathers battled together for dominance. He wondered what he should support. For a moment, his loyalty hovered unevenly. One of those father had his children and wife, and could easily threaten to kill them to make Ferno do whatever he wanted. The other had raised him and Ferno owed him his life. So which was Ferno supposed to choose?

"Ferno! What are you waiting for?!" Stoic yelled, from the battlefield, snapping the Fire-bearer out of his trail of thoughts. "The others are already shooting Alvin's ships to oblivion!"

So they were. And the Boneknapper plummeted down towards the ships, shooting any Outcast thing in its sight.

"Changewings!" Hiccup yelled in the distance.

"We can't let them get to Berk!" Astrid exclaimed.

"You guys deal, with it!" Ferno yelled, pointing towards the Changewings. "I and dad will keep the boats busy!"

Hiccup and the others flew towards the Changewings.

"Ok, Shriek. You do as my dad says, alright. Come back for me when I give the signal." Ferno whispered to his loyal dragon, and jumped off the saddle, sword in hand, onto the deck of the boat.

"I was wondering when you'd show up." Alvin said, once he saw his son on the deck of his ship.

"Ferno!" Stoic boomed, once seeing Ferno on deck of the enemy ship.

"Come on, father. Just you and me. A battle of father and son. The battle that was always meant to be." Ferno laughed as Outcast soldiers closed up on him with spears in their hands. "Come on daddy dearest, are you a coward to face me on your own."

"Move away!" Alvin pushed his soldiers away and walked up with a sword in his own. "Let's do this, boy." And the clash of swords began… "WORTHLESS BOY!" Alvin yelled as the swords clashed, then whispered so only Ferno could him when swords cancelled each other. "Dagur is going to try and kill me. If he does that, you need to be there to take your Chiefdom. STOIC'S PUPPY! He's coming in exactly 2 months."

"DIRTY BARBARIAN! And why would you want me to take your Chiefdom. I've betrayed you so many times."

"WEAKLING! I would rather have my son rule my Chiefdom, than a mad psychopath." Alvin kicked the boy, so he would smash against the wall of the ship and be half conscious. "BASTARD!" He kicked his son's stomach, then kneeled in front of him, with a sword almost touching his son's throat.

"How's my wife?"

"She awoke." Alvin told him. "She's fine. In fact she asked me to give you this." Alvin shoved a folded to impossible envelope into his son's mouth.

"Final question. Why are you doing this?" Ferno said, trying hard not to swallow the envelop and keep a quiet voice.

Alvin punched him in the jaw, so hard that something cracked. "All I ever wanted is a son, even if he was reckless like me."

"Hmn?" Sure enough Ferno's jaw was broken, and so therefore he couldn't talk. But his expression was one of confusion's masterpieces.

Alvin tossed him overboard and the black haired teen plunged into the icy waters. Not spending too much time in remaining near the ship, he dived and swam as far as he could from the ship.

Eight separate claws gripped around his sides, and pulled him out, soaking and shacking.

"ARE YOU INSANE!?" Stoic screamed at him.

"Yhh." Ferno produced a sound that would have been something like a 'yes'.

"What?" Stoic looked at him, with a quizzical brow.

"Hmhmhmhm." Ferno answered as if it was the most obvious thing in the world. "Mhhmuhmn."

"Urgh, teenagers." Stoic sighed.
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"Yep, that's definitely a broken jaw." Gobber translated from Gothi's sand drawings.

_Thanks, father. _Ferno didn't listen to the protests of the Elder and forced his jaw open, eyes and throat screaming the pain of doing so. He picked up the letter and shoved it in his pocket.

"You idiot." Gobber translated again. Gothi nodded firmly.

Ferno gave them the thumbs up. Slamming his chin on the top of the table to close it, not to gape like a shocked fish. "OOOWWWWW!"

Gobber face palmed. "Are you trying to never talk again?"

Ferno stumbled out of Gothi's hut.
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_Dear Ferno,_

_I'm alive! I can't believe it! That does it, I am not getting pregnant again, and you are not going anywhere near me for the next couple of years. Last time you did, I almost died. Yeah, anyone can see that you really love me._

_Loki and Freya are getting on fine. Freya has your eyes. Loki has your temper, he screams like a maniac._

_Anyway… forget about the plan to kill Alvin. Think of that one, later. Focus on doing something about Dagur. He's going to try and claim Alvin's Chiefdom. Your future Chiefdom. Alvin sent a Berserker spy, it's really not that difficult to fool Dagur. He came back with the report that Dagur makes it no secret of his intention to kill Alvin and overpower the island with his Armada._

_So please can you please at least try to get rid of Dagur. I don't want to spend the rest of my life as a slave to Dagur. I'm ok with being your slave, because you're never here._

_From Adeliza the Healing-hand._

Ferno scrunched up the letter and touched his forehead with it. And he wept, tears of a coward. If he could talk right now, he would scold himself for being such a horrible husband and father, such a coward and so weak. But as he couldn't, those thoughts and emotions, buried deep within him.


	44. Gronkle Iron

The riders chased Outcast ship that was spotted earlier. Well most of the riders anyway, a certain book nerd lacked behind somewhere.

"We missed it!" Snotlout yelled, when they all landed on a sea stack.

"It headed this way." Astrid said. "It must've outrun us."

"How does an Outcast ship outrun our dragons?" Hiccup questioned.

Just then, Meatlug plopped in between Barf & Belch and Hookfang.

"That's how." Snotlout said, looking directly at Fishlegs.

"Whoo! We were really moving, girl."

"Yeah, faster than you usually do that's for sure. Ow." Ferno hissed, his jaw not fully recovered.

"What did we miss?" Fishlegs asked, seeing everyone looking at him.

"It's not what you missed, it's what we all missed!" Snotlout blew up.

"Snotlout." Hiccup warned.

"What? I'm just calling it like I see it. If we didn't have slow and really, really slow holding us back, I don't know, maybe we'd have a chance to actually do what we're supposed to be doing!"

"Snotlout, that's not helping." Hiccup hissed at his cousin then turned to his brother and begged. "Help me out here."

"I'm siding with Snotlout on this one." Ferno admitted.

"Uh, that's a bit harsh." Astrid said glaring at Ferno and Snotlout.

"Guys, they does have a point." Fishlegs broke up the argument between the four (The Twins somehow managed to keep shut).

"Fishlegs." Hiccup tried.

"No, it's not a big deal, Hiccup. You guys keep looking. Meatlug and I will circle back and patrol the cliffs, shore up the rear."

"Are you sure about?" Astrid asked.

"Absolutely." Fishlegs assured them, not very convincingly.

"Okay. Well, use your dragon call if you spot anything." Hiccup said.

"You know I will."

Hiccup, Astrid, Ferno, Snotlout and the Twins flew off, leaving Fishlegs and Meatlug on their own.

"You don't think we should have put up more of a fight?" Hiccup asked.

"Fishlegs can do much better on the rear. So let's leave him there." Ferno told him.

-000-

"So, uh, did you find your Outcast ship?" Fishlegs asked, running up to the newly arrived dragon riders.

"Bluh-ugh. Do you see an Outcast ship?" Snotlout said, aggravated, piercing his sword into the ground.

"No, we didn't find them?" Hiccup answered Fishleg's question.

"I don't get it, how can an Outcast ship just vanish?" Ferno asked.

"Fishlegs!" Gobber came running up to the group holding a sword. "Do you know what this is?"

"Don't tell me. Don't tell me." Tuffnut stopped the blacksmith.

"Um, a sword?" Ruffnut guessed.

"I said don't tell me." Tuffnut got angry and started punching his twin mercilessly.

"I wasn't telling you I was telling him." Ruffnut said, blocking every punch that went her way in a practised way.

Gobber watched them for a moment then turned back. "Not just any sword. Feel it." He tossed it to Fishlegs, but it was caught in mid-air by Astrid. "I made it out of that strange lava Meatlug left in my shop earlier."

"Is there any more of it? I can think of someone who I would personally like to throw into it." Ferno said, in a deadpan voice, glaring at the still fighting and shouting Twins.

"It's pretty." Astrid said, already completely examined the sword. "But too light. Would never hold up in battle."

"Exactly what I thought." Gobber took the sword and pulled Snotlout closer to him, or as close as anyone would want him near them anyway. "Until I did this. ARGH!" He slashed the sword against Snotlout's and it cut straight through.

"Whoa!"

And instantly Gobber was showered with requests to make them weapons or helmets.

"Excuse me? Why don't you start with making me a new sword?" Snotlout said, gesturing to the sword Gobber had, without permission, ruined.

"Why don't you start by getting in line?" Gobber pointed to a mile long queue for the Forge. "The whole town is buzzing about the Gronkle Iron and they all want a piece of the action."

"Heard about it or were told about it?" Ferno said, crossing his arms over his chest. "Great, now we'll never get our blasted weapons."
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"Well that was a complete waste of time." Hiccup said, walking up to the disappointed gang, in the Arena.

"We doubled backed over the same area five times!" Astrid said.

"Really? That was the same place?" Tuffnut asked dazed.

"But it looked so different." Ferno, colour still returning to his face.

"That's because you three were flying upside down, you muttonheads." Snotlout barked at the Twins and Fire-bearer.

"Oh yeah. Fun though." Tuffnut said, wobbling a bit.

"We got bored of seeing the same place a billion times." Ferno defended all three of them, since the Twins would never defend themselves.

"You know, we need somebody to keep track of our position." Astrid stated.

"Yes we did. And some low speed hovering could have helped over that sea stack." Hiccup added.

"Oh come on! You're not talking about him are you?" Snotlout complained.

"No the other slow nerdy book chewer that we kicked out of our group." Ferno shot at Snotlout.

"Oh no! Not him!" Tuffnut said, dramatically, then whispered to his twin. "Hey, who are they talking about?"

"I don't know, but he sounds important so it can't be you." Ruffnut shot at him.

"We're talking about Fishlegs." Hiccup uncovered the great mystery.

"We're a team, and on a team everyone has a role to play." Astrid explained.

"Astrid's right. We're all important. When one of us is missing?... It's kind of not the same." Agreed Hiccup.

"It's your fault." Snotlout pointed out. "You made him quit."

Hiccup remained silent, as if agreeing to the statement.

"Oh shut up." Ferno punched Snotlout in the gut, coming to Hiccup's rescue.
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"There he is. What are we gonna do?" Astrid said, when the group came to the crowded Forge.

"I could punch him till he bleeds to near death and returns." Ferno suggested, punching his palm.

"But then he won't be able to come back because you beat him to near death." Hiccup reasoned.

"I could pound on him, until he agrees to come back." Snotlout suggested.

"Ah, that's pretty much the same as punching him."

"Well what's you're bright idea, Genius?" Ferno asked.

"We could just ask him?" Hiccup put forward.

"What's wrong with the punching and the pounding? I like punching and pounding. I like fruit punch. I like pound cake…" Tuffnut began listing the possibilities on his fingers.

"Fishlegs?... Fishlegs!?" Hiccup tried to pass the crowd, only to stir them up more so that they would shout, like a real angry mob, at Fishlegs.

"Oh look, these kind people are going to be punching and pounding Fishlegs for us." Ferno said to the scowling Hiccup.
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"Hey, why is Meatlug running away from Fishlegs?" Hiccup asked, noticing the commotion beneath the flying duo Haddock Brothers.

"Maybe she had enough of his singing." Ferno suggested. "It's a wonder she lasted that long."

Hiccup sighed. "Come on." He swooped down to the commotion, shooting the spears that were flying towards Meatlug.

"Show off." Ferno mumbled, when the spears stopped flying.

"Nice shot bud!" Hiccup exclaimed.

"Nice shot bud." Ferno imitated in a high pitched voice from his spot high in the sky. Shriek growled at him and swooped towards the fleeing Gronkle and its chaser Night Fury, despite his rider's pulling him back.
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"Hiccup! You have to help Meatlug!" Fishlegs ran behind the Night Fury, at an amazingly fast speed for a person of his stature.

"What's wrong with her?"

"I don't know. She's attracting metal… she's really scared."

"Okay, Ferno, Snotlout, we need to heard her away from town." Hiccup yelled to his brother and cousin, flying on either side of him.

"On it." Snotlout said.

"How?" Ferno screamed, after the Night Fury and Nightmare sped off, leaving him behind.

Snotlout decided to demonstrate his plan of chasing the already frightened Meatlug. This didn't go well with Fishlegs, at all, as one might image. Let's just say that Snotlout was thrown off his saddle and landed in a pile of beans a couple of meters away.

"Well that didn't work." Ferno mumbled, following the Night Fury who was chasing a Gronkle. "Wow, that thing is so much faster on land than in air." Ferno mumbled when they arrived on a cliff and Meatlug had nowhere left to run.

"Ah, Meatlug. Hey, girl. Remember me, your old pal Hiccup." Hiccup said gently.

"The dude that likes to feed you Dragon Nip." Ferno added for clarification.

"Come here, I'm not gonna hurt you." Hiccup assured her, but the Gronkle only moved back towards the edge.

Fishlegs came running up to the two brothers, gasping for breath. "Hic-cup … Fer-no... wait."

"Not now Fishlegs." Hiccup warned him, coming closer to Meatlug.

"No… no… you don't understand." Fishlegs tried to warn them.

"What's the matter?" Ferno asked.

"…Metal!" He yelled. But as soon as he said that, Hiccup fell to the floor, metal leg sticking out, then was magnetically pulled towards the Meatlug.

"Hiccup!" Ferno just missed the 14-year-old's shirt. "Oh no." Whilst trying to get near his brother to grab him, he entered the zone where metal was attracted to the Gronkle. The belt buckle, plus a full metal sword and its scabbard, sucked the Fire-bearer in and stuck him to Meatlug's side, then his left hand attached as well thanks to the gold ring on his fourth finger.

"My leg!" Hiccup exclaimed.

"My belt buckle and ring!" Ferno shouted.

Meatlug, terrorized, flew off at full speed.

Shriek, hit with realisation that his beloved rider was being carried off, after the Gronkle.

Toothless, a land-locked creature with wings, just roared out to their fleeing forms.

"Hey, guys! Where are you going?" Fishlegs screamed from the ground.

"Absolutely no idea!" The two brothers screamed.
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"Do you have any idea how stupid we look right now?" Ferno asked, as they flew in mid-air, stuck to a Gronkle.

"My foot and your belt-buckle and ring are stuck to a dragon, I can't think of anything stupider." Hiccup commented.

"Hey Meatlug! You mind telling where we're going!?" Ferno yelled out. The response was a dragon grunt. "Thanks for clarifying. So what are we supposed to do now?"

"I could detach my foot and you could take of your pants. I doubt a small ring could hold you on a dragon."

"I am not taking off my dignity!" Ferno complained. "Plus it's a 100 meter drop into freezing water without our dragons or pants, I know that free falls are sort of our thing, but not in this situation."

"Hey, there's Fishlegs." Hiccup, hanging upside down from a dragon, pointed.

"And he'll help us how?"

"He's not stuck to a dragon." Hiccup said in the obvious tone. "And the said dragon is his."

"Hey, Fishlegs! Where's Shriek?!" Ferno yelled.

"Look above you." Fishlegs shouted back, on top of the Night Fury.

Indeed thee bag of bones was flying above the terrified Gronkle.

"Great, now if he flies underneath Meatlug we could fall and not smash into an oblivion in ice cold water." Hiccup suggested.

"Yeah, I don't think that's a good idea." Fishlegs said.

"Why not?" Ferno asked.

"There's your missing Outcast ship." Fishlegs pointed to the distance, where surely enough one of Alvin's ships was sailing the seas. And it appeared they spotted the riders because they started to fire catapults at them. Wonderful.
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"What do we do?" Fishlegs asked.

"I have an idea." Hiccup declared.

"Oh Thor." Ferno sighed.

"Do you want to be stuck to a dragon forever?"

"I'm listening."

"Meatlug! Drop!" Hiccup ordered.

"WHAT?!" But the Gronkle was already plummeting towards the sea. Just before hitting the waters, she glided by the side of the ship. And you guessed it, all the metal, swords, shields, and other weapons were pulled out of the Outcast soldier's grip. Bad news was, the rogue weapons were heading for them.

"Uh, Hiccup. I don't think you thought this through." Ferno yelled.

"Hang on." Fishlegs, still on Toothless, flew underneath his dragon and tickled her stomach. At once, all the metal and two boys fell off her. Hiccup landed on Toothless' back, whilst Ferno, just missing the Night Fury, fell a couple tens of a meter further, before being caught by his dragon.

"Yep, we hang on." Ferno commented.

"Ok, good plan. Yay team." Said Fishlegs.

"Never say that again. Okay?" Ferno gave him a disturbed look.

"So what about the Outcast ship problem?" Fishlegs asked, seeing that they were flying back to town.

Ferno stood up on the tail of his Boneknapper, cupped his mouth and screamed, "HEY, DAD-IN-LAW, SAY HI TO MY FATHER WHEN YOU SEE HIM! IF YOU SEE HIM!"

"Was that really necessary?" Hiccup asked, seeing the boat sinking.

"Of course." Ferno grinned.

Hiccup and Fishlegs switched dragons and all was right with the world again.
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"Uh, dad, what are you doing here?" Ferno asked, entering his house and the first sight being his stepfather sitting in Ferno's house, on Ferno's favourite chair, poking the flames of the fire with Ferno's favourite rod.

"I gave you this house for yourself and your wife and children. I don't see my daughter-in-law or grandchildren."

"First of all, you don't have grandchildren or a daughter-in-law. Closest thing to that is Astrid. Second, do you not understand how dangerous it is to go to Outcast Island?"

"Well, you've made plenty of those trips and you're still alive."

"What do you want me to do?"

"Retrieve your wife and children."

"All three of them are too weak to be moved anywhere. Dad, let me bring them here in mine and their own time."

"If you want Berk to accept your marriage, you'd better convince it that it exists. You have 2 months or I'm declaring your marriage unlawful and your children illegitimate, which also means that you will be dishonoured and therefore banished… and we both know only one place where they would accept as their own the dishonoured and banished."

"Dad—"

"I can't make exceptions for family. What kind of Chief would I be?"

"I have 2 months."

"Make the most of it." And then and there, the Great Chief of Berk left the house, leaving a fuming with rage Outcast Heir.

Red in the face, chest pounding away with hatred and eyes boiling with anger, the Fire-bearer licked his palm and slammed it against a feebly burning candle, in his seething state not even noticing the hot licks of the flame.
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	45. The Night and the Fury

"Okay gang, over here. Tomorrow's training mission was actually Astrid's idea, so I will let her explain it." Hiccup told everyone on their next training session.

And as soon as anyone heard the two words 'Astrid's idea' everyone, save Hiccup and Astrid herself, began to groan.

"What?" She asked.

"Your training missions are so hard." Fishlegs complained.

"They aren't hard."

"Hand to claw combat." Fishlegs showed her the bandaged hand, which was happily licked by Meatlug.

"Spine dodging?" Snotlout complained.

"Hot lava swimming?" Tuffnut over-exaggerated.

"We never did that." Astrid corrected Tuffnut.

"Yeah, we should have. Way better than hand to claw combat." Tuffnut declared.

"Yaknog." Ferno dared to speak the worst.

"You didn't even try it."

"I didn't need to, the look on Hiccup's face was enough."

"Thanks a lot traitor." Hiccup mumbled through gritted teeth so Astrid couldn't hear him. His punishment was a hard death glare that made him shiver.

"Well this mission is easy. Dragon Island. We just have to get from this beech on the east side, to this cave on the west side." Everyone chirped in unanimous agreement that it wasn't that bad. "At night." The mood instantly fell. "With no camping gear." The groans grew louder. "And no dragons." They were yelling now.

"What? That's crazy! What's the point?!" Snotlout yelled.

"To work on our stealth skills and our wild dragon knowledge." Astrid explained to him.

"Astrid's right. We all know how strong we are with our dragons, but we have to survive and defend ourselves if we ever get separated." Hiccup told them. Everyone, except Astrid, looked at him with deadpanned faces.

Snotlout turned to Ferno. "Do something! You're co-head! Stop them from torturing us!" He shook the Fire-bearer's shoulders violently.

"Yeah, I resigned from being Head." Ferno clarified. "On Bork Week."

"No you didn't. Who's gonna calm down angry mobs?"

"Oh, so I'm still co-head." Ferno gripped Astrid's shoulder and repeated what Snotlout did earlier. "WE ARE NOT DOING THIS EXERCISE!"

"Relax, it will be fine." Astrid forced his hands to crack so they would release her, but spoke in a soft and tender voice. "Besides, Hiccup already agreed."

"Hiccup, I liked you better when you two didn't have a thing." Ferno said from the floor, only getting kicked in the shin by none other than Astrid.

"It will be fine. Stop being such babies."
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"Ok, one of us is gonna have to skip the drill and take the dragons to the cave on the other side of the island, that way they won't try and help us during the exercise." Hiccup explained. As soon as he said that, a wild Nadder landed in front of the group, quickly was repelled by Toothless, Stormfly and Shriek and flew off. "Just like that. Okay, so? Who's gonna watch the dragons?"

Candidates were not that hard to come by, including Fishlegs... "I think the obvious choice is…"

"Me! I volunteer!" …And Tuffnut.

"B-But I have much more dragon knowledge!"

"Yeah, from a book, but I… I feel them, in here… wait where is it? In here, yeah in here. In my stomach. Besides, I did say 'ME FIRST'!"

"Ah, I can't believe I'm saying this but… Tuffnut's right. Fishlegs no one can argue with your dragon knowledge, but if Alvin attacks with wild dragons we need to be able to face them, any time of the day or night without our dragons."

"I hate it when you make sense." Fishlegs mumbled.

"You're not the only one. I still don't get why you woke me up from my paradise." Complained the Fire-bearer, hands crossed over his chest, glaring at the Dragon Conqueror.

-000-

The riders said their goodbyes and once they were done, they made their way into the depths of the dark islands. All except Tuffnut.

Seeing their riders leaving them, the dragons tried to follow him, but were instantly shooed off.

"No, no, Toothless you have to go with Tuffnut. I can't believe I'm saying this but uh, he's the boss."

"That's right. Boss man! Boss… macho… Big boss macho. Hey, does anyone know where this cave is?" Everyone looked at Tuffnut strangely. "Ha! Ha! Just messing with you… or am I? Ha! Ha! Even I don't know."

"Remember this is about stealth. Not speed. It doesn't matter how fast you get there, what's important is how you handle wild dragon if ever you come across on—"

"On the other hand, the fast you get to that cave, the more time you'll get to sleep." Ferno motivated the sleepy riders.

"Ok, good luck everybody. See you on the other side." Hiccup assured them.

Unanimously, the Haddock Brothers realised that Fishlegs was not moving anywhere.

"What? I'm formulating a plan." He saw their stares.

"While standing on the spot? You're not as smart as you say." Ferno said, already giving up with the nerd, holding up his torch to the air with one hand, another resting on the hilt of his favourite sword.

"Fishlegs!" It seemed as if Hiccup had equal patience and time for this.

"Urgh, why didn't I stay in my nice warm bed this morning, Meatlug peacefully licking my toes, but no!"

"Fishlegs!" Both Haddocks yelled out from the distance.

"Don't rush me, I'm having a moment!"
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"Brilliant… Wonderful… When I get on the other side of this jungle I'm going to strangle Astrid's throat with my bare hands and no Hiccup is going to stop me." To say the young Fire-bearer was annoyed would have been an understatement.

Slashing his sword at various plants and bushes that stood in his way, Ferno wanted nothing more than to get to that stupid cave, so he could have his stupid rest and then he could speak his mind about Astrid's stupid idea.

Something was in the bushes, judging by the excessive amount of twigs snapping.

"Oh great. Whatever you are, can we please make this quick cause I kinda have somewhere to be right now." He said, dropping the lantern and the sword to the ground.

The bushes ignited in flames and a small Fireworm shot out of the bush.

"Fireworm? Really? I feel kinda insulted." Ferno cocked a black eyebrow at the small creature.

His stormy eyes noticed that one of the wings was twisted funnily and that it limped/crawled weirdly. Damn his big compassionate heart and annoying love for dragons. He felt the need to help the poor small dragon.

"Okay, buddy. Where's your nest?" Ferno asked, scooping the dragon into is palm*1. "Hang on a second." The Fire-bearer dug into his pocket and pulled out some dragon nip. "Here, you like this stuff?" Apparently the dragon did, and it purred like a cat into a blow horn. "Come on, bud, I'll take you home. But first I have to name you? What do you think of 'disabled dragon'?"

It didn't like it whatsoever. It had a bit of his flesh for dinner with some blood for gravy on it.

"Ok." Ferno said, biting his bottom lip, absorbing the pain as best as he could. "Definitely, 'disabled' doesn't work you. What about 'Vampire' since you so love to suck my blood."

Purring was the answer.

"Thought so. Come on." Ferno put the Fireworm on his leather armoured shoulder, just so the dragon didn't decide to have another piece of his flesh for desert. "Why do I do these things?" He mumbled, sucking his blood off his hand. "Thanks a lot, this is how you repay me for offering you help. You're real grateful."
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"Camp fire? Really?... Yeah, I don't blame them, but Hiccup is gonna kill me." Ferno slumped and trotted down the kill towards the campfire. "Ah, might as well warm up shouldn't we, Vamps? Pun unintended."

-000-

"Snotlout? I know that Astrid's idea was stupid and I understand your pain but duty is duty." Great, he sounded like his missus now. "Snotlout? Come out and I won't tell Hic—" Something pounced on him. "Dagur?!" Ferno screeched when he saw the face.

Dagur's green eyes looked like maniacs ready to slaughter the vulnerable Fire-bearer, and they didn't waver when they realised who it was.

"Ferno?" A familiar voice stood up from his seat.

"Hiccup? You mind telling me what's going on… and get this lunatic off me!"

Dagur climbed off the Fire-bearer, dusting himself. "What is he doing here? I thought you said you've come alone?"

Hiccup walked up to his half-brother and put an arm around his shoulder. "We are inseparable, Dagur. You should have known that."

"Uh, until I'll stab you to death for bringing me out here." Ferno said wiping his eyes off his tiredness, and while doing so, hiding the dimly glowing Fireworm into his shirt.

"Yeah, we're just hunting dragons… out here... in the middle of the night, and I just bumped into Dagur, who is also hunting for dragons."

"Hunting?" Ferno cocked an eye brow then realised what was going on. "Don't you mean slaughter?"

"So back to the plan. We're going to hunt dragons and one extra sword might come in handy. Let's go and hunt dragons, brothers!" And Dagur, holding a cool crossbow walked off into the woods.

"Brothers? Is there something I don't know about?"

"Don't ask." Hiccup huffed.
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"Shh. That could be him."

"No, it sounds too big."

Indeed a Monstrous Nightmare bounced out and ran off.

"You're right. I'm taking it down anyway. For fun." Dagur aimed.

Hiccup knocked the crossbow out of the Berserker's Chief's arms.

"How dare you—!"

"I had to. T-the Night Fury would have… smelt it."

"Yeah, listen to him. He's the Night Fury expert." Ferno pointed to the Dragon Conqueror.

"They can do that."

"Oh yes, yes. The Night Fury has an excellent sense of smell. They can sense danger in a fright—"

"Look at us. You this little runt of a… well you what you are," Dagur didn't see Ferno tense or Hiccup's glare on him. "You, the bastard son of a Chief." Ferno looked livid now, and the only reason that he didn't punch Dagur in the face was because a certain Fireworm was beginning to smoke in his shirt and he needed to keep silent. "And me Dagur the Deranged. Who would've thought we'd make such a formidable team?"

"Not me, that's for sure." Hiccup said, in all honest.

"Let's move out." Dagur walked on.

"I'm gonna kill. I swear to you on our mother's memory I will gut him to death." Ferno said, taking out the Fireworm from his shirt and shoving it into his pocket.

"He's a gonner then." Hiccup said deadpanned. "What's with the Fireworm? And how are you not eat barbequed?"

"Which part of Fire-bearer don't you understand?"
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"Tch, tch, listen. Smaller this time. Could be the Night Fury." Dagur was getting excited.

"No, that actually sounds like a… wild yak to me." Hiccup told him.

"Dagur, what are the chances of tripping over the rarest of all dragons on this Island." Ferno hissed impatiently, imagining his nice warm bed and a cup of steaming tea.

The rustling in the bushes made Dagur ignore both comments and aim at the bush nonetheless.

He was disappointed when out of the bushes emerged something resembling or a relative of the yaks: Snotlout.

"Eh, close enough." Hiccup said, seeing his cousin dusting himself.

"Hiccup! Ferno!" Snotlout threw his arms into the air upon seeing them. "Whoa am I glad to see you? You would not believe what I've been through. This place is crawling with wild dragons."

"Yep, it's called Dragon Island, Snotlout."

"Dagur!" The Jorgenson realised the Chief was standing behind the two brothers. "What are you doing here?" The Chief showed that oh-no-not-him face.

"Snothat? Is it?"

"Snotlout. Snotlout."

"Whatever. I thought you said you were here alone." Dagur said mainly to Hiccup.

"I-I was. Snotlout! What are you doing here? You were supposed to stay at base camp!" Hiccup approached the Jorgenson. Ferno face-palmed himself.

"Huh?"

"While I am hunt dragons, here in the forest."

Snotlout put his hands on his hips and cocked his eyebrow. "You're doing what in the where?"

"Not the sharpest arrow in the quiver, is he?" Dagger noted walking away.

"Not even close." Hiccup said as Dagur walked away. "Play along. We cannot let Dagur know about our dragons, he'll try to take them home and melt them on his wall."

"Wait, you mean—"

"No, Hiccup you got it wrong. I'll melt Dagur on my wall, I've been thinking of decorations." Ferno said, following his peers after Dagur.
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"AAAAAHHHAAAAAHHHAAAAAHHHHH!"

"Oh, what now?" Ferno groaned hanging his head backwards, hearing commotion behind him in the distance.

"Fishlegs." Hiccup approached them. "Would you look? It's Dagur, he is also out hunting dragons.

"Yes!" Snotlout clasped Hiccup's and Fishleg's shoulders. "We are dragon hunters, out hunting dragons."

"Hiccup, you're definition of alone and mine are very different." Dagur said before walking away. "But perhaps, this one can help us."

"Hunt dragons! Because that's what we are doing. Hunting!" Snotlout repeated again. Gods, were they lucky Dagur was this dumb.

"Dragons." Hiccup added.

"Specifically Night Furies. Thank you for wasting our time, Dagur." Ferno glared at the Chief, who glared back.

"Ok, got it." Fishlegs hissed.

Yeah, they were real lucky with Dagur's lack of observation and brain.
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"Tell me, Ferno. How is your cousin?" Dagur questioned as they walked deeper into the woods.

"As sour as spoilt yak milk." Ferno put it short. "Why so interested?"

"You sure do put a lot of trust in him, leaving him with you know who." Dagur smirked. "Last time I checked he was throwing darts at your picture. Are you sure you two aren't twins?"

"Everyone has to make that remark." Ferno hung his head. "It's a family resemblance."

"If I was on your place, I would keep the woman of my heart close, rather than leave her with a cousin that still has a thing for her."

"It's a good thing I trust my wife don't I?" Ferno advanced ahead, smirking, of a gulping like a goldfish Dagur.

"What?" Dagur turned around to Hiccup.

"Yeah, we know there is a Mrs Haddock and that there are two Ferno juniors." Hiccup said casually. Enough casually for Dagur to think that Ferno for some reason didn't tell anyone about his ties with the Outcast Tribe and shut up about the subject.

"You know we're a lot alike Hiccup, and Ferno once you think about it." Dagur continued.

"Really, how'd you figure that?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, we're born leaders."

"Oh yeah, he's right about that." Fishlegs added.

"Sons of Chiefs."

"Yep, that's true." Hiccup agreed.

"Your powers of observation frighten me." Ferno said sarcastically and deadpan.

"Who had to be illuminated so we can gain control." Dagur's eyes were power crazed.

"Not yet anyway." Ferno mumbled audibly.

"Wha-what? No, my dad hasn't been illuminated from anything."

"But he could easily. Just say the word." Dagur set off an arrow, which zipped past Fishlegs and Snotlout and caught Fishleg's lamp. The two teens stood there for a moment, in frozen act-natural poses, for a few moments.

"Yeah, there's something to think about."

More rustling in the bushes. Great. The five 'dragon hunters' ducked, awaiting some species of dragon to appear.

There were some punching and 'wowing' sound effects in the back.

"Which one of your friends, is it going to be this time?" Dagur asked.

"It's hard to say."

"Two salmons its Astrid." Ferno mumbled to Fishlegs.

Really unhelpfully, Toothless showed up, almost plasma barbequing Dagur if he didn't step away.

"The Night Fury! Hiccup! Brother! You've done it! You've led me right to it!" Dagur yelled.

All the guilt, of helping his enemy find his best friend, rushed into Hiccup.

-000-

"Dragon meet arrow, arrow meet dragon." Dagur played with his toy.

"No, Dagur wait. I would like to do it." Hiccup step forward.

"No me!" Ferno played along, taking the bow from Dagur's grip. "You two already have enough fame and glory. Sharing is caring."

"Give me that." Dagur yelled at Ferno. "You two didn't even bring a good weapon. A stupid ornate shield and an old sword."

"Ferno give me the cross bow. You know that I spent my whole life trying to kill the Night Fury." Hiccup yelled at his brother.

"You always get the attention, don't you?" Ferno stood taller than his older brother, glaring at him.

"I'm older and I spend all my time with dragons!"

"ENOUGH!" Dagur screeched, enough to burst someone's ear drum. "IT'S MY CROSSBOW! NOW STAND ASIDE." Dagur snatched the cross bow out of Ferno's grip.

As he approached the Night Fury with his crossbow of death, a herd of Terrible Terrors assaulted him, in which time, Hiccup gave Toothless the signal to clear off.

"What's wrong with you?! I almost had those Terrible Terrors, they were right in my hands!" Emerged an angry Astrid from the trees.

"You owe me two salmons." Ferno whispered to Fishlegs who didn't even have time to defend his fridge.

"Terrors shemrrors… we're hunting a Night Fury here. Did you leave anyone back on Berk?" Dagur was obviously not entirely pleased about missing the opportunity of a lifetime because of some measly species of dragon.

"Ha. Ha. Very funny Dagur." Hiccup said, approaching Astrid.

"Did he say 'hunting a Night Fury'?" Astrid asked, watching Dagur pull out the arrow that he shot and missed, from a tree.

"Yep, that's exactly what he said."

"But Toothless is—"

"I know. And if he's loose then so are the other dragons. You guys need to find Ruff & Tuff grab your dragons and get out of here." Hiccup whispered to his four companions.

"Maybe I should come with you. I don't like the thought of leaving your troublesome self with that idiot."

"He hates you… Don't worry. Dagur won't hurt me. I'm his brother."

"Oh great, a third one." Ferno mumbled, crossing his arms.

An armoured arm clutched around Hiccup's neck and shoulder. "Come Hiccup, while the trail is still fresh." Dagur held the crossbow uneasily close to Hiccup's person.

"I can't hunt with an entourage. Go back to Berk! And leave us to our business." Hiccup called out being led out.

"That's just great! How are we supposed to find our dragons?" Snotlout yell/asked Fishlegs, standing beside him.

"Actually, it shouldn't be that hard." Fishlegs pointed behind Snotlout, to where every single dragon was, minus Barf & Belch.
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Let's just say, that finding the Twins was not that very difficult. Just follow the trail of but kicking and arguments.

"Could you guys argue any louder?" Astrid asked sarcastically, coming towards them.

"SURE YEAH, BUT WHY WOULD—" One hand slapped on Tuffnut's mouth to shut him up.

"SHE DIDN'T LEARN ANYTHIN—" And another on Ruffnut's. Astrid looked unamused holding both hands on the Twin's mouth.

"You guys just don't get sarcasm, do you?" Ferno asked, leaning on Shriek's horns.
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"DRAGON ATTACK!" Dagur's voice would be heard for miles, unfortunately for the Riders who were online a couple of meters away.

"We better go now." Hiccup turned around and told the other riders. "Dagur's men are on the way."

"Come on. We can take them." Snotlout urged.

"Not today. Dagur will be back, and when he is, we'll be ready… Ferno stop looking at the flagship like you're about to sink it. I know it's tempting but you'll get your chance later."

"Oh come on, it'll take 5 seconds, 10 maximum." Ferno pleaded like a little girl over a doll she saw in a shop.

"Not today." Hiccup remained stubborn as always.

-000-
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	46. Tunnel Vision

"Cut him off! Make sure he doesn't escape!" Stoic ordered, pointing to the fleeing silhouette.

"I didn't know he could move that fast." Hiccup commented. "Astrid! He's headed your way!"

"On it!" Astrid shouted back from the air. "Stormfly! Spine shots!"

"I won't do it Stoic. And you can't make me!" Gobber protested, being surrounded from all sides.

"Surround him." Stoic ordered.

"A Viking is supposed to smell this way. It's a badge of honour!" Unfortunately, the badge of honour proved to be a chemical plant weapon, because the Terrible Terror suffering from lung poisoning said so.

"Gobber, as Vikings we understand your hate of the tub but we can't wear pegs on our noses any longer." Ferno said, approaching the master blacksmith with a washing line peg clipped on his nose.

"It's for your own good Gobber." Stoic assured him.

"Actually it's for the good of the whole town." Hiccup corrected.

"Get in the Tub!" Stoic order/grumbled at him.

Snotlout, riding Hookfang behind Gobber, decided to act individually. "Hookfang, toss him in the tub." He failed naturally. The Nightmare threw his rider in the tub instead. "Every. Single. Time! Doesn't this get old for you?!"

The face of the Nightmare clearly spelt 'never'.

"I think Hookfang's opinion is unanimous." Ferno commented. "Get out of the Tub!... Actually, no stay there. You could use with a wash too, smelling about it."

Hiccup and Astrid quickly devised a master plan of getting Gobber in the tub, via dragons, with no forms of communications, but looks. It worked, Gobber found himself in the tub, pushed down by Stoic's big hand.

"Fishlegs! Soap and water?!" Stoic shouted to the person in charge of getting the water, which wasn't that good of an idea, since he brought not enough to bathe an ant. "You're gonna have to do better than that, son."

"I can't sir the well. It's dried up."

The three Haddocks checked the contents of the well, and realised that Ingerman was telling the truth: that there was no contents in the well.

"We just dug that well two summers ago." Stoic said, throwing the empty bucket away.

"Water does just disappear." Hiccup thought out loud. "There has to be a reason."

"Oh, great, we're gonna spend the rest of the week figuring out what happened to our well." Ferno hung his head backwards.

"You have a better idea?"

"No. You're the mastermind, I'm just the muscle."

"We'll have to dig a new well, and until then we'll have to ration water, which means…"

"No more baths!" Gobber finished for him, coming over to Stoic and Hiccup, hanging a hand on each of their shoulder. Unfortunately for Hiccup, he had to vomit in a thankfully empty well. "Always so relaxing."
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"Ok, we need to figure out a way to keep Berk supplied with water until a new well can be dug." Hiccup said, pacing up and down the Academy. "Ruff, Tuff, strap on the wash-up and head to Lar's lake to fill it."

"Ok, but that thing's pretty big… i-it's bigger than Ruff's butt, it could take a while. Week or two." Tuffnut crossed his arms and received a punch, hard enough to smash something of his, for his previous comment.

"Idiot." Ferno mumbled, covering his eyes, sitting against his dragon's side.

"I was assuming you would use your dragon?" Hiccup cleared it up for them.

"Why would you think that?" Said Tuffnut, getting off the ground, red in the face from the punch.

Hiccup started but gave up instantly trying to explain to them the simple concept riding dragons. "Ok, moving on. Astrid and Snotlout, head to the mountains streams and fill as many canteens as you can."

"Mountain streams? You and me?" Snotlout thought something really perverted, but didn't progress far in his idea, because Astrid hurt him badly enough to change his mind.

"You sure it's a good idea sending two together?" Ferno asked. It seemed that wherever he looked, it was always two cousins falling for the same girl.

"Yes, Hiccup, please swap Snotlout and Ferno." Astrid pleaded with him, with dignity.

"I'm not going down that hole with Snotlout." Hiccup explained. "Fishlegs and Ferno, you and me are going to find out what happened down that well."

"Um, you may not have noticed this, but Meatlug and I don't exactly do well in tight spaces."

"Swap Snotlout with Fishlegs?" Astrid asked.

"I'm not going down that hole with Snotlout holding our rope." Ferno protested.
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"That's it girl! Just keep it steady!" Fishlegs instructed his Gronkle, whilst an uneasy Night Fury and Boneknapper either bounced around the place or stayed put for the moment, waiting for his rider to come back up.

"Lower." Hiccup instructs, "keep going. Just a little lower and… Ok, stop right there… the water level was way up here. And it's still wet."

"And it hasn't dried up yet, so that means this wasn't a drought." Ferno, strapped to his brother, so they are back to back, facing opposite directions.

Hiccup took a rock and threw it to the bottom, carefully listening to what the impact was. "Fishlegs! Get us all the way down!"

"Are you sure? It looks awfully scary and dark down there."

"Well it's a good thing you're not here down with us isn't it? Or do you want me to get up there and pull you down here myself?!" Ferno yelled the last part impatiently; they didn't have time for Fishleg's whimpering.

"Ok!" Fishlegs abides.

The two brothers are lowered and all goes smoothly until the rope begins to yank, to the side, catching a sharp rock and plunging them down, screaming. The Night Fury, the ever loyal companion jumped in after them. Shriek, being his size, realised that wasn't going to be the best option for him, so he stayed on the surface.
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After what seemed like eternity, the two brothers finally hit rock bottom. Literally. Followed by a Night Fury.

"Toothless!" Hiccup plunged towards his dragon. "You okay?"

As an answer the Night Fury licked his face.

The three looked up when they heard the sound of a familiar persona. "Hiccup! Ferno!" Yelled Stoic.

"We're okay, dad!" Hiccup yelled back.

"As okay as someone can be falling 5 meters onto solid rock." Ferno added.

"Can you climb back up?" Stoic asked.

"No!" Hiccup answered. "It's too narrow!"

"Someone get me a rope! I'm coming down after you, boys!"

"Dad, don't. Then all three of us will be stuck down here!" Hiccup stopped him.

"Dad, I know you're like a superman but I doubt you'd be able to lift up Toothless." Ferno shouted back.

"And, the water had to go somewhere. Besides, there's the three of us, we'll find another way." Hiccup said, already walking away, deeper into the underground tunnels.

From above you could hear Fishleg's whimpering, but none of the three bothered to listen to them, already growing an allergy to them.

"Is that a tunnel?" Ferno pointed up ahead of them.

"We found something!" Hiccup yelled to the Chief and book nerd. "It looks like a tunnel!"

"Well just be careful down there, boys!" Stoic yelled. "We'll be standing by if you need us."

"Unlikely." Ferno whispered, so only his two companions could hear.

"Ok, bud, what do you say, we find out where this leads?"

They wondered the tunnels with a torch and Toothless' plasma blasts as their guides, when they found a surprise under Berk's feet, and not the pleasant type.

"Dragon eggs?" Hiccup cocked an eye brow, picking up a shard and examining it.

"But of what dragon? And how in Thor's name did they get here." Ferno looked around the caverns. "There!" He pointed to wooden crates, he had noticed.

"That's the Outcast crest." Hiccup examined.

In his anger Ferno kicked the box and it smashed into pieces upon impact with the wall. How could his father not tell his about this? He felt used and abused. He felt like a pawn in his father's game. Take Chiefdom if Dagur shows up and do all the dirty work, but while he doesn't I'm going to shove dragon eggs right under your nose. "Father." Ferno said, rather hotly in his steaming anger.

Hiccup left his brother to breathe and examined the further contents of the cave. They found out what type of mysterious dragon it was. The Whispering Death. Judging by the holes in the walls… and a frightfully enormous one that looked like four Whispering Death's made it together.

"I don't even wanna know what made that." Hiccup shone the light at the hole.

-000-

They walked deeper into the caverns, only to end up at a dead… end.

"I hope you're remembering where we're going." Ferno said.

"I thought you were the one keeping track?" Hiccup looked at his brother in panic.

"No, you were. You are the map orientation prodigy."

"Not underground."

Toothless roared behind them and gave each other them and continued moving, until the torch in Hiccup's hand went out.

"Oh, great. Toothless would you mind?" Whilst the Night Fury was lighting the torch, something scaly and hard, slithered past Ferno's thigh.

"What was that?!" Ferno shrieked. The torch went back on and they saw the menacing and extremely angry Whispering Death. "I wasn't expecting an answer!" Ferno screamed as the two brothers jumped into the saddle and sped off as fast as someone could in an underground cave.

Apparently the Whispering Death had friends and a few of them sprung out of nowhere.

"One… Two… Three… Oh come on." Hiccup was counting them. And in the brother's and Night Fury's opinion that was three too many for their comfort.

"Um Hiccup… call me crazy but they stopped following us." Ferno tapped the Dragon Conqueror's shoulder. "This is awesome whatever I say today happens. I want a giant cake to land in front of my house and gold coins to rain down on my kitchen table…"

Hiccup looked at him as if he was insane, which he probably was, but today seemed different somehow. "That's weird." Hiccup was both referring to the Fire-bearer and Whispering Deaths. "Where'd they go?" Question was Ferno's brains or Whispering Deaths.

Some rocks fell out of a giant hole that the Whispering Death's had built earlier. "There's heading up to the town! Follow them." Ferno returned… temporarily.
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"That's it bud, keep going!" Hiccup urges his dragon on as they zip past and through the twisted and insane tunnels. "Do Whispering Death's ever make straight tunnels?"

"Where's the fun in that?" Ferno questioned.

"There's absolutely none in flying in stupid tunnels… at least one of us can see in the dark, too."
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"Urgh, we have to get in there guys."

"Shriek!" Ferno yelled to the Boneknapper, already battling some Whispering Death by sitting on them and breathing fire at some flying around him. "You started the fight without me. How-How dare you?!"

"Come on." Hiccup sighed, dropping his brother at the bone armoured dragon.

Ferno and Shriek immediately leaped into action, firing non-stop at various different Whispering Deaths, both not in the mood to be missing a chance to kill or destroy something. Unlike Hiccup and Toothless who stalked off Thor-knows-where.

"Come on, buddy, we're going to send those Whispering Deaths off Berk on fire." Ferno encouraged his dragon. "Which kinda rocks 'cause they hate light, get it?"

But their fun was stopped when a Night Fury, whizzing through the air, shining reflective light on the Whispering Deaths and driving them away to wherever Hiccup wanted them to go.

"He always has to steal our fun doesn't he?" Ferno asks his favourite companion, who snorts in agreement.

All the riders ended up watching the Whispering Deaths flee the village in the deep depths of the forests on a different part of the island.

"I'm gonna miss those guys. They were like dangerous but cool at the same time… kinda like me."

"Tuffnut you have a long way to get to their level." Ferno states.

"I don't think this is over yet." Hiccup said. "Not by a long shot."

"Stop being so negative. Enjoy the moment, Hiccup. Buy some water." Snotlout suggested, pushing his apparent water shop products.

The ground began to shake dramatically. At first everyone though it was an earthquake… but when a humongous white coloured, red eyes, deadly, maniac like, ferocious, scarier than Astrid on a bad day Whispering Death made it's appearance, it was obvious that an earthquake was the least of their worries.

"This is why we never listen to you Snotlout!" Ferno shouted.

"Uh, so that's what I was afraid of." Hiccup commented.

-000-

"Uh, suggestions anyone?!" Hiccup shouted, seeing The Thing make a beeline for the village.

"What is that thing?" Snotlout whimpered.

"Uh, Fishlegs? Is that in the Book of Dragons?" Hiccup asked. The book nerd was far too stunned to answer anything. "Fishlegs!? Is that thing in the book of dragons?"

"Uh, definitely not."

"Are you sure?"

"Hiccup, I'm certain that I would have remembered all my boulder class tighten wing Whispering Death with bright red eyes that bore a hole whole right through your very sole." Fishlegs claimed a little over exaggeratedly. The scary part was that, he wasn't exactly over exaggerating.

"So sarcasm is catching up for you." Ferno said. Way too calmly for the situation.

Toothless fired a blast at the Thing, but it didn't even leave a bruise on that Thing. It simply turned around and gave a shrieking ear-gripping roar sending all the dragon into a disoriented state.

"Screaming Death!" Tuffnut came up with the name that would stick for centuries to come. "I love it!" But when the Whispering Deaths they had chased off earlier almost knocked him off his dragon he rethought about his statement. "Ok, maybe love is too strong a word."

"Hiccup what do we do?" Astrid asked, flying beside him.

"You guys focus on the Whispering Deaths. I'll keep the Screaming Death busy." He ordered.

"Not without me you're not." Ferno said, coming up on Hiccup's other side.

"Oh, fine." Hiccup resigned. "Remember you're Flight Club Training!" He yelled and the two brothers flew off after the Screaming Death.

-000-

They found the Screaming Death, which was not so difficult a feat, in the town square about to rip a poor woman into a thousand different pieces. A quick plasma and fire blast was all that was needed to divert its attention.

The game of cat and mouse between the Night Fury, Boneknapper and the Screaming Death resulted in the catapult tower being completely annihilated (Toothless' and Hiccup's fault) and some resident houses to be smashed and crashed into (Shriek's and Ferno's fault). In the end, both brothers ended up knocked out of their saddles and about to be made into the Screaming Death's snack if it weren't for the Chief's majestic entrée and the Thunderdrum's really awesome butt-kicking sonic blast.

"Thanks, dad!" Hiccup quickly yelled, grabbing his beloved shield.

"Yeah, we owe you one." Ferno said, hopping back into the saddle of this dragon.

"I don't even want to know what that thing is. But we need to get it out of here." Stoic responded.

"Way, ahead of you!" Hiccup shouted.

"Then why am I in the dark… as always." Ferno asked, flying after the Dragon Conqueror.

"I'll try to lead it away from the village. Ferno, help me out with the light thing."

-000-

For the next couple of hours, Hiccup, Stoic and Ferno were using every form of a blast, whether plasma, sonic or fire to at least bruise the Screaming Death. None of them worked though, except making the Screaming Death every more angry.

"Ok, let's see how it likes this?" Hiccup reflected some light off his shield onto the impenetrable armour of the Screaming Death.

It roared and dove straight through he ground.

"Just what I'd thought." Hiccup commented, pleased once again at his ingenuity.

"Yeah!" Ferno threw his fists in the air in a way that someone might imagine the Twins to do. But then, to everyone's mortification, the Screaming Death burst through the earth's surface heading straight for them. "No!" Ferno moaned in the tone that you'd expect Fishlegs to use.

"Apparently, it doesn't mind." Stoic said, as the three Haddocks watched the Screaming Death fly off to Thor-knows where in blinding speed.

"It must not have that weakness." Hiccup said.

"Well, we better find out what it does have and fast!" Stoic shouted at his two sons.

"Um, guys, I'm not sure if you've noticed but that thing is coming back." Ferno said, calmly and casually pointing at a returning Screaming Death.

It unleashed a horrifyingly painful screaming, once against disorienting the dragons.

"What's happening?!" Stoic yelled, panicked for once.

"The scream. It affects the dragon flying." Hiccup informed him. Toothless sent out a plasma blast to shut the damned thing for at least a few seconds. The Screaming Death, finding who his enemy is, launched for the Night Fury and started to chase both him and his rider. The Chief and Outcast Heir attempted to follow, only one managed to get past an unexpected Whispering Death, the other and to stick around and fight it off.

Three guesses who.

-000-

"Hiccup, for once, I am begging you, make a plan that actually works!" Ferno screamed from behind the Screaming Death as it dementedly flew up, down, backwards, forwards and diagonal to chase down and kill the Night Fury and his rider.

"I do have a plan!"

"Oh yeah. Care to fill me in?!"

"This thing is attracted to the metal. I'm luring it somewhere where we can finish it off!"

"Oh no, something tells me he's going to need another prosthetic." Ferno mumbled to his only trustworthy and secretive companion. "And it may not necessarily be from the Screaming Death, when I get my hands on him."

Hiccup's plan worked, without him losing his limbs… maybe his brain, but no one would ever see the difference if he was sane or insane. He led the Screaming Death into a maze of sea stacks, making the Boneknapper and rider lose their trail. An act that protected them, but would result in a series of broken bones and limbs if Hiccup was to come back.

"Ferno!" Astrid yelled, seeing the bone-coated dragon hover in the sky trying to figure out where the night black dragon would turn next and how to follow them.

"Ah, Astrid. Care to help out trying to save your boyfriend, before he kills himself." Ferno nudged the side of his dragons and shot towards the Screaming Death, ignoring the shouts from Astrid about his previous comment.

Behind Ferno stalked Astrid yelling out to him, followed suit by the other riders. But having a smaller and therefore fast dragon, Astrid managed to outfly the Boneknapper, not even resisting the temptation to throw Ferno the victorious smirk, and had a small chat with Hiccup before retreating to the back.

"What?" Ferno said, infuriated that she outflew him.

"He said to get behind and hit the Screaming Death with everything we have. He's gonna get it to follow him somewhere." Astrid said, addressing all the riders not just the Fire-bearer.

"He's gonna get it when I get to him." Ferno gritted his teeth and nudged the Boneknapper to fly faster.

-000-

The moment came when Hiccup was thrown off the back of his companion and fell to the floor, at the mercy of the Screaming Death. And he would have been made into a toast if his fellow riders didn't 'hit it with everything they got'.

"Not so tough anymore are you?" Snotlout couldn't resist a comment. Unfortunately, the Screaming Death had a reply for him, a very load one at that.

"Uh, he didn't mean that sir… uh, mam… whatever you are." Fishlegs apologized to an animal that didn't understand human speech. Ha! And they said he was smart.

"Yes, we do!" Ferno shouted at the Screaming Death. Apparently, the Thing was very sensitive because it did unleash an innumerable amount of fire blasts at the riders. "Does that thing have a shot limit?"

"Not really." Snotlout stupidly replied to a rhetorical question.

"Let's see if we can use its size against it?!" Hiccup bounced into the saddle, shining the metallic light at the Screaming Death and diverting it towards him to follow him.

"Oh no. Not again." Ferno moaned.

-000-

"Its wings are hurt, it can't fly." That was what Ferno heard, when he finally got there.

"What happened?" The Fire-bearer asked, glaring that Hiccup and Astrid.

"The Screaming Death smashed against a stone pillar and it's wings got trapped under some rocks." Astrid quickly explained.

"Oh… Ok."

"Whoa, look at that." Hiccup pointed out to a group of Whispering Deaths carrying the injured and currently land-locked Screaming Death.

-000-

"Alvin planted those Whispering Death eggs, knowing they would hatch and tear Berk apart. He may not be riding dragons, but he is using them against us." Hiccup lectured the Chief, walking on his left side.

"And it won't be long before they learn to ride them and then what do you think we'll fight them with." Ferno added from Stoic's right side.

"I was assuming your missus would be able to do something about that, son. Since you haven't even tried to get her off that Island but refuse to renounce your marriage. So she must have some value to you."

"Why is it so hard to believe that I truly love her?"

"Because I'm the Chief and I know everything about everyone on this island. You have neither the commitment, nor the patience, nor the maturity to love somebody. Now, get out of my sight."

The throat of the Fire-bearer dried up like that well, and on the rare occasion, the storm eyes showed genuine fear. The Chief moved on, grabbing a confused and sorry looking Hiccup with him to continue their conversation.

"This isn't home." Ferno exhaled the air he imprisoned within himself. "This will never be home, again. I've long outgrew this place, it's a prison without bars." He turned to the sky. "Then where is home?" But he already knew that… home was where there was no pressure, no rules, no morale, just adventure, adrenaline and danger lurking behind every corner to keep him on his toes… if only such a place existed.

-000-

There you go, guys. Another chapter down. The already fragile bond between Stoic and Ferno has finally broken.

Where do you think is a place where there is no pressure, rules and morale, only adventure, adrenaline and danger?

By the way, HTTYD 2 is on the internet. You can watch it online, on megashare. Though it's just some holding a camera in the cinema.

Please Review.


	47. Race to Fireworm Island

"Whoo-hoo-hoo! Snotlout! Snotlout! Oi! Oi! Oi!" The unmistakable sound of Snotlout Jorgenson's whooping was an unfortunate thing in the ears of the other riders, who were by now seriously considering ripping them off just to stop listening to him.

"What is with him?" Hiccup asked the team.

"I heard that ever since Alvin and the Whispering Death's attacked, he's been training nonstop." Astrid answered.

"I've heard he has been flying all night for the past week." Fishlegs supplied his share of rumours.

"From what I've heard is that someone needs to teach that boy the word and meaning of 'silence'." Ferno said, rubbing his sore ears.

"Yeah? Well, I head Gothi can debone a yak just by looking at it." Tuffnut said, and he, Ferno and Ruffnut looked dreamily to the sky imagining to see that for a few moments.

"Well, I heard if you sit on a Terrible Terror, you can make flames come out of your—" Ruffnut started but was interrupted… probably for the best.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa… what has this have to do with Snotlout?" Hiccup stopped the Twins before they could go any further.

"I though we were playing the 'I heard' game. And by the way, 'Terrible Terror' thing, totally true. I've tried." Tuffnut grinned proudly.

"And we'll take your word for it." Ferno looked like he was struggling to get a mental image out of his head.

Just then, Hookfang and Snotlout landed. Hooray! Not.

"That's right. You just saw, what you just saw." Snotlout bloated.

"A very poor performance on your side, reeking with mistakes?" Ferno asked, bored, laying his head on his palm.

"Snotlout, Hookfang looks pretty tired. I think you may be pushing him too hard." Hiccup said as delicately as he could. Though why he was trying that with Snotlout would forever be a mystery.

"You say 'pushing' I say 'challenging'. Hookfang doesn't need rest. He's a warrior. And we warriors live for the thrill of battle. It's like my dad always says—"

"Take a bath, Snotlout?" Astrid imitated Spitelout.

"Rip your tongue out, Snotlout?" Ruffnut added.

"Stick your head up a yak's—" Tuffnut never did get to finish his moment of humiliating Snotlout.

"No! No! None of those. He says, 'rest is for the weak'."

"Then how come we catch you having five naps a day?" Ferno asked, once again, being glared at.

"And let's all thank Snotlout for that inspirational speech." Hiccup said sarcastically.

"You're welcome. Now let's get on with this exercise, unless you guys are too tired… Snotlout! Snotlout! Oi! Oi! Oi!" Snotlout shouted his own cheers flying away.

"I can name one thing I'm tired off." Astrid noted.

"How sad is it to cheer for yourself?" Ferno sat up, looking at his friends for an answer.

-000-

"Okay guys, Alvin wants Berk for himself. And now he has dragons. If he can train them to fight, we'll have to battle dragon-riding Outcast soldiers up here."

"Uh, I take offence to that." Ferno put his hand up.

"Up where?" Tuffnut was still dazed and confused, as always.

"Here, in the sky on- on your dragon." Hiccup clarified.

"Well I say, 'bring it on Alvin'!" Snotlout puffed up the size of his hollow chest.

"Ok, Astrid, for this training exercise, you and Stormfly will act as our bad dragon." Hiccup informed them.

"Stomfly, battle ready!" The blue wings flapped open and the second-in-command flew behind the group.

"The rest of you, make sure you don't get caught. She touches you, you're out."

"That sounded provocatively wrong."

"Ferno, shut up."

-000-

"Well, there she is." Ferno told his yellow eyed friend, spotting the blue dragon with a whiff of blonde hair on its back heading straight for them in a collision course. "Ready?"

"Ferno, where are you going to run?" Astrid shouted coming in closer.

"I'm not running anywhere." He said calmly. Just as her hand was about to desirously slap him, as so many people do, he fell off his dragon. "I'm falling somewhere!"

Astrid rolled her eyes. "I'll get him later then."

-000-

"What? What's the matter with everyone? Never seen a stubborn dragon before?" Snotlout noticed, after yelling at Hookfang for about 5 minutes, that everyone was looking at him.

"Snotlout, that wasn't stubbornness." Hiccup told him.

"You want stubbornness. Take a look at him for an example." Ferno pointed to The Dragon Conqueror.

"There is something wrong with Hookfang. He couldn't flame up." Hiccup continued, despite the previous comment.

"No. Hookfang didn't want to flame up. There's a difference. He's bored with your dumb exercise, and he can flame up whenever he wants!" Snotlout defended.

"Ok, how about now?" Tuffnut asked, what the other would have thought made them look dumb to ask.

"Nah, he doesn't feel like it now." Snotlout should never be allowed to become a lawyer, he'd never be able to prove or convince anyone.

"Snotlout, we really need to check Hookfang, and we should probably do it now." Hiccup urged.

"Besides, no harm can come in just checking right?" Ferno asked, joining Hiccup's side.

"Fine, be my guests. But there's nothing wrong with my dragon."

-000-

"No fire… check. Pale coloration… check. Flaking scales… check." Hiccup circled a grey Monstrous Nightmare ticking off boxes.

"See? He's fine… Checks are good, right?" Snotlout tried to assure himself.

"Totally." Tuffnut was not very convincing.

"Hiccup, any one of those symptoms would not be good, but together, really not good." Fishlegs walked up to the Dragon Conqueror.

"So what are you saying?" Hiccup closed the book.

"According to the Book of Dragons, a Monstrous Nightmare can lose its ability to generate flame?"

"But why?" Astrid asked.

"Lots of reasons old age, injury, exhaustion…" Fishlegs listed.

"Pushed too hard by his stubborn rider?" Astrid put in.

"Snotlout's 'oi' 'oi' 'oi' anthem?" Ferno suggested.

"I heard that. And I always work him this hard and shout my cheers. So he's a little low on flame. What's the cure? That's the thing with Stoker-class dragons. Once they lose their flaming ability, they become completely defenceless and…"

"What are you saying Fishlegs?" This was history made! Snotlout's voice actually showed fear and worry for something other than himself.

"I'm saying Hookfang is in trouble. And we need to do something now!"

-000-

The next day…

"Don't worry, Snotlout. We'll get to the bottom of this. I promise." Hiccup told his cousin. Snotlout seemed to have realised, overnight that his dragon could be dying.

"I'm not worried." Snotlout assured his peers, but the water slowly dripping out of his eyes didn't help his point.

"Are you crying? What's that like?" Tuffnut came right into Snotlout's face and seriously was not helping anyone.

"Crying?" Snotlout would not tolerate that sort of humiliation and brutally punched Tuffnut. "That's ridiculous. Ha! There's dust in my eyes. Can't you see how dusty it is in here, guys, right?" But his voice was broken to bits and the arena was cleaned only yesterday, so no one believed him.

"Snotlout, there is nothing wrong with being upset." Astrid said, walking over to him and placing a hand on his shoulder. The only act of kindness she would show him in this millennia. "It just means that you care."

Snotlout, after looking at it, shook her hand off. "All right, um, let's just pretend for a minute that I did, well, care. How would I know? I mean, how would you know?"

"Well, you might feel a tightness in our chest. You might get a little shaky. Your eyes might get watery."

"I wonder how she would know that in such detail." Ferno mumbled to Hiccup, sitting beside him, and giving the Dragon Conqueror a look. Right before a rock, at high speed smashed against his head and knocked him out for a couple of moments.

"Yeah, I'm gonna go with dust." Snotlout confirmed. "For now."

Astrid gave him a reassuring look.

Hiccup, here's something from the Bork papers regarding reigniting a Stoker-class dragon's flame." Fishlegs bounded up to the Dragon Conqueror holding out a piece of paper with drawings on it.

"Fireworm dragons." Hiccup read the paper.

"Or as Bork referred to them, The Flame Eaters."

The twins started off some ridiculous thought about being called flame eaters, which as long as they didn't attempt, no one cared.

"Fireworms are Stoker-class dragons too. There must be something in them that can help reignite the Monstrous Nightmare. Hey, Ferno, get up!" Hiccup slapper his hand on the side of Ferno's face. "We need your Fireworm. Where's Vamps?"

On hearing his name, the small dragon popped his head out from Ferno's shirt. "There he is." Ferno lifted his head.

"You kept a flammable dragon in your shirt… knowing your history with fire?"

"Hey, he makes an excellent heater, especially in Berk's weather. What do you want with him anyway?"

"So he can show us to more Fireworms."

"And how's he gonna do that? Glow when we get near them?" Ferno laughed.

"Fine, whatever. Let's split up. Astrid, the Twins, Ferno and I will look for the Fireworms on Berk. Fishlegs, keep reading." Hiccup jumped to his feet.

"What about me?" Snotlout exclaimed.

"You stay with your dragon. He needs you." Hiccup walked to The Night Fury.

"Its part of caring." Astrid added.

"The basics actually. Learn it." Ferno quipped in.

-000-

"Aha! Gotcha!" Ferno and Shriek jumped out of virtually nowhere and startled a group of Fireworms. Unfortunately they saw the duo as a threat and attacked the rider, biting him, smoking him and doing pretty much, what Vamps does all the time. "I really hate flammable dragons, yet somehow I always encounter them." Ferno told the bony face looking down on him in pity.

-000-

Every single Fireworm that the riders could find on Berk were resting around a grey Monstrous Nightmare. The riders all stood and watched in anticipation for something to happen to reignite the Nightmare, well all except the Twins and Ferno. The Twins because they never focus and Ferno was too busy wrapping bandages around newly made burns and fresh bites.

Nothing did happen.

"Well, that might not have worked, but—"

"Maybe he can drink this." Tuffnut held up a bowl of… something.

"W-what is that?" Hiccup asked.

"Fireworm milk." Ruffnut said.

"Fireworm mill?" Astrid couldn't believe she was hearing this.

"Um, Tuffnut, I don't think you can actually milk a Fireworm?"

"Yes you can. We spent two hours milking a Fireworm. What do you think this is?" Tuffnut showed Fishlegs the liquid in the bowl.

"You can't can you milk a Fireworm?" Ferno cocked an eyebrow, asking the Fireworm that had bounced off the Nightmare and returned to his normal place on Ferno's neck and shoulder. The small dragon bit his master on the same spot on the shoulder as he did always when he disagreed. Ferno took the bowl and sniffed it. "Tuffnut, that's not Fireworm milk."

"Then what?" The male twin didn't get it, when everyone else gave looks of disgust and horror.

"Fireworm urine."

"Oh great, where were you three hours ago." Tuffnut shoved a bandaged hand into Ferno's face.

"That's it?"

"Maybe we need to put the Fireworms, on Hookfang. So he can absorb their heat directly." Hiccup suggested, after recovering from the brief moment of disgust.

"Yeah." Snotlout grabbed Hiccup's shoulders and shook them, though not violently like he usually did. "Yeah, good idea Hiccup. Direct heat, that makes sense. Well what are you waiting for?!"

There wasn't much progress in that either, but for a brief moment, there was a spark of a flame on Hookfang's body. This small flash of hope, sent Snotlout into a rampage, searching the whole Academy and every bucket and container for the small glowing creatures.

"Snotlout, I think we've rounded up all the Fireworms on Berk." Astrid stopped him before he destroyed the academy.

"Come on! You said you wanted to be a flame eater!" Everyone's attention turned to the Twins, shoving Fireworm's into each other's mouths.

"Um, Hiccup? Do you really think now is a good time to be focusing on the twins?" Astrid rolled her eyes, seeing the Dragon Conqueror looking at the Twin's antics.

"It's actually the perfect time. They just gave me an idea… ha! You were right Ferno, they would glow up when near each other." Hiccup flashed his brother a victorious smirk. He walked up to the Twins. "I don't say this often, but you two are geniuses."

"Like we don't know that?" Tuffnut said, as if it was obvious.

"Well most us don't." Ferno commented.

Hiccup grabbed the Fireworm off Ferno's shoulder. "What are you doing, Hiccup? Shouldn't you be figuring out how to save my dragon?!" Snotlout yelled.

"I am." Hiccup held Vamps near to some other Fireworms. "As Ruffnut and Tuffnut so astutely discovered, Fireworms get bright the closer they are to one another." He demonstrated by bringing Vamps closer or further from the Fireworms.

"Wow."

"That's pretty cool."

"Whoa. We discovered that?" Ruffnut asked.

"Yes. Yes, you did."

"Oh yeah." The twins high fived.

"So if I'm right, the closer we get to more Fireworms, then… come on! Come on, Tuff, lead us home."

"We'll all burst into flames!"

"Yes! Geniuses!"

"Eh, it was good while it lasted: the Twins possessing a brain." Ferno shrugged.

"No, actually, the closer we get, the brighter Vampire will glow." Hiccup held up the trained small flame eater.

"Much less fun than bursting into flames." Tuffnut looked down.

"Bursting into flames is not fun in the first place." Ferno glared at them.

"Wait a minute. I thought you said there were no more Fireworms on the island." Snotlout asked, looking at Vamps.

"There aren't… on this island." Fishlegs said, already digging into a book famished for something inside it. "But there are plenty on Fireworm Island." He showed a picture.

"Fireworm Island?" Snotlout peered into the book, probably the first and last time in his life.

"That's where Vamps is going to lead us."

All attention turned to the victim himself, since it will be his difficult status that may not be enough to get to their destination.

"Come on, Hookfang." Snotlout walked up to the Nightmare. "You got to dig deep. I know you've got some fight left in you. Come on, Hookfang." It appeared that Snotlout's words had the effect on Hookfang, because he raised to his hind legs and looked willed enough to get to that island. "That's it! Yes! Hookfang!"

-000-

The riders flew, in chase of a small, glowing dragon, which seemed to know where it was going. Performing sharp left and right turns in the skies, causing a hazard for its followers.

"Does he even know where he is going?" Tuffnut asked, after the third sharp left direction.

"He's glowing brighter with every wing flap he makes, so that's a good sign." Ferno answered, flying directly behind the Fireworm, since it was his dragon.

"Guys, Hookfang is getting weaker without his flame. I'm afraid he won't be able to fly much longer."

"I know." Hiccup said, desperately hoping for the Vampire to know what he's doing and where he's going.

"We don't have much time. Hookfang is losing too much strength. We're gonna have to head back." Astrid said.

"No! We have to keep going!" Shouted Snotlout, while descending from the clouds closer to the ocean as Hookfang was losing all of was strength.

"Fishelgs is right, Snotlout. He's losing too much altitude." Hiccup told his cousin. "It's not safe!"

"Come one, boy, keep fighting." Snotlout encouraged his dragon.

"We should turn back." Said Astrid.

"Guys!" Ferno pointed to his small dragon which now glowed brighter than usual. "Go on, Vamps, find the nest and I'll feed you a double portion of cod."

-000-

"They must be inside here." Ferno said, since the small egoistical dragon landed near a stone cave.

"Snotlout, I think you need to stay behind with Hookfang. Astrid and I will bring the Fireworms back." Hiccup turned to his cousin.

"No. It's my fault, Hiccup. I did this to Hookfang. I'm gonna save him." Snotlout jumped onto Toothless' second passenger seat.

"Hiccup, we'll stay behind with Hookfang." Astrid assured the Dragon Conqueror.

"You better hurry." Fishlegs said, sitting beside the literally pale Nightmare.

"Vamps, show them inside." Ferno told his small friend and released him into the air like a butterfly or a bird from his palm.

They disappeared into the cave.

Ferno got back on his saddle and watched with a cautious eye the dragon's dying form. This dragon once almost killed him, and made the rest of his life a physical hell with every move that he made. Now the dragon's life was painful. Probably equally as painful as the burn on his chest, stomach, shoulders and legs.

Their eyes met and for the first time, they were even.

-000-

They must have sat there for about 10 minutes, before there was an unnatural bright light sauntered out of the rock structure and roared into one of the caves.

"Oh no! They must be trapped." Astrid exclaimed, jumped on her dragon and flew off, followed by the others.

"Fire!" Ferno ordered his dragon, approaching the Mother of all Fireworms. That thing was incredible. It-it was like-like the Fireworms and the Red Death had a baby. It had the Fireworm's appearance and the Red Death's huge-for-it's-species size.

"Astrid! Ferno!" Hiccup's voice echoed from the cave.

"We'll handle the queen. You get to Hookfang." Astrid told the two cousins, releasing a stream of fire at the oversized Fireworm.

For a while, the Fireworm Queen retreated somewhere, being up against so many dragons, so the dragons took the opportunity to get to Hookfang.

He was refusing to eat a comb that the two cousins retreated from the cave. Snotlout was yelling at him to eat the thing, but he didn't. The Fireworm Queen remerged from nowhere.

What the riders saw next would be a scene they would never forget. Snotlout stood up and glared at the Fireworm Queen. "If you want to get to my dragon. You're gonna have to go through me!" The Nightmare took the comb that his rider had so generously brought and threw it to the Queen. "No! What are you doing, Hookfang? You need to eat that!"

"Snotlout, he's protecting you. He's doing for you what you are willing to do for him." Hiccup explained.

The Queen seemed to be unappeased. She took the comb in one paw and pounced on the Nightmare, ignoring all the screams and protests from his rider and attempts to stop her by the other dragons. She stuck her needle-point tail into the, what once was red and flammable, skin, and slowly disappeared into the refuge of her cave.

"Hookfang." Snotlout didn't even try, this time to hide his tears. "I'm right here with you. You're not just another sword, Hookfang." He put a palm on his skin. "Huh. That's weird. He's really hot." The red colour returned to the Nightmare and his body caught fire, signalling that he was alright and that their troubles, for now, were over. "Hookfang! You're back!"

"Feel his skin. The gel, it's regenerating." Fishlegs switched on his nerdy words.

"Her venom must have started it up again. She saved him." Hiccup commented.

"Huh, I guess you never do know who you're real enemy is until you learn their motives." Ferno's words had a double meaning.

"Hey, looks like you got some dust in your eyes." Astrid said, walking up to Snotlout and looking down at him from her dragon.

"Yeah, I did. Stupid dust." Snotlout said, rubbing the last tear out. Not even the twins would have bought it, by now.

-000-

"Where is he?" Asked Astrid.

"Why are we always waiting for him?" Fishlegs moaned.

"Why have our recent events not changed anything?" Ferno questioned.

"There he is." Hiccup said, looking at the descending Nightmare and Jorgenson. "Ok, good. We're all here. Snotlout, you and Hookfang are the evil dragon this time."

"Actually, I thought we'd sit this one out. Maybe go one a nice flight, take in the sights. I just want to make sure that he's well rested." Snotlout said, hugging his dragon's massive muzzle.

"I wouldn't believe it if I didn't hear it with my own ears." Ferno said, starring at them with eyes the sizes of dishes.

"I thought your dad says, 'rest is for the weak'?" Astrid quipped in.

"Turns out, my dad knows absolutely nothing about dragons. I just want to take it easy until Hookfang is back to his old self." The Nightmare caught fire and flew off into the high skies, with his master screaming in pain.

"Ok, good. Back to his old self. Shall we?" Hiccup looked at his remaining friends.
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	48. Fright of Passage

"You want some of this? That's right. Who's next?" If someone said they thought they were afraid of Astrid, that fear was nothing compared to this.

"Yep, I-I think you got them." Hiccup scratched the back of his head, letting his eyes marvel the amount of destruction created by the blonde shield-maiden. "All of them."

"Astrid's been killing inanimate objects all day." Fishlegs told the Haddock Brothers, worriedly.

"She's really wound up about the Flightmare." Hiccup said.

"Actually, I would call it paranoia about the Flightmare." Ferno pointed out.

"Ha! Too bad she's wasting her time." Snotlout was walking on egg shells (chicken eggs to avoid confusion, not dragon eggs which are as hard as rocks). "When the Flightmare comes, the Hoffersons freeze. Right, Astrid? I mean, you are a –"An axe stunk into the rock next to him, missing him by millimetres. "Hofferson."

"Astrid, you missed." Ferno said with a disappointed look on his face.

"Okay, okay, let's take a deep breath." Hiccup always the peacekeeper tried to keep the peace. "Just because Aurvandil's fire is coming, doesn't mean the Flightmare is too."

"Sure it does. Every ten years the sky lights up with Aurvandil's fire and when it does, the Flightmare appears. Its spectral glow and banshee-like scream are unmistakable." Fishlegs was not the most logical person on the planet.

"Idiot." Ferno face-palmed.

"You were saying?" Astrid looked accusatively at Hiccup.

"Thank you, Fishlegs. Your extensive knowledge of the Flightmare is timely, if nothing else." Hiccup said, sarcastically.

"I do fancy myself to be Berk's leading authority on the subject. Here's a few more fun facts. Legend has it that the Flightmare is so terrifying, it actually freezes its prey in their tracks."

"You call those fun facts?" Ferno questioned.

"Yeah. Just ask frozen Finn Hofferson. Right Astrid?"

Punch. Thud. Groan. No more words. Snotlout was uselessly lying on the floor with his face under Astrid's boot.

"You think it's funny, Snotlout?! You think it's a joke that my family name was ruined by that dragon?!" The axe was dangerously close to his neck.

"Well, I used to think that a couple of minutes ago but now I can see how it might be upsetting you."

"Astrid, you can't blame him for being insensitive. It's Snotlout after all." Ferno reminded the shield maiden.

"Hey, have you heard? The Flightmare is coming." Tuffnut yelled, unhelpfully.

Yeah, no one wanted Astrid today.

"Guys, we're really trying not to talk about it." Hiccup walked up to the Twins.

"Hate to break it to you, but that's the only thing anyone's talking about." Ruffnut said, oblivious to the tension of the atmosphere.

"Well, that and Astrid's Uncle." Tuffnut added.

"Hey, a little sensitivity here." Snotlout went from being number one insulter To Astrid, to number one defender. "Can I get up now?"

"Ugh, whatever." Astrid lifted her boot and ran off to her dragon.

Hiccup watched her ran and fly off. "So thanks a lot guys."

"No problem." Tuffnut obviously never sensed sarcasm. "If you don't need us anymore, we gotta go get ready for the end of the world. See ya!" The Twins cartwheeled the stuff into one of the pens.

"Only they could turn a safety bunker into a disco." Ferno commented, watching them roll that cart into the doors.
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"I don't want to hear it guys. I've waited my entire life to clear my family's name and you're not going to stop me." Astrid said, stubborn as ever.

"Who said anything about stopping you?" Hiccup said, lamely.

"Bro, it's written on your forehead." Ferno crossed his arms and gave the older boy a deadpanned look. He and Astrid both did.

He sighed. "Ok, Astrid, we have to stop you." She scoffed and continued on walking with Stormfly.

"We? You're the one that dragged me here." Ferno stated.

Hiccup ignored him. "Look, no one loves a new and terrifying dragon more than I do, but I need you guys here to protect Berk. If that thing does show up, it's gonna take all of us to fight it off."

"Not if it never gets here." She made a point.

"What makes you think your good enough to stop a wild dragon that our ancestors couldn't for decades?" Ferno put his hands on his hips. The two typical Vikings had that intense stare down that only Vikings knew. Which, ultimately, made Hiccup feel like a third-wheel.

"I thought you didn't want to get dragged into this argument?" She gritted her teeth and glared daggers at the Fire-bearer. One thing about him though, which was what most people forgot, was that he was immature not cowardly.

"Changed my mind. This is dangerous you're not going anywhere."

A look of realisation strikes Astrid's ocean blue eyes. "Wow, is it weird I can already see your daughter a teenager asking your permission to go out."

"Don't patronize me!"

"Oh-kay." Hiccup pushed Ferno backwards and got in between the two hot-tempered Vikings.

"Come on, guys. Don't tell me you haven't been dreaming about the Flightmare, going after it, learning about it, training it?" Astrid just knew how to tempt Hiccup's sore spot.

"Well, you know, Astrid, uh, training dragons isn't the only thing I think about."

Silence. For the next couple of seconds.

"Are you seriously telling me that with a straight face?" Astrid was a master of disguising her feelings, maybe from Hiccup, but definitely not for Ferno.

With a smirk tugging on his lips, Ferno asked, "Should I leave you two alone?"

"No!" They yelled in unison.

"There you are Hiccup! I did the research you asked for." Fishlegs came running waving a scroll in the air.

"Not now Fishlegs." Hiccup said, lowering his hands and making his eyes shift to and fro Astrid so that the great big nerd would understand that now was not the greatest time.

Apparently he didn't. "But I have the path of the Flightmare right here on this map." Ferno slapped his hand on his forehead. "For generations, it's gone through the Northern swamp on the way to the village, same route every time. If I could only figure out why, we might be able to stop it."

"If I could only figure out how to turn the switch of common sense on Fishlegs, maybe we would all be happy?" Ferno commented, his a bruise already forming on his forehead, from being hit too many times.

"Fishlegs, Astrid doesn't want to talk about the Flightmare." Hiccup said.

"Of course she does."

"Sure I do."

"See? So, as I was saying, if you want to get close to it, you're going to have to be stealthy, virtually invisible in the dark." Fishlegs just had to give her the idea.

"Kind of like a Night Fury?" She asked.

"Exactly like a Night Fury." Fishlegs… big brain, small eye sight.

"So, when do we leave?" Astrid asked, already on the Night Fury.

"I guess this I'm stuck with the nerd researching Flightmares, aren't I?" Ferno sounded and looked miserable. Who would be though?

"Good luck… and plus, I know how much you really like books, so stop dissing Fishlegs." Hiccup patted his brother's shoulder. The Fire-bearer just scowled.
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"Hey, any idea what Snotlout and the Twins are doing?" Asked Ferno, sitting on the window edge of Fishleg's bedroom.

"Well, by my calculations probably punching, threatening or pranking each other." Fishlegs said, overlooking a sheet. Ferno rolled his eyes. "Why does the Flightmare always take the same route into Berk? It always follows the stream from the Northern Swamp into the village." Fishlegs planted a finger on the map.

"It needs water. It's a living thing. I'm telling you this like a professional hunter."

"But why? If it needs water, it can just drink it and take a different route." Fishlegs started to pace and ramble on. "Why does it follow the water? What is it about that stream?" Meatlug chomped on something in the corner, what if was the Fire-bearer really didn't want to know. "How can you eat at a time like this?"

"Forget the dragon. What do we both know happens to water during Aurvandil's fire?"

"Glowing Algae!? Ferno you're a genius!" Fishlegs threw up his arms in the air.

"I knew that." Ferno said, kinda sounding bored.

"Wait a minute… How did you know that? And how did you know that I know what happens to water during a climate change?" Fishlegs put his arms on his hips and demanded an explanation.

"Um… uh… is this really necessary?"

"Yes."

"Oh great… uh… remember when we were 7, and your books started to disappear mysteriously? And everyone either blamed it on dragons or didn't care."

"Yeah…"

"Well, that was me… I sort of sneaked into your room when you and the guys were out somewhere and helped myself…"

"Are you-? Seriously! Those were my most prized possessions! My life's legacy!" Ferno had never seen Fishlegs this mad before.

"Oh for Odin's sake, we were 7, and there just books!"

"You are going to bring back every single book that you stole."

"Or what?"

"I'll tell the whole village that Ferno the Fire-bearer, their great warrior, is actually a secret bookworm."

"I hate you… fine."
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"Ok. How are we going to stop the Flightmare before it reaches the village?"

"Fishlegs? Ferno?"

"How are they gonna help?"

"By bringing reinforcements." Fishlegs yelled out from behind the Night Fury. Hiccup and Astrid turned around to find a few familiar faces: Fishlegs, Meatlug, Ferno, Shriek and Stormfly.

"And a good pounding once we've landed. How dare you think that we can't do anything?" Ferno protested.

"Good to see you girl. And Ferno, that's not what I meant— You know what? Shut up." Astrid groaned, after she was on her beloved Deadly Nadder.

"Whatever."

"Guys, what are you going? The Academy is meant to be on lockdown."

"We know. But chubby here wanted to save the day." Ferno spat. Everyone knew that when he was cranky, it meant he didn't get enough sleep.

"We were following the stream because we think we figured out a way to stop the Flightmare from reaching town." Fishlegs pointed to something Hiccup could not believe he missed: a sea.

"We cut a new channel for the river…"

"And divert the flow of glowing algae out to the sea." Fishlegs finished for him.

"You just have to prove to be a know it all."

"Remember our agreement Ferno!" Fishlegs yelled out.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah."

"What agreement?" Astrid grew curious.

"None of your business!" Ferno snapped at her.

"Ok, guys! Time to do a little emergency landscaping!"
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"A live Flightmare. It's, it's, it's, it's…" Fishlegs was literally lost for words.

"It's mine." Astrid said, darkly.

"Ok, bud, time to do what we came here for." Hiccup told his dragon as if it could actually speak.

The Night Fury, Gronkle and Boneknapper all dive bombed towards the ground, shooting, blasting, firing at the earth, cutting a tunnel for the algae to leak through.

Though that didn't go well for Fishlegs, who the Flightmare, temporarily distracted from Astrid, turned its attention to him.

"Guys, the Nightmare got Fishlegs." Astrid yelled.

"What do you mean by 'got him'?" Ferno pretended to not know the worst that could have happened.

"The mist temporarily paralyses its prey." Astrid explained as they fought the Flightmare.

"Wait a second. That would mean that your uncle—"

"Wrongly accused. I knew that." She hissed at him.

"I was going say 'not a coward', but if you want it that way." The Fire-bearer smiled at his friend.

"Ok, guys." Hiccup said, when he finally revived Fishlegs. "We need to keep cutting that channel but the Flightmare is guarding it."

"I think I have a way to distract it." Astrid spoke up. "The algae. Let's give the Flightmare a taste of its own medicine."

"Astrid, lead the way." Hiccup beckoned her.

The dragons flew towards the river of vibrant blue, opening their jaws upon impact and grazing across the river to collect the stuff. Each dragon turned a different colour. Stormfly a yellow that if you toned down a bit, would match with Astrid's hair. Toothless a vibrant navy blue, which suited him. Meatlug turned a bright grass green, that Fishlegs claimed was her colour and to a more sickening revelation, wanted to knit a matching blanket. Shriek transformed into a vivid fiery red shade. Yellow, blue, green and red, quite the combination.

"Buddy, now we match." Ferno remarked.

"Ok, it's time to see who the real coward is." Astrid said.

They spooked the Flightmare by flying near each other, making it a thousand times brighter and the Flightmare almost blind.

"Toothless, let's finish that channel." They delivered the final blow and the algae blew out like a waterfall from the Berk mainland, with the Flightmare on it like a trail.

"We did it!"

"Now, let's get home before anyone notices we're gone."

"Right behind you."
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"Wait, Stoic those aren't Flightmares!" They heard Gobber's yells.

"Dad, do we look like a dragons that paralyse people and scare the village every 10 years?" Ferno asked, scoffing, getting off his saddle.

"Hiccup, slap me in the face. Your dragons are glowing." Gobber said, starring that the dragons. "I must still be dreaming."

"Gobber, you're wide awake. And they are glowing. Long story. The good news is, we drove the Flightmare away."

Stoic looked genuinely surprised. "You did? Well done, Hiccup. Well done. Everyone! You can come out of your homes! The Flightmare is gone for good."

The villagers crawled out of their homes like insects from their holes and began chattering.

Hiccup fought over them for dominance. "Excuse me everyone, I have an announcement to make. We learnt about the Flightmare tonight. And I'll explain it all to you. But the most important thing we learned is that Fearless Finn Hofferson was indeed fearless… just like all the Hoffersons." He turned around, blushing ferociously, to face Astrid, to see her blushing like mad too.

"Congratulations."

"We knew it wasn't true."

"Maybe you should award him somehow." Ferno popped out of nowhere and whispered in Astrid's ear.

"I really hate you." She hissed at him. "I'll do it later, in private."

Numerous people walked up to her and her family congratulating them on their good fortune. Ferno watched as Astrid's eyes played thankful but looked at those people with anger and some hate. 'Sorry for not believing you' and 'Congratulations' didn't make up for ten years of near poverty and shame.

Nevertheless, now they didn't need to live in constant fear of beautiful, bright lights in the sky.
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	49. Worst in Show

"Yes, Hookfang! Victory Loop!" Snotlout's howls were unmistakable for miles.

"You know, I hate to admit it, but Snotlout actually looks like he's worked on his rescue training." Hiccup said from the ground below to his friends.

Just then, Snotlout, with his victim dummy, plunged into the freezing waters, due to a… nightmare malfunction, but whether it was the Viking or the dragon it was still unclear.

"Uh, let's not get ahead of yourselves." Astrid commented.

"Hey, does anyone remember if Snotlout knows how to swim? Or this is actually gonna turn into an actual rescue mission." Ferno remarked. The Nightmare appeared with a… almost intact Snotlout (unfortunately the same could be said about his victim). "Well, that's a shame."

"Another victim saved." Snotlout said, holding up the dummy. He was quite proud of himself… until the head ripped off.

"Yeah, you got the victim part right." Fishlegs voiced everyone's thoughts.

"Shut up, Fishlegs. Big deal. So his head fell off. It's not like he's on fire or anything." Just when he said 'fire' Hookfang took that as a command and within milliseconds the dummy was aflame. Fishlegs opened his mouth to say something—"Shut up, Fishlegs."

"Guys, if I ever get stranded somewhere, send anyone except Snotlout after me." Ferno said.
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Astrid demonstrated next. Starting from the bottom of a cliff, her dragon flew up and fired spines at the wall, which she used as a ladder to climb to the top of the cliff.

"Great work, Astrid!" Hiccup, was the first to comment, to no one's surprise.

"'Great work'? Pff, try lame work." Snotlout sniggered. "Hello? Flying dragon? Might be a little quicker to get to the top of the sea stack."

"You're not doing a very good job of winning Astrid from Hiccup." Ferno whispered to the Jorgenson, their dragons standing near each other. "Take a advice of a married man and already father." Snotlout glared at him.

"What if your victim in trapped on the side of the cliff and your dragon can't get you close enough? You ever think of that?"

"Yes. No. Shut up, Astrid." Snotlout pouted.

"Ok, so, uh Fishlegs. Looks like you're up." Hiccup turned to the book nerd.

The Gronkle ascended into the air.

"I'm trying to figure out what he'll do. He can't free fall and he can't perform a cool trick. I give up. What's he gonna do?" Ferno looked at his brother for answers.

"Shush!"

"I call this the stop." Fishlegs yelled from the air. Meatlug abundantly stopped. "Drop." The several ton thing came plummeting down, scaring the wits out of Snotlout, who just happened to be what the Gronkle would land on.

"Ahhhhh!" Snotlout screamed, abandoned by his dragon.

"And hover!" A meter before she would have squashed Snotlout's guts out of his body, she hovered in the air.

"I like it, Fishlegs!"

"You like anything he does." Ferno mumbled.

"Oh, come on. That's not rescuing. That's falling." Snotlout, still under the hovering Gronkle, noted.

"Actually, this is falling." The Gronkle squashed the guts out of the Jorgenson. For a while, the riders wondered if he was still alive under that thing.

"Ugh." Yep, he's alive. Unfortunately. "Hookfang, rescue."

The Nightmare not understand the command, flew off, completely abandoning his master now. "Thank you." He groaned.

"Okay, guys." Hiccup turned to the Twins. "You want to show us your rescue skill now?"

"Sure." Tuffnut said. Then he and his sister plainly sat on the saddle and stared into deep space. For once in their lives, they were silent. Even Snotlout struggled out of his prison to see this.

"Sooo… let's see it?" Hiccup urged them.

"Uh, you are seeing it." Tuffnut said.

"Pretty cool, huh?"

"Nope. Not really." Ferno said.

"Our rescue skill is not falling off this sea stack. That way, no actual rescue is necessary."

"This is gonna sound weird, but finally they make sense." Ferno quipped in.

"Ta-da!" Ruffnut flung her arms, accidently (or maybe not) punching her twin, so he would fall off the sea-stack. She watched him plummet to his demise, until she heard a loud splash in the water. "We're still working out of the kicks."

"And stay there. Now I believe it's my turn." Ferno yanked the chunky horns of his dragon and flew off into the air. "Ok, buddy. Let's show those amateurs how it's done." They smashed into the depths of the water.

Two minutes later…

"They've been stuck down there for a while. Do you think we should rescue them?" Astrid looked at Hiccup.

Then the Boneknapper exploded from the water, drenched wet, as well as his rider who breathed like he had asthma. The dragon vomited a load full of fresh and freshly-coated in saliva fish. Ferno also deposited a load of fish, which be gathered in his shirt.

"There." Ferno dropped all the fish. One of which was in his shirt, jumped out, slapped him across the face with its tail and landed in the pile of its counterparts, the riders laughed. "Oh and we rescue Tuffnut too." Ferno said, from his dragon's chest, while warming up with the burning flame in Shriek's mouth. True to the word, Tuffnut was hanging on the bludgeon like tail, gripping the shards of bone for dear life.

"That's not a rescue skill!"

"Like you don't get hungry? Plus we performed an actual rescue. We rescued Tuffnut." Ferno said shivering, seeking warm in his dragons jaws.
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Hiccup, as always, had to prove to be the prodigy. Three targets were put up on the sea stacks, whizzing in the air and blasting and shattering the targets to oblivion.

"Wow."

"Wow."

"Whoa."

"Stop oohing! That's not even a rescue skill!" Snotlout yelled.

"Of course it is." Fishlegs corrected him. "You always need cover fire during a rescue. Everyone knows that. Very impressive, Hiccup." Fishlegs clapped to the Dragon Conqueror, like a parent to a toddler that just learn to walk.

"Hey, Fishlegs. You need help getting your nose out of Hiccup's—" Snotlout yelled out.

Ferno sniggered.

"Snotlout!"

"It's okay, Hiccup. He's just mad because he was dead last in the rescue competition… But what else is new?" Fishlegs said.

"Uh, guys, this isn't a competition." Hiccup assured them.

"Uh, yes it is." Tuffnut pepped in.

"You know, they say competition is the very essence of life itself." Ruffnut said.

"Who are you and what did you do with Ruffnut?" Ferno asked, warm and toasted on his saddle, now.

"It's true. Weird that she said it like that, but it's true." Astrid admitted. "It's always a competition."

"That's just your luck isn't it, Hiccup?" Ferno asked, knowing exactly what his brother was thinking. Hiccup spent his whole life being the last of any competition and he was sick of it.

Hiccup gave him a meaningful look that spoke thousands of words. "We are a team. Everyone has a role. No one person is better or more important than another."

All the teens burst into laughter, wiping tears away from their eyes and struggling to keep their stomachs whole.

"You don't really buy that do you?" Snotlout asked, being the first to recover.

"I do, actually. Yes. Wait, do you all feel the way Snotlout does?" Hiccup looked at each and every one of the teens, landing on his brother last.

"Uh, Hiccup? You ride Toothless, a Night Fury. And the Night Fury is at the top of the charts for intelligence, speed, accuracy, and well, everything… no offense girl."

"We are used to competition. While you were busy making our weapons, we were using them to kill each other. So it's kind of like our second-nature, to make a competition out of everything."

"Is that why you guys eat like pigs when we're together in the Great Hall? To finish quickest." That comment from Hiccup, applied to everyone except Astrid.

"Yeah, I gave up with eating with them like 4 years ago." Astrid commented.

"You want to know what I think?" Snotlout said.

The answer came quickly from everyone: "No!"

He continued talking anywhere. "I think we'll never know who the best dragon trainer is because we don't have a level playing field."

"For once in his life, he said something that isn't completely stupid or disgusting." Ferno said.

"Hang on a second. What if we did have a level playing field?" Fishlegs suggested. "What if we could prove once and for all, who's got the skills and who doesn't?"

"Trust me, Fishlegs. You don't want that." Snotlout said.

"Oh, I think I do."

"Is it going to be good?" Ferno and the Twins fist-bumped.
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"Terrible Terrors? This is your level playing field?" Snotlout was disappointed at what he found at the bottom of the box.

"As a matter of fact, yes. We'll all choose a terrible terror and have a day to train it. And then we'll find out who's best."

Snotlout burst laughing hard enough to clutch his stomach and wipe away tears. Funny thing was, no one else found it hilarious and Snotlout was left, awkwardly laughing by himself. "Oh man. I can't keep a straight face."

"I fail to see the humour, Snotlout." Fishlegs challenged.

"You're not alone." Ferno said, gesturing to himself and the other riders.

"You guys, the point of all this is—"Hiccup tried to intercept the two, before this became a bloodbath.

"—You don't have a chance to win this, fish-face, and you want to know why? Because there are readers, and there are doers. And while you've got your nose buried in the Book of Dragons, I'm out there kicking names and taking butts."

"I think you meant that the other way around." Astrid said, while Ferno, standing next to her was having a laugh that was meant to be for Fishleg's Terrible Terror playing field challenge.

"I mean…" Snotlout looked humiliated. "Shut up, Astrid."

"Uh, guys, come on." Hiccup once again tried to get rid of the inevitable competition.

"I'll tell you what, Snotlout. You're so confident in your dragon training superiority why don't we make this interesting?" Fishlegs suggested, a glimmer of mischief (which belonged only to the Twins and Ferno, but definitely not him) twinkled in his eyes.

"All ears." Snotlout accepted the challenge even without hearing it.

"Losers clean the winner's stall. For a month."

The Twins and Ferno made sound effects in the background.

"Done."

"In."

"Come on. We're not really going to do this, are we?" Hiccup once again failed with stopping the competition.

"You better strap on your helmets 'cause this guy right here? He's bring the pain." Snotlout said, puffing out his chest. He reached into the box full of Terrible Terrors, but never got his chance to choose, because a Terror picked him, in the most obvious way it could: biting his hand, probably leaving a bite mark scar. "Oh! Guess I'll take this one." He gritted his teeth, trying to hide the pain, and walked away with the Terror hanging from his arm. "Bringing the pain!"

Ferno laughed. "I like that Terrible Terror already. Hey, Snotlout, after you're done with it, can I have it?"

"No! Get your own!" Snotlout shouted somewhere from the outside.

All the teens grabbed a dragon with less pain than the Jorgenson. The last being Hiccup and Ferno.

"Remember, not a competition!" Hiccup yelled to the leaving teens, holding his green Terrible Terror. "This is really gonna go bad in a hurry."

"Hey, we grew up in a competition, they treated everything as a competition. Even growing up. You can't expect them to not treat training as a competition either." Ferno reminded him, but it was hard to take a guy seriously when a red Terrible Terror crawling on his head.
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"…Daddy's gotta work on humiliating Snotlout. I'm gonna crush him in the dragon training competition."

"Yeah, that's something normal to walk into the Ingermans' household." Ferno said, as he and Hiccup walked up the steps to Fishleg's house.

"It's not a competition Fishlegs. Listen, I of all people know how Snotlout has a way of getting under your skin. I just want to make sure you're not losing perspective in all this." Hiccup rambled, but the only thing that Fishlegs heard was 'losing'.

"Death Wing and I? No, we don't plan on losing anything."

"Seriously, Death Wing?" Ferno cracked an eyebrow.

"Or Iggy. We're not sure yet. What do you like?"

Hiccup noticed the pouting Gronkle with the sheep next to it, in the corner of the room. "Uh, is Meatlug ok?"

"Of course. Why wouldn't she be?" Fishlegs said, not even bothering to turn around.

Ferno slammed his fists into the table. "Fishlegs! Wake up and smell the grass! You're becoming obsessed with beating Snotlout! Snotlout! The guy that is probably gonna come in tomorrow with the Terrible Terror only knowing how to bite his butt! What is wrong with you?!" The Fire-bearer yelled.

The bookworm remained unmoved, like he didn't even hear the screaming into his ear. "So Death Wing or Iggy?"

Ferno, losing any patience left, slapped a nearby flask, which unfortunately happened to be within anger range, of water onto the floor and stomped out.

"What's with him?" Fishlegs asked, never lifting his eyes to see what the commotion in his house was about.

Hiccup sighed, rubbing his eyes. "Goodnight." He followed his half-brother's lead.

-000-

"Okay, time to show off what we've trained our Terrible Terrors to do. Why don't you go first Snotlout?" Fishlegs asked Snotlout, challengingly.

"Why don't you go first?" He retorted.

"Fine, I'll go first." Fishlegs calmly shrugged his shoulders.

"Oh no you don't, I'll go first."

"Urgh, this isn't going to finish is it?" Ferno asked Astrid.

"First, second, third doesn't matter. 'Cause in the end, you're gonna come in last."

"Whoa, what got into Fishlegs?" Astrid asked no one in particular.

Though Tuffnut, who was behind her, decided to answer. "Looks like he finally grew some—"

"Whoa, how about I go first? Especially since I don't care whether I win or not because this isn't about winning or losing." Hiccup pushed past the building tension, with his Terror.

"Yeah, you keep selling that. Loser." Snotlout mumbled.

"What did you just say?" Ferno asked the Jorgenson, patting his sword and then crackling his fists.

"Nothing."

"Ready, Toothless?" Hiccup called out to the Night Fury, who on his wing had three wooden ducks, ready to launch them. "Now!" The ducks flew. "Sharpshot, fire!" The Terror flew up, and blasted the ducks to oblivion.

"Not bad. You're starting off the competition with a bang, Hiccup." Astrid said.

"It is not a competition." Hiccup said, tiredly.

"Not yet it isn't." Fishlegs said darkly, having a glaring contest with Snotlout.

-000-

"Well, what do you think?" Astrid said, standing in the centre of the arena, with her hands stretched out.

The other teens looked at her, expectantly.

"What do we think of what?" Tuffnut voiced everyone's thoughts.

"My dragon's stealth skills." Astrid answered.

"Right. His skill's so stupid, he didn't even show up." Snotlout remarked.

"Or did he?" Astrid said, knowingly.

Tuffnut turned around, and the Terrible Terror on his sister's helmet caught his attention. "Oh, he's good." He said.

"Yeah." Ruffnut agreed, before realising she had no idea what he was talking about. "Who's good?"

"Sneaky." Astrid called him over to her.

"Then again, he can't do what butt and head can do."

"Talk about opposing names." Ferno murmured to his brother.

"Let me guess, they're gonna run into each other?" Astrid took a wild and unpredictable guess.

"Ehh, wrong."

The dragons hovered in the air for half a second and then with all the speed their little wing could provide them, smashed into each other, in a very Twin-like fashion.

"They flew, into each other." Ruffnut stated the obvious.

"Totally different." Tuffnut supported her claim.

"Whatever. My turn." Ferno said, wanting nothing more than to get this over with. "Thiefy!" He yelled. On his shoulder landed the Terrible Terror that in its claws and mouth had a number of objects, such as Hiccup's favourite charcoal pencil, Snotlout's purse (which he liked to carry on his belt to show off his wealth) and Fishleg's personal mini copy of the Book of Dragons.

"Hey!" The victims of the theft exclaimed.

Ferno put on a victorious smirk. "Pretty awesome, right?"

"Thiefy?" Hiccup asked.

"I had an inspiration crisis."

"Anyway, prepare to be amazed at the smartest little dragon in the archipelago." Fishlegs said to all of his friends. He showed them some cards, with pictures of different objects that he had put on the table across the arena.

"Urgh, the cheap find and fetch trick again." Ferno exclaimed quietly to his brother.

"Do you ever shut up?" Hiccup asked.

"Of course not."

The Terror brought back the desired object.

"Big deal. So he plays fetch." Snotlout walked up to Fishlegs, with a puffy chest.

"Well, what does you're Terrible Terror do?"

"This." Snotlout opened a box and before anyone could blink, the Terror flew out and bit him in the leg.

"I should be a fortune teller." Ferno mumbled.

"You predicted it would bite his butt…" Hiccup corrected. "But maybe the leg is better."

Fishlegs laughed. "So, so, let me get this straight. You trained him to bite you?"

"Try and pry him loose. I dare you." Snotlout tried to push his dragon training skill to the limit. "It took Gobber all day yesterday to get him off of this leg."

"You're ridiculous. Just tell them I won, guys." Fishlegs turned to The Haddock Brothers.

"You won? Ha! Get real!"

"It wasn't even close."

"Whoa, whoa, whoa. My terror's stealthiness is pretty awesome too."

"Astrid, please. There's no brains involved in teaching a Terror to hide."

"Hey, our trainees…" And so on it went.

"So, how do you plan to stop this one, oh great peacekeeper?" Ferno asked the scrawny boy beside him.

"I… have no clue…"

PPPHHHHH! (A/N, sorry I don't know how sizzling lava sounds like.)

"Meatlug? Meatlug!" Fishlegs looked around the dragon to find his missing. "Oh no."

-000-

The silhouette of his father, truly did amaze the Fire-bearer. What was he trying to do? But that was an easily answered question. They may have made a pact for Ferno to take his place if he's overthrown, but he was still trying to get back at Stoic and Hiccup.

Alvin, Savage and Mildew jumped into the tunnel, with a several ton dragon as a hostage. And blasting them, didn't prove to be a good idea, because it sealed them inside the cave, free and safe to go anywhere…

"Hiccup, they took my Meatlug!" Fishlegs said, digging into the rubble to with his bare hands, but to no avail.

-000-

"Oh, what are we gonna do? Those tunnels go all over the island. He could be going anywhere." Fishlegs cried.

"They, don't really go all over the island. Like, six yak farms…" Tuffnut said, casually.

"A couple of sheep pens." Ruffnut added, with equal causality.

"Mildew's cabbage field." Sometimes people wondered who Ferno was really related to, the Twins or Hiccup.

"Gobber's outhouse." All three of them said together, shrugging at the thought. "Blech!"

They noticed the looks the other riders were giving them. "What? We spent a lot of time in those tunnels. It's tunnel of fun."

Hiccup gave Ferno a look that clearly said 'really? You hang out with these people?' "Alright, we'll split up, cover all those places."

"Uh, no need. There's also a beech." Ferno cut in.

"And you didn't say this earlier why?"

"Sorry, I've been spending too much time with them." Ferno gripped his forehead like he felt woozy.

-000-

"Oh, if anything happens to my Meatlug, I'll never forgive myself!"

"It's not your fault, Fishlegs!" Hiccup tried to calm his friend.

"Sure it is." Came the expected and unhelpful comment from the male Twin.

"Tuffnut!"

"What? It's not my fault. Is it your fault?" He looked at his sister.

"Nope. Not my fault."

"Yeah, definitely Fishleg's fault." The Twins proved helpful… as usual.

"Guys, not helping!"

"Once you think about it, it is Fishleg's fault for getting too big headed with his so called 'dragon training knowledge'." Ferno shouted from Shriek's saddle.

"Ferno, not helping!"

"No, no, they're all right, Hiccup. I ignored the most important thing in my life because O got so caught up in beating Snotlout." Fishlegs confessed.

"See? Bad things happen when you try to beat the Snot-man." Everyone gave Snotlout a weird look. "What? Sometimes the truth is hard to swallow."

"You two tried to tell me, but I didn't listen."

"Fishlegs, we will get her back, I promise." Hiccup said.

"Hey, if you two girls are done doing each other's hair—"

"Well, said Tuffnut. Well said." Ferno sniggered, shortly after being punched by a blonde shield-maiden.

"—There's an Outcast ship we might want to attack."

So there was.

-000-

The Twins started the attack of shooting the ship. "Yeah, like shooting yaks in a barrel."

"Ha! That was fun!"

"Back off! Or I'll run the Gronkle through!" Alvin threatened, putting the sword to Meatlug.

"Hiccup, wait! Don't fire!" Fishlegs withheld the pilot of the dragon he was riding.

"Riders, hold your fire! Fall back!"

They all retreated. And as they did, Fishlegs saw the eyes of his dragon. "No! We can't just leave her there!"

"Don't worry, Fishlegs. We're not going too far."

"Haven't you learnt anything from our strategies?"

-000-

The teens sat back on their dragons and watched as the Terrible Terrors that they felt proud to train, unleashed havoc on the Outcast ship. Sneaking and stealing and bashing heads with… other heads, was the first round from the Terrors Astrid, Ferno, Fishlegs and the Twins trained. Iggy some random Outcast's sword and Thiefy brought his trainer his father's sword.

"I wish I was as smart as that dragon." Tuffnut said, meaning the three dragons on the ship.

"I wish you were as smart as that dragon too." Ruffnut was the voice of truth for that moment.

Hiccup ordered his Terror to fire at the ropes so that Meatlug would be able to escape, but the last rope was missed and kept the Gronkle to the ship.

"Oh no, she's not gonna make it!" Fishlegs bounced up and down on the poor Night Fury with worry.

"Oh yeah, she is!" Snotlout unclamped the Terrible Terror from his neck and threw it at the rope, snapping it and making the Outcast that were pulling the rope to keep the dragon on board, fall over. "Bam! Who's the best dragon trainer now?" The Terror returned like a boomerang and resumed its teeth's position on his neck. "Pain."

Fishlegs jumped on his dragon. "Oh, I missed you too."

"Just one more loose end to tie up."

"By all means." Ferno welcomed his sibling. "Knock them out."

The Night Fury re-performed it's barrel roll plasma blast and left the Outcast ship to bits.

Ferno did take notice that his father, father-in-law and Mildew were floating on a plank home, just to put his conscience to rest.

"Oh baby, we got you back. Oh, Meatlug." Fishlegs carried on cooing.

"If he doesn't stop babying that dragon in the next second, I'm going to kidnap her myself just to shut him up." Ferno told Astrid. "He's getting on my nerves."

"We all got her back. Together."

"Guess that competition was worth something," Tuffnut said.

"Oh, for the last time, it wasn't a competition!" Hiccup yelled, finally snapping his patience.

-000-

Ferno sat by the fire in his house, that afternoon, inspecting the sword of his father that he got from the battle.

It was heavy and sharp and deadly.

The Fire-bearer wondered how many lives this sword killed. Who made it? When did his father come by it?

He didn't know why he did it. But he pulled out his old sword from the sheath and placed it on the wall, like a sort of decoration, and in its place slid the Outcast made and Outcast used sword, previously owned by his father and now him.

-000-
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	50. Appetite for Destruction

"What are we even doing here?" Ferno complained to Fishlegs, who was too busy scratching the Terrible Terror's chin.

"Waiting for the others." Fishlegs said.

"Urgh!"

"You know you could have went with Hiccup and Astrid if you didn't want to go with the Twins." Fishlegs reasoned.

"Na-ah, I'd rather not be the third wheel while they flirt." Ferno groaned imagining the last time he was alone with them. Batting eyes, red cheeks and flirtatious teasing, and those were from just Hiccup's side of the flirting, Astrid was a whole different story. Yeah, that's not something you want to be caught in the middle of.

The snore of Snotlout was something that would awake people on another island. Unfortunately for Fishlegs and Ferno, they were only a few meters away from him.

"I feel sorry for whoever ends up being his spouse." Fishlegs said, when the Terrible Terror he was holding, jumped in fright from the snores.

"That's if there is anyone desperate enough to be his spouse." Ferno corrected him. Another snore. A boot thrown at his face. An angry Jorgenson.

"Why would you do that?! I was in the middle of my beauty rest! Having sweet dreams until someone throws a boot at me?!"

"Can I have my boot back now?" Ferno said, sounding bored.

"Oh look, here they are." Fishlegs pointed to the approaching riders.

"Well… look who it is? Fishlegs, Ferno and _Snotlout. _All here on Dragon Island." Hiccup said, then turned to Snotlout more in particular. "Astrid was just talking about you."

Snotlout sniggered, fantasizing about dreams that would never in a billion years come true. "Of course she was."

Ferno noticed the teasing Hiccup was doing, puckering his lips and wriggling his eyebrows.

"Uh, did I miss something?" Ferno asked the bookworm.

"I'm… just as lost as you." Fishlegs shook his head. "I got your message Hiccup. So, what's the emergency?"

Hiccup walked up to a boulder and put his metal leg on it. "We've seen dragons painted green on Crescent Island."

"That's your emergency? I was in the middle of something very important."

"You were sound asleep."

"Beauty rest! Do you think this," he gestured to his face, "just happens?"

"Uh, we assumed you were born ugly." Ferno chose that comment of the million that flew into his head. "So we thought: just happened." The others sniggered.

"Fishlegs does it make sense to you that those dragons would be there?" Hiccup asked again.

"No, they shouldn't be. Crescent Island is clearly marked as purple." Fishlegs observed from a map.

"That's what I thought." Hiccup added.

"So what were the green dragon doing there?" Astrid asked.

"First of all, it's not green, it's pistachio. They belong on tall tree island." He pointed out.

"Yeah, well your 'pistachio' dragons aren't where they're supposed to be." She moved his hand to the island where they were.

"Huh? That's weird."

"Well you guys, wanted to find out about dragon migration and we did. Can we go home now?" Ferno slumped his shoulders.

"No. We are going to find out why those dragon migrated so fast. I mean, we marked them this morning! Let's head to Tall Tree Island." Hiccup showed his leadership skills of ordering everyone around him.

"Sounds awesome. I was wondering what I was going to do with the rest of my day." Snotlout said, only now turning into the conversation. Surely, he quickly abandoned them, once they were airborn.

-000-

"I don't understand. We should be there by now." Hiccup spoke for all, after 2 hours of endless flying.

"Maybe we're off course." Astrid suggested.

"Fishlegs!" Ferno glared at the book worm. "My butt has been killing me for the past 2 hours. If you say that you got out map wrong then you will end up without hair, limbs, clothes, head, body, and ghost1."

"I don't do off course." Fishlegs pulled out the map. "According to my map, it should be right – uh…"

"You were saying?" Astrid yelled.

Ferno already prepared his knuckles for the difficult task ahead of him. Ripping a chubby book worm to shreds or less.

"Even if we were off course, we'd still be able to see it from here." Hiccup pointed out.

"Unless we're really of course, _Fishlegs._" Ferno darkened his glare.

"An island can't just disappear, can it?" Astrid said.

"Earthquake, maybe?"

"Volcano?"

"Wrath of Thor? Wrath of Odin?" Everyone looked at Fishlegs, the same way they always do when he opens his mouth out of cowardice. "What? Just throwing out possible explanations."

"Possible? Don't you know anything about laws of science and logic?" Ferno thought aloud.

"None of that explains this." Hiccup pointed to two dragons flying at them, and the riders having just enough time to duck them, except Shriek who was an intimidatingly large size and had a intimidatingly loud roar to make the measly small dragon fly around him, not into him.

"Orange?" Astrid asked, looking at the colour splattered on the dragon's back.

"Burnt apricot, actually."

"Oh, you should be an artist Fishlegs. Why did you go into dragon training?"

"What island are they from?" Astrid asked.

"According to this, they're from Sunstone Island." Hiccup said, pulling out the map.

"Ah, Sunstone island. Pristine beaches. A veritable smorgasbord of mineral deposits for Meatlug." Fishlegs started daydreaming.

"Sunstone Island it is." Hiccup decided.

-000-

"Huh. I thought it was bigger." Fishlegs said. Meatlug was the only dragon small enough to sit on the island. Literally. There was literally no more space. Toothless and Stormfly had to made do with clutching to the side of the small wall of the island, while Shriek swam in the sea with his rider sitting on his back, avoiding to get wet.

"You think?" Astrid asked, sarcastically.

"I have to say the beaches are a disappointment." Hiccup added.

"Remind me to never go to Fishlegs for holiday advice. You've disappointed me, Fishlegs." Ferno mock pouted.

"One island is missing, and one island's been sunk." Fishlegs analysed.

"I guess a whole island can disappear." Hiccup said.

"Uh, guys? Isn't this the part where we get worried? I mean, we all live on an island." Ferno supplemented.

"If the islands are gone, where do the dragons go?" Fishlegs asked in his signature worried voice.

"Good question." Hiccup proved his nerdy side. "Dragons live in specific places for specific reasons."

"The food they eat, where they nest." Fishlegs rambled on.

"If they lose their homes, it could endanger their whole species." Astrid added, with realisation.

Ferno laughed. "All we needed to end a 300 year war was to get rid of a few islands." He sniggered at his private joke.

"We need to figure out what's going on, now." Hiccup stressed out. "Let's head back to Dragon Island."

Astrid allowed a small laugh. "If it's still there."

-000-

"Look at them." Ferno said, when they landed on the rather air polluted Dragon Island.

"Check their colours." Astrid said.

"I-I see pistachio, b-burnt apricot." Fishlegs had to analyse everything.

"Look, a new colour. Red." Astrid pointed to a dragon flying around, splattered red by one of their paintballs.

"Technically that's vermillion." Fishlegs corrected. She just gave him a look. "What? It is."

"You know, normal people just say 'red' 'orange' or 'green'." Ferno said.

"Dragons from three different islands suddenly all here." Hiccup took out a map and crossed out three of the islands. "Look, this forms a line, which means there are more islands in danger." Hiccup punctured the map with his pen. "Boar head island. Thor rock island… Toothless we're goin' back out."

"I'm going with you. This could be dangerous."

"What makes you think that?"

"Oh, I don't know. Islands disappearing mysteriously, dragons fleeing in terror. Call it a hunch."

"Fine."

Ferno groaned and slumped his shoulders. "I know I'll get sick going with them, but I won't sleep at night, without knowing they aren't burnt alive… Hold up guys." He jogged up to the overgrown puppy with bone armour.

"Ok. Fishlegs, you stay here in case any more dragons show up." Hiccup instructed the book worm with a useless task because they all had a feeling that he'd only be more hassle than help, with his lion's heart.

"Got it. New dragons. Meatlug and I are on the case."

"What is this? The military? Aye aye, captain." Ferno sarcastically commented.

-000-

The next two islands were… let's just say in ruins. Boar Head vanished into thin air, and Thor Rock turned into Thor Pebble.

"You know, maybe Fishlegs' 'wrath of gods' theory isn't so crazy." Astrid suggested after being the remains of Thor Rock.

"Fishlegs and the words that come out of his mouth? Not crazy? How does that even make sense?" Ferno asked.

"Let's get a closer look, bud." Hiccup beckoned his Night Fury lower, towards Thor Rock at one of the holes. "These markings look familiar but different somehow."

"Familiar and different? Nope those go together like Fishlegs and not-crazy." Ferno joked.

"For once, can you actually be mature about something. Islands are disappearing. Focus for about a day, then you can go back to your fantasy world." Astrid scolded him, then turned to the other brother. "Different how?"

"Different bigger." Hiccup realised, and as soon as he did, The Screaming Death smashed the surface and released its ear-shattering signature scream. "The Screaming Death!" Another scream. "Someone's been eating their vegetables." Hiccup said, noting it's massively increased size from their last encounter.

"And everything else on sight!" Astrid yelled to be heard.

"I thought we got rid of that thing!" Ferno yelled, trying to get his dragon under control because the tune that that Screaming Death was whistling was not pleasant… least of all to the dragons.

"Its screams disorients the dragons!" Hiccup shouted, seeing the Boneknapper, Nadder and Night Fury panicking in the air.

"No kidding!" Astrid screamed back at him.

The Screaming Death plunged back into the earth. Why, they didn't know.

"The Screaming Death has been destroying all the islands. It must be tunnelling underneath and causing them to collapse in on themselves." Hiccup analysed. Great, he was becoming more like Fishlegs every day he spent more time with him.

"Well, that explains the missing islands." Ferno, momentarily, decided to heed to Astrid's advice, just for this once.

"But why would it do that?" Astrid asked.

"I don't know. Let's get a closer." Hiccup insisted. Both Ferno and Astrid just gave him a look. "You wanted dangerous."

"Actually, she wanted dangerous, I wanted a nice warm bed with a glass of nice warm yak milk and cookie." Ferno snapped, but the Dragon Conqueror already dove for one of the holes. The Fire-bearer sighed. "Why does he always do this?"

"I'm curious myself." Astrid said in a deadpan, looking down into the hole.

-000-

One minute wasn't over, when the Night Fury shot back out of the earth with the Screaming Death on its tail.

"I have an idea." Astrid said, tossing some paintballs to the Outcast Heir. She flew off ad started to splatter the paintballs on the Screaming Death's eyes, shortly followed by Ferno, who did the same thing. "Hope you like pistachio!"

"I know I don't!" Ferno added, shooting the last paintball.

It didn't have eyes, but it still had it's perfectly in tuned voice. And with it, fuzzed the brains of the dragons.

"Whoa! Steady, Stormfly. Just hang in there."

"Take it easy, Shriek."

Not seeing anything, didn't do much good, so the Screaming Death retreated.

"How's that for accuracy?" Astrid asked.

"Yay, we saved your boyfriend again, what a relief." Ferno said, in mock excitement.

-000-

"Periwinkle blue!" Fishlegs screamed running at them, when they landed. "There are now periwinkle blue marked dragons here."

"Where do you come up with these names?" Ferno asked quizzically.

"I know." Hiccup said, sliding off his saddle. "Boar head island."

"And-and look! There's eggshell white!—"

"From Thor Rock Island." Astrid nodded as the three approached Fishlegs and the map.

"What happened to them?" Fishlegs questioned frantically.

"The same thing that happened to all the other islands:" Hiccup crossed out an island on the map, "Screaming Death."

Fishlegs let out an overdramatic gasp. "The Screaming Death is back?"

"He had a theory that it never left." Ferno pointed to his older brother.

"Yeah." Hiccup nodded, giving Astrid a victorious look.

She rolled her eyes at him and turned back to Fishlegs. "It just got bigger and nastier."

"Uh, how much bigger?" Fishlegs trembled in fear.

"Oh, it's going to be fun seeing the look on his face." Ferno mumbled to Hiccup.

Astrid took some earth, and made sure it crumpled in her hand. "Chom-chomp-there-goes-your-island big."

Ferno sniggered at the fright of his friend's face.

"Ah, it's just as I thought." Hiccup said, observing the map. "The Screaming Death is following an imaginary line, destroying anything in its path." Hiccup drew the line of the destroyed islands and judging them, drew a predicted line.

"It's coming right at us." Fishlegs noted, when Hiccup's pen landed on Dragon Island.

"Take a closer look, you short-sighted geek." Ferno crossed his arms.

Hiccup scowled at his brother's remark. Since when did he do bullying? He had always stood up for him, but now he was the initiator of the bullying. Did he defend Hiccup just because he was his brother? If so, Hiccup's perspective of Ferno the Fire-barer is not as grand as he once thought it was.

But they had other things to worry about now.

Hiccup finished drawing the line.

"It's headed straight to Berk." Fishlegs realised. "We have to get back to Berk and-and-and warn Stoic."

"No." Hiccup protested. "We head it off. We make our stand here." He stood up on a rock and looked off into the distance where the Screaming Death was probably going to come out from. "There's no other land between here and Berk."

"Yeah, if we worry Stoic, the whole village will explode in panic." Ferno reasoned.

"Look, I'm all about danger. But did you two see the size of that thing?" Astrid said, a hint of fear in her voice.

"It's not going to be just us." Hiccup jumped off the rock, and scribbled a note. "We're sending for reinforcements." He attached the note to a Terrible Terror.

"Snotlout and the Twins? Ah, I feel so much better." Astrid rolled her eyes.

"Hey, we're gonna need all the help you we can get."

"Exactly, so why are we sending for Snotlout and the Twins?" Ferno turned on his brother, so rolling his eyes, sighed.

-000-

"Hiccup! The yellow-marked dragons from Sorrow Island just started showing up." Fishlegs ran up to the Dragon Trainer.

"Which means that the Screaming Death is only one island away." Hiccup concluded. "Looks like help's not coming."

"'Duh! I think I'm too important to go help my friends get rid of a gigantic island eating dragon that's gonna eat my island if I don't get there on time. So I'm just going to have my beauty sleep while everyone around me drowns, even though my face will never even resemble a fragment of handsomeness.'" Ferno imitated Snotlout. The others gave him a look. "What? If I'm gonna die today, might as well die laughing."

The others sighed shaking their heads.

"Alright, we'll have to set up a defence here on Dragon Island with what we have." Hiccup said, after the.

"Maybe we should fall back and head for home." Fishlegs suggested.

"Come on, Fish. Where's your bravery?" Ferno sniggered.

"I just think that the four of us engaging an island-eating dragon is very irrational." Fishlegs said, not getting the sarcasm.

"Fishlegs, if the Screaming Death destroys Dragon Island, all these dragons will overwhelm Berk."

"And the Screaming Death, won't be far behind." Astrid added.

"Exactly." Hiccup agreed.

"How soon till it get here?" Asked Astrid, though her question was quickly answered by the distant screams of the Whispering Death.

"Does that answer your question?" Ferno crooked an eyebrow.

-000-

"Toothless and I will try and buy us some time." Hiccup jumped onto his Night Fury. "You guys join me up there when Snotlout and the Twins get here."

"Yeah, that'll happen." Ferno commented.

"I'm going with you." Astrid already had her axe in hand, ready for battle, like she always was.

"Yeah, same here." Ferno stepped up, beside Astrid.

"No, I need you two as a safety net, in case it gets past me." Hiccup stopped them.

"So you're leaving us here, by ourselves?" Astrid asked appalled at the idea.

"Two of Berk's finest warriors as safety nets? Are you out of your mind?" Ferno twisted his finger on his temple.

"Uh, hello? Man on a dragon here." Fishleg's voice called from behind them, already on top of Meatlug. "Right behind you."

"You know what we meant Fishlegs." Astrid slumped her shoulders.

"I do, and I'd like to go on a record as saying we don't appreciate it. Do we girl?" Fishlegs patted the Gronkle, who plain out belched and looked at him, like a dog at a master.

"Just go." Astrid said, with a resigned shrug.

-000-

Astrid gave an irritated strangled sound in her throat.

"Astrid, patience is a virtue." Ferno said, calmly from his dragon's neck. Sliding a stone on his sword's blade, just to watch the spark.

"Look who's talking."

"Lucky me, I'm not a virtuous person, so I don't have to worry about patience." Ferno smirked.

She turned to Fishlegs. "I knew we couldn't rely on that Terrible Terror air mail." She mumbled.

"Actually we can. Like all dragons, Terrible Terrors are—"

"Territorial, I know." She finished for him, scowling.

"Wait. That's it. Astrid you're a genius." He gripped her shoulder spiked shoulder, for some reason, and shook them. "I-I could kiss you on the lips right now."

"Whoa, make sure her boyfriend doesn't find out."

She shoved him off, so hard he landed on his back, on the floor. "No one is kissing me on the lips! Ever!"

"Aw, Astrid. I seem to remember a certain person doing just that." Ferno turned around, wrapped his arms around himself and made a provocative wiggle of his body, making it look like her was kissing someone. "Remind you of anyone? Namely a boy who's name begins with H, has one leg and rides a Night Fury."

"Real mature, Ferno!" Astrid glared at him.

Fishlegs, now recovered, stood up. "Why don't you go cover Hiccup's back? I-I've got an idea. But I'll need some time."

"Wait, where are you going?" Astrid called out.

"Just trust me."

"I don't trust you, but I just want to get out of a 50 meter radius from Astrid, because I feel like she's gonna kill me." Ferno swiftly nudged his dragon's side and took off to the direction of the Screaming Death.

-000-

The Dragon Conqueror, Fire-bearer and Shield-maiden laid siege to the Screaming Death.

"We're barely making a dent in that thing!" Astrid exclaimed.

"Correction: we're not even making a dent in that thing." Ferno commented.

"Fishlegs! What are you doing?" Hiccup said, noticing that the book nerd had mounted his dragon and joined them. "We need backup!"

"Oh, I've got backup."

Suddenly, a cloud of Gronkles lifted into the air and started to help with the siege laying.

"Hey, it's like Gronkle fest down here." Astrid yelled. "How'd he do that?"

"Gronkles are territorial too. They will defend their home at any cost. Great idea, Fishlegs!"

"I know, right? Who's the safety net now?" Fishlegs put on a smug look on his face.

The Screaming Death had enough of being blasted, and dug into the earth.

"You see that? It ran away." Fishlegs said.

"Hey! Quit acting smug!" Ferno pointed at him with a warning glare.

"He's right. It's not quite run away." Hiccup said, looking into the hole.

The earth began to shake. Not a good thing when there's an enormous Screaming Death digging its way through it. Actually, when one think about it, it's not a good sign whenever the ground shakes, Screaming Death or not.

"Guys, get as many wild dragons together as you can. I'll try to force it back to the surface." He dove into the hole.

"Urgh, great. Here Zipplebacks! Here Zipplebacks! Zippies! Backies!" Ferno tried to find the only dragon that was left out of the selection. Maybe thinking like the Twins, oh god that's a frightening thought, would find him that dragon.
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"Hey, we got your message!" Tuffnut yelled out to the battling teens, as he, his sister and Snotlout approached them.

"Well, as least one of us did." Snotlout rolled his eyes.

"Really? You?" Ferno could not believe his ears.

The Screaming Death sprung out of the earth, screaming, roaring, growling you name it.

"Whoa, did that thing get bigger?" Snotlout asked.

"Yeah and awesome-er." Tuffnut yelled, punching the air with his hands, along with his twin.

All and any dragons that Astrid, Fishlegs and Ferno had managed to gather all dived in for a final attack and basically… in a nutshell, it was chaos. But chaos seemed to be working, because the Screaming Death began to retreat.

"It's working! All the wild dragons are defending their home!" Fishlegs exclaimed, seeing the results of his idea.

"I don't think the Screaming Death is gonna mess with Dragon Island anymore." Hiccup commented.

But the earth was still rumbling and water geezers sprung out of the earth, showing that the island was still sinking.

"Aw man, but it is still sinking." Hiccup groaned.

It seemed today was Fishleg's lucky day, because ideas came in and out of his mind. He ordered the Gronkles to start blasting the holes. The genius part was that lava, was molten earth, and with the sea cooling, it solidified, basically stopping the island from sinking.

"The lava is stabilising the island." Hiccup realised, seeing what was happening. "Fishlegs, Meatlug, you two are the heroes today."

"Oh come on. You're making us blush." Fishlegs showed.

"Modesty is the sin of pride, Fishlegs." Ferno smirked.

"What is it with you and proverbs today?" Astrid punched the Fire-bearer's shoulder.
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"Everyone saw how that Screaming Death turned tail and ran as soon as Hookfang and I showed up." Snotlout pushed past Hiccup and gloated for something that wasn't his glory. Typical Snotlout.

"Uh-huh, and all those wild dragons had nothing to do with it." Astrid crossed her arms.

"Correct." Snotlout smiled stupidly.

"As long as we never have to see the Screaming Death again." Fishlegs laughed with relief. "It's giving Meatlug gas. And I don't have to tell you what that's like."

"We'll take your word for it." Ferno said.

Astrid walked up to Hiccup. "Hey, did you find anything about the Screaming Death?"

"The good news is they only hatch one every hundred years or so." Hiccup announced.

"That's the good news?"

"Honesty, bro. You're depressing." Ferno said.

"What's the bad news?" Snotlout asked, pushing past Fishlegs and Ferno.

"Let me guess." Tuffnut interrupted the Dragon Trainer. "The end of the world?" He laughed, but was, sadly, the only one. Not even Ferno found it funny.

"Close." Hiccup dropped the bomb.

"Uh, I was kidding." Tuffnut admitted.

"The bad news is it's still out there. And someday, it'll come back to Berk."

Tense silence.

"Uh-oh so we are going to have to experience Meatlug's gas." Ferno remarked.

-000-

1My friend used this to threaten me after I teased them, and I just had to use it. XD!

Please comment on your favourite joke or funny extract or anything you found funny.


	51. Zippleback Down

An ordinary day on Berk, the birds chirping, the sun shining- "AAAAHHHH!", yep, the normal day on Berk.

The teens spun around on their heels, Gobber having their full attention.

"Ha! Ha! Ha! Don't worry your skippies. I was just playing around. But these traps are designed to withstand even the toughest of… well, dragons. They're nothing to play around with." Gobber lectured them.

"Uh, I beg to differ. That one with all the teeth's got Tuffnut written all over it." Tuffnut pointed to the one that almost chomped Gobber's prosthetic.

"Exactly what I was thinking." Ruffnut chuckled evilly, rubbing her hands.

"Mischievous minds think alike, right, Ruff?" Ferno hi-fived the female twin.

"You three can feel free to experiment on your own time. Now, who can tell me what this trap is called." Gobber pointed to a trap that looked like a jaw of teeth, waiting to snap its prey.

"Ruffnut-be-gone?" Tuffnut guessed.

"Good one." Ferno sniggered.

Both boys were hurt, one way or another, from the subject of their conversation. Tuffnut flicked on the ear, Ferno elbowed in the ribcage.

"Ow, my lobe!" Tuffnut held his ear.

"Ruffnut, watch the burnt flesh." Ferno hissed, clutching his side.

"It's called a snapper." Fishlegs supplied.

"Patatoe-potato." Tuffnut said.

"You guys this is really important, okay? Eyes forward." Hiccup walked up to them.

"No problem." Ruffnut assured him and slammed her head into her twin's helmet, so that they indeed had their eyes forward.

"Other traps include ropers, grapplers and netters." Fishlegs walked up, moving past the twins.

"Ah, well done, Fishlegs. But remembering how to unset the traps is what separates the men from the main." Gobber said.

Fishlegs made his way to the trap, though with some difficulty because his missus, and by missus, it was implied his dragon. After reassuring the boulder tough dragon about him being alright after this and a kiss, Fishlegs actually go to the undoing the trap business.

He and Astrid performed the procedure. Probably because Astrid knew he'd never be able to do it by himself, without getting hurt.

"Some's been paying attention." Gobber complimented.

"Yeah, we'll always count on Fishlegs and Astrid to pay attention in school." Ferno rolled his eyes, leaning against the pile of bones, bored already. He preferred home school, in a tight small corner with a book that he was ashamed to show anywhere.

"And what about the notorious mega trapper." Gobber, seemingly not hearing Ferno's comment, walked up to the largest contraption.

Hiccup made a move for it, but Snotlout's hand outstretched stopped his path.

"Ah, ah, ah. I got this one." Snotlout gloated.

"Please. By all means." Hiccup knew how this would end, as did most of the other riders.

"Is it wrong to head for the trap?" Astrid asked the Older Haddock Brother.

"Uh, let's just call it a teaching moment."

"And a fun one at that, for once." Ferno added, joining his two closest friends.

To sum up, let's just say that Snotlout ended up in the trap, completely useless and humiliated, once again. And his dragon showed him true loyalty by just flying away.

"Hiccup, you want to release the beast?" Gobber asked, after the Jorgenson gave up struggling in the net.

"That's not absolutely necessary, is it?" Astrid innocently commented.

Hiccup, to everyone's dismay, released the Jorgenson, but didn't forget to add in a lecture. As well as that trap, Toothless also plasma barbequed the Snapper.

Gobber set the trap back up. "Right. Ruffnut, Tuffnut. Show me how to unset this snapper trap."

"Can't. Starring contest." They really didn't even blink during the whole time? Impressive, indeed.

"Now!" Gobber was beginning to lose patience.

"Fine. Don't have to get so testy." Ruffnut moaned.

They side walked, still having their foreheads pressed against the other's. They didn't notice that they stepped on the trigger and before they could even blink, excuse the pun, the jaws snapped together and their helmets flew off…

…getting caught by their dragon's heads. If they were a few centimetres taller, or stood straighter. Their heads would have been sliced off.

"Urgh, you almost cut off my head!" Tuffnut yelled.

"Now that, would have been stare worthy. Ah, next time." Ruffnut promised him.

"Alright! Listen here." Gobber interrupted them. "You all have you assignments. There are dozens of dragon traps left over from… well… _when we used to kill them_," he whispered the last part for some reason even though the dragon had better hearing that humans and could hear him, "but since we don't, _kill them, _we thought it would be a good idea to clear them before some wild dragon wanders into one and gets caught." He slammed his prosthetic into the board and made it fall. "So get going!"

Fishlegs and Snotlout left for their dragons.

"You guys know what you're doing, right?" Hiccup couldn't help but ask.

"What kind of question is that?" Tuffnut protested, sounding like he was insulted.

"A necessary one." Astrid walked up to the conversation.

"You have absolutely no idea, do you?" Hiccup said.

"That's why they're the twins." Ferno said, deadpanned.

"Absolutely…"

"…No idea." Classic twin move, finish each other's conversation.

Their dragon handed them back their helmets, which they had lost earlier, due to a dragon trap.

"Guys, we're clearing dragon traps. This could be very dangerous for you and for your dragon." Hiccup lectured them, but they seemed unfazed. "Ok. You know what? You guys just stay here where you can't get into any trouble."

"Yeah, about that…" Ferno said unsurely. "Bro, you didn't spend a childhood with them. You have no idea." Ferno, Berk's second-ranked (the first being tied Twins) mischief mastermind, shuddered.

"He's right. We can get in trouble pretty much anywhere. Remember that empty room?" Tuffnut agreed.

"Oh, don't remind me." Ferno shivered.

"He's got a point." Astrid backed up the boys and Tuff.

"Look, I just don't know, if I can trust you guys out there. This is serious."

"Wow. That was harsh." Tuffnut, for the first time in anyone's memory, sounded like he was actually hurt.

"Yeah, ouch." Ruffnut agreed.

"Look, I didn't mean it like that, it's just—"

"No we get it. You think we're useless." Tuffnut summed up Hiccup's, Astrid's and Ferno's thoughts. They mounted their dragon heads.

"I didn't say that." Hiccup defended.

"But you were thinking it." Astrid and Ferno sang in unison.

"That's not helping at all." Hiccup quickly retorted.

"We'll be fine, Hiccup. It's not like we never pay attention." Ruffnut was doing a poor job at reassuring the trio.

"Just rarely." Tuffnut said and they left the arena chuckling.

"They were having a staring contest while undoing their trap." Ferno pointed out once they were out of ear shot. "Should I be the only one worried about them? Or am I turning into Fishlegs?"

"You know, I'm actually gonna miss them, when they don't come back." Astrid commented, tilting her head, watching the Twins leave the arena.
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Shriek liked his lips, seeing the fat, juicy cod innocently lying on the ground.

"Buddy, go get it." Ferno ordered.

The huge dragon stomped its way towards fattening fish, which was destined for his stomach. Ropes spun out from the bushes, once the Boneknapper gouged on the fish, aiming for his legs. They simply bounced off his bone armour, so casually that you wouldn't think they were even designed for dragons.

"Ok, that's our traps cleared." Ferno smacked his hands together. "What do you say we go see if the Twins killed each other yet, and maybe help the one that's winning?" He turned to his dragon.

The dragon gave him a look that clearly said 'r_eally? You have nothing else to waste your time on?' _and to empathise his point he let a harmless puff of fire at his rider.

"Hey! Watch it you bag of bones!" Ferno yelped. "Sensitive to fire here!"

Then his grey eyes then noticed the spark of fire, had landed on the ground and started to spread on the ground.

"Oh great." Ferno ran up to the fire and stomped on the flame before it got out of control. "Fire weather. Just perfect. Let's go warn Stoic." He hopped into the saddle and they flew off to Berk.

Shriek did not miss how his rider used his stepfather's name, not the usual 'dad'. Something must have happened again. Another fight? Probably.
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"Ferno."

"Hiccup."

The two brothers saw the other flying to Berk. "Fire weather." They yelled in unison. "What?"

"I just found out that its fire weather." Ferno said.

"Same. Let's go tell dad." Hiccup said, jerking his head towards the blurry redheaded figure on the docks below.

"Uh, you go do that. I'm just going to go and have a nap… I'm done with all my duties for the day, so you can't pester me about them." Ferno quickly jerked the horns of the Boneknapper to the opposite direction, away from the form of the Chief of Berk.

"Ferno!"

But the young Fire-bearer didn't turn back, just kept flying, and Hiccup didn't have the time to chase his good-for-nothing brother, he had more important things to worry about, like an extremely dangerous and flammable weather report for his father.

Acidic yellow concerned eyes looked at their rider.

"I'm fine buddy. Just, don't want to be in Stoic's firing range." Ferno said, quietly, brokenly, miserably.
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"Why'd you run away?" Hiccup landed outside his brother's house, where the owner himself was sitting on the steps, with his head hung back and eyes closed.

Ferno really didn't want to involve his brother in the struggle between him and Stoic. He decided dishonesty was the best way out of this. "What would have been the point of both of us going to tell him the same news when Berk is visited with sunshine for once in its history. I want to get a tan."

"On your face?"

"What's the point of anywhere else, if I'm going to keep my clothes on for the rest of my life time to avoid anyone throwing up?"

"Oh. Right. Sorry." Hiccup momentarily forgot about the scars on his brother's body, which were the result of _his _mistakes. Yeah, guilt had a way to sticking to someone, forever.

"Uh, where are you going?" Astrid landed near the Haddock Brother duo.

"Yeah, where are you going?" Ferno lifted his head, seeing that his brother was fastening his saddle on his Night Fury.

"The twins haven't come back yet. And one's seen them. I knew I shouldn't have sent them out there." Hiccup threw his metal leg over his dragon's back and hopped on top the saddle.

"We're going with you." Astrid said.

"No, they're my responsibility. I'll find." Hiccup said defiantly.

Ferno sighed and popped his back. "Something tells me this'll end badly."

"You don't have to come." Hiccup stopped him.

"I'm the co-head. They're my responsibility too, in case you forgot." Ferno mounted his own dragon.

"Since when do you take responsibility?" Astrid crooked an eyebrow.

"Marriage and fatherhood changes people." Granted, he was a horrible husband and father, since he so rarely saw his wife and met his kids once, but the three of them had an effect on him mentally.

"We should have married you off earlier." Hiccup sniggered and flew off into the air, with the Boneknapper in tow.

"How can you marry any earlier? Honestly, answer that question for me, Hiccup!"
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"Keep your eyes open, guys." Hiccup said as they flew above the Berkian forest.

"Uh, I think that even if our eyes were shut, we'd notice that." Ferno pointed to a plume of black smoke, rising above the forest level.

"Like I said: fire weather. Just great. You know what they say?" Hiccup looked at his brother.

"Where there's fire, there's the twins." They said in complete unison with deadpan expressions.
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"Toothless, there bud." Hiccup pointed to a clearing. "Behind the fire and the… massive Typhoomarang!?"

"Where do we get these people, Hiccup?" Ferno hung his head forward in surrender.

They were flying dangerously close to the forest fire. Unhelpfully, Toothless' fin caught fire.

"Come on, Toothless, we can make the clearing." Hiccup encouraged the Night Fury, but it was too late, without the fin, they plummeted toward the fire. Bony claws wrapped around the Night Fury and delivered it the extra couple of meters that they wouldn't have made. "Thanks." Hiccup breathed, once they landed safely.

"No probs." Ferno was more focused on the fire behind him, feeling the heat painfully familiar feeling. "Can we please get out of here now?"

"Hiccup! Ferno!" Tuffnut yelled, seeing them.

The way too big for it's size Typhoomarang approached them, roaring, wing raising and glaring. Not the best combination for a savage beast.

"Ok, everyone stand back. This is bad." Hiccup said, making eye contact with the beast.
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"Wait a second, I know you." Hiccup shrieked all of a sudden.

"Yeah there's a big surprise. Hiccup, you practically know every dragon in the Archipelago!" Ferno said, a bit above a whisper.

The Typhoomarang roared again and before anything could react, it wrapped its wings around the Haddock Brothers and their dragons.

Somewhere outside they could hear the Twins bickering and shouting again.

"Uh man! Your new dragon just ate Hiccup and Ferno!" Ruffnut yelled at her male counterpart.

"Bad dragon! Bad dragon! Now you barf up Hiccup right now!" Tuffnut scolded a dragon that was at least ten time bigger than him and wasn't completely trained. Genius.

The Typhoomarang let a friendly growl, flapped his wings opened, to reveal Shriek, who flapped his wing open, to cover Toothless, who shielded the Haddock Brothers.

The two boys almost fell out of the leathery embrace.

"Uh, what just happened?" Ferno asked, completely and utterly confused.

Hiccup seemed to know. He outstretched his hand and let the Typhoomarang put his snout to it.

Ferno and the Twins looked at each other, as bewildered as the other two.

"Th-this-this isn't just any Typhoomarang!" Hiccup exclaimed. "Ferno, Ruff, Tuff! Don't you recognise this guy? Look at him… it's Torch!"

"What? No way!"

"You're delusional."

"Hiccup, Torch is like this big." Tuffnut showed a small space between his hands about 30 centimetres wide. "Pf. And he calls himself the Dragon Conqueror?"

"Uh, no I don't call myself the 'Dragon Conqueror'." Hiccup corrected him. "And this is Torch. He just grew. A lot. That's what happens when you, well, grow up."

"Uh, nope. I'm drawing a blank here, I don't know anything about that." Tuffnut commented.

"Yeah. Got nothing."

"You're asking us? About growing up? Did you get amnesia and gone blind in the last five seconds?" Ferno said, crossing his arms. Hiccup took a moment to look at the three most immature people on the planet and realised he was fighting a lost cause about growing up.

Toothless and Torch immediately began to fight. Whacking tails and roaring.

"Come on guys. You're not gonna start this again?" Hiccup walked in between the two. "Right now, we've got a fire burning down on us."

All attention suddenly turned back to the raging flames and thick smoke.

"Ruffnut, get Tuffnut out of that trap." Hiccup ordered.

"Yeah, we've been trying…"

"But someone, and I won't mention any names, didn't give very clear instructions."

"Uh, never mind. Ferno, get Tuffnut out of that trap." Hiccup ran towards Barf & Belch to cut the ropes, while Ferno stepped on his dragon's snout and was lifted up to Tuffnut's level.

"Hi."

"Hi."

Ferno climbed higher and struggled with the contraption. "Ok, which idiot made this stupid trap?"

"That would be me." Hiccup called out from Barf & Belch.

Smoke began to trickle in their lungs, clogging up their oxygen. "Just leave me!" Tuffnut yelled, coughing up the smoke. "Save yourselves!"

"Ok, you heard him. Let's get out of here!" Ruffnut yelled from down below and began the jog towards the other side of the fire.

"Again! Kidding!"

"Yeah, me too."

"Hiccup, it's stuck!" Ferno yelled. "Tightly, might I add."

"We need to get out of here. That fire is heading straight for Berk. Torch? Give us a lift?" Hiccup looked up at the orange dragon. He, Ruffnut, Toothless and Barf & Belch ran up wing, with Torch grabbing Tuffnut, by jut plain out yanking the tree trunk from the tree. Ferno jumped into his own saddle and they were off.
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"AAAAAAAAAARRRRGHH! THIS IS AWESOME AND SCARY!" Tuffnut yelled, hovering a little too close to the forest fire for comfort.

"The fire is heading for that logging path. If it jumps over, it'll burn Berk to the ground before we can do anything." Hiccup observed. "Ok, Torch. Set us down on that path."

"Hey guys!" Tuffnut sounded actually scared, for once. "As awesome as this fire is up close, I think my back hair just went up in flames and you know how much I love my back hair and how much of it there is."

"It's true he does. Almost as much as I like mine." Ruffnut commented.

"Seriously, not the image we need in our heads right now!" Ferno snapped, then after a second yelled again. "You're 14, how can you have back hair already?!"

"Just hang on! We're going in for a landing." Hiccup tried to get the images out of his head by distracting himself with what's actually a life and death situation. Smart move.

Torch tossed the male twin to a tree trunk to just stay suspended there, completely uselessly.

The fire had jumped over the logging point.

"Argh, it's too late." Hiccup groaned.

"Torch can help. Torch!" Tuffnut did a hand gesture.

The Typhoomarang spun around, making even more flames burn up and catch fire to the trees.

"No, wait! Torch stop! Don't do that." Hiccup stopped the dragon. "Tuffnut, we don't need more fire. Especially coming from a Typhoomarang."

"That is dragonism." Ferno couldn't resist the comment, despite the situation.

"We need to get water." Hiccup said, not hearing the previous comment.

"We could, but who's to say that it'll put out this fire." Ferno said.

"First of all, you don't fight fire with water…" Tuffnut began.

"At least, we don't." Ruffnut supplemented.

"We fight fire with fire!" Tuffnut punched the air.

"Is that how you always manage to make so much chaos?" Ferno crossed his arms.

Hiccup looked deep in thought. "If we get rid of these trees before the fire, there won't be anything left of it to burn. Ruff, Tuff, that's brilliant!" Hiccup exclaimed.

"Duh! Hello?"

"We knew that, we knew we were brilliant."

"Well the rest of us were in the disarray." Ferno commented.

"Ok guys, here's the plan. When I give the signal, tell all the dragons to start blasting." Hiccup told them.

"Fight fire with fire!" Ruffnut shouted. "We should make that our knew catchphrase."

"It would suit you two, definitely. But it'll get real old, real fast." Ferno said.

"That or, 'a yak's gotta do what a yak's gotta do'." Tuffnut supplied. The others just gave him a look. "What? It's catchy. Oh don't tell me you won't be using that!"

"Ready? Now!"

There was so much fire and destruction in that moment, that Ferno and the Twins were sure they would never see anything more beautiful in their entire lives. This is what paradise looked like? They wanted to die now!

"You guys seeing what I'm seeing?" Ferno asked.

"Yeah." They both said dreamily.

"We gotta keep it moving that way!" Hiccup pointed in the direction away from the town. "Toothless! Wind!"

The Night Fury hovered in the air, flapping its wings, making more fire. The other dragons followed the example and soon the fire was almost extinguished.

"Torch! Now!" Hiccup yelled.

The Typhoomarang flew in and spun in the heart of the inferno, gathering the flames into one big cluster and then bursting them like a firework.

The fire… had been extinguished.

"Nice going Torch!" Hiccup yelled out of the orange dragon. "You too guys." He said to the other three dragons.

"And still, no love for the trapped Viking." Tuffnut complained, until the massive head of the Typhoomarang, budged into his side. "Finally!"

"Attention seeker." Ferno mumbled, rolling his eyes.
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They flew to Berk, and as per tradition, Torch tossed Tuffnut on a nearby house, so he would dangle there.

"A Typhoomarang! Amazing!" Fishlegs expressed his utmost emotional feelings seeing the magnificent beast land.

"Why am I not surprised that it's Fishleg's voice I hear marvelling the new dragon?" Ferno said, slipping out of his own saddle.

"Not just any Typhoomarang. Take a closer look." Hiccup said, getting off his back.

"Is that…? Torch?" Fishlegs took an educated guess.

"No way!" Astrid exclaimed.

"Please tell me he didn't bring the family?" Snotlout shuddered at the thought.

"I felt the same way, coz." Ferno sniggered, standing beside Snotlout.

"I found him in the woods. And I… trained him." Tuffnut took the opportunity to boast.

"He actually did. It was pretty awesome." Hiccup supported the impossible fact.

"I didn't believe it, until I saw it with my own eyes." Ferno added.

"No way! Tuffnut couldn't even get himself out of that trap." Snotlout refused to believe it.

"Oh yeah? Watch this. Hey Torch, wings!"

The Typhoomarang spread out his wings, throwing Snotlout off balance and landing into a cart, which fell off the cliff, past Gobber, who was more than happy to step aside and watch the Jorgenson plummet to his near death.

"As awesome as it being Snotlout not here and at the bottom of the ocean somewhere by now, Tuffnut is still stuck in that trap." Here came the tail and whacked the Fire-bearer away, into the Forge, crashing the many weapons of Gobber and inventions of Hiccup.

"Ferno!" Gobber yelled.
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Argh, finally! It's over. Now the next two episodes is where it get exciting. I know many of you guys have been waiting tirelessly for 10 and 11 because Alvin seemingly dies, and I've added in an extra bit of juiciness to it.

PLEASE REVIEW.


	52. View to a Skrill Part 1

"We're getting pretty far north!" Astrid yelled over the wind, to the Dragon Conqueror.

"Bucket and Mulch are two days overdue. We need to keep searching." Hiccup reminded his three companions.

"You don't think they're up here do you?" Astrid asked, shivering from the frostbite creeping up her arms.

"Can't take the cold, huh, Astrid?"

"No, I just don't have a heated seat, like you do." Astrid hissed back at him.

"That's right, you don't." Snotlout clicked his fingers and Hookfang set his chin on fire to warm his master up. "Ah, toasty."

"We'd rather not have a heated seat, if it means running every 10 seconds to the nearest tub of water because your butts caught fire." Ferno said, shivering himself.

"Looks like they're in trouble. Come on, bud." Hiccup noticed a Berkian boat.

"Why do we always get this job?" Ferno groaned, seeing his breathe emit from his mouth.

-000-

The fight ended almost as quickly as it started. A few blasts, a few spines, a few pow-wows and not to mention Bucket and Mulch's surprisingly good self-defence, and the Berserkers retreated away from the frozen island, like the cowards they were.

"What happened here?" Hiccup asked, once they were all on the ground.

"Well, we thought the Berserkers had hit an iceberg. And so we came in to help. They attacked us…" Mulch summed up, "… because we saw, _it_."

There was a beat of silence.

"It? As in it doesn't have a gender?" Ferno couldn't restrain the question, ignoring the looks Hiccup and Astrid sent him for his immaturity.

They turned back to Bucket and Mulch, rolling their eyes. "It?" They asked in unison.

Mulch led the three best friends to an ice structure. "It!" Mulch gestured to something inside the iceberg.

Hiccup wasted no time in approaching the block of ice and wiping some of the frost away with his sleeve to see what it was. "That looks like… a dragon."

Hiccup, Astrid, Ferno and Snotlout starred at the structure.

"Why would Berserkers want to try and dig it out?" Astrid asked.

"No idea." Hiccup picked up one of the tools scattered on the snow, abandoned by the Berserkers. "But I'm gonna find out why."

"Oh great. Now we have to dig it out?" Snotlout moaned.

"Actually, I have a much better idea." Hiccup looked at his Night Fury counterpart rolling around in the snow.

"Guys, where would we be without dragons?" Ferno smirked, crossing his arms.

"Bored to our deaths." Hiccup answered.

-000-

They flew to Berk, with the block of ice tied to a rope, carried by the three dragons, and dumped it in the Arena when they arrived.

"I say we smash it." Snotlout punched his fist.

"I say we blast it." Ferno added.

"I say we smash it, then blast it…" Tuffnut suggested.

"Then blast it again." He and Ruffnut said at the same time.

"Stop saying what I'm saying: NOW!" Tuffnut yelled.

"Yeah, that's certainly one approach." Hiccup approach.

Tuffnut cleared his throat. "Good sir, I believe it is actually three approaches, my fine fellow." Tuffnut and his twin jumped off the block of ice that they had somehow managed to get on top of.

"Let's just get a better look at this thing. Fishlegs, give me a slow burn." Hiccup asked his nerdy friend.

"With pleasure." Fishlegs walked up to the Dragon Conqueror. "Meatlug." The said dragon shot a dose of her signature lava like fireball.

The Dragon Conqueror and bookworm peered into the ice block.

"Is that what I think it is?"

"I think it is… but I've only seen pictures."

"Do you realise how huge this could be, Fishlegs?"

"The word epic comes to mind." The spoke geek fluently and took extra measures to make sure none of the others understood.

"I hate it when they get like this." Astrid groaned after five minutes of this constant aweing.

"Huh, why do you think I moved houses?" Ferno said, with folded arms watching the two stare at a cube of ice in worship.

"I should check the Book of Dragons to be sure of this." Fishlegs said as he and Hiccup made a leave from the Academy, while Ferno approached the block of ice and looked inside it properly.

"Good idea. If we're right this could be big trouble." Hiccup agreed.

Ferno's eyes doubled in size. "Uh, guys. Get a move on it! Do you not realise that the Berserkers will be after it!" He ran so fast to Fishlegs and Hiccup that he almost tripped over his feet.

"If someone doesn't start filling me in now, I'm getting my axe." Astrid went running after them.

It took them two seconds what they left with Snotlout and the Twins, alone, with dragons, unprotected.

"No one touches that ice while we're gone." Hiccup ordered the remaining three dragon riders.

"Whoever does, spends the next month scrubbing the dragon stables." Ferno warned them. Better safe than sorry.

-000-

The Hiccup, Astrid and Ferno walked into a rowdy Great Hall with screaming villagers that were not at all pleased with the Berserkers attacking one of their own.

"I think I know why the Berserkers attacked Bucket and Mulch."

"Go on, son." Stoic urged the Berkian Heir onward.

"We took a closer look at the dragon Bucket and Mulch found in the ice." Hiccup began.

"We found a dragon! Oh, can we keep it? I've always wanted my own dragon, Mulch." Bucket buzzed with excitement.

"I doubt you'll want this one, Bucket." Ferno said.

"Yeah, uh, it's a Skill." Hiccup delivered the bad news.

"Oh, I don't want one of those." Bucket said, slapped by his friend, Mulch. "Ow!"

"Are you sure about this, son?" Stoic asked.

"Oh, we are sure!" At that moment, Fishlegs decided to barge in, hyper and laughing something vaguely resembling Dagur. He came rushing into the room, throwing his arms around the Haddock Brother's shoulder and almost making the three of them fall over. "Oh yeah, Fishlegs!"

"Fishlegs? Are you on drugs?" Ferno asked, taking the beefy hand off his shoulder and feeling incredibly tempted to break it.

Fishlegs realised everyone was staring at him and thought it best to explain himself, though that would have been pointless: everyone now was sure he needed psychiatric treatment (or to put in Viking terms: tie him to a ship and let him sail off the face of the earth). "Sorry, that can sometimes happen when we discover a new dragon. I-I get a little…"

"Look, it's right here." Hiccup said, opening the book of dragons, to the page where the Skill was drawn. "That is definitely a Skrill."

"And the Skrill is the symbol of…" Astrid said, remembering an all too familiar sail.

"…The Berserkers." Ferno finished darkly, gritting his teeth and clenching his fists. Oh, how he craved Dagur's demise.

-000-

"Legend has it, the lightning comes from the Skill's mouth and thunder from its… you know." Gobber told them, as they exited the Great Hall.

"Buttocks." Ferno sniggered immaturely.

"Oh, grow up." Hiccup rolled his eyes.

"Remind me to never get behind one." Astrid commented.

"That's actually inaccurate. According to the Book of Dragons, the Skrill drew lightning from the clouds and then redirected it." Fishlegs said, his eyed filled with wonder and interest, unlike everyone else around him (well, with the exception of Hiccup).

"It could use that lightning to hit several targets at once which is why it was such a feared dragon." Hiccup added.

"It could also store the lightning in his body and use it later." Apparently, Fishlegs and Hiccup were taking turns in boring the other four Vikings.

"I've heard enough." Stoic stopped this torture before it would escalade any more.

"Thank God." Ferno released the breath he had unconsciously locked in his lungs.

"We need to get rid of that Skrill. It's just another reason Dagur has to go to war."

"Great. Dagur, war, threats, what else is new to those three things." Ferno mumbled.

"You watch your mouth, young man! We wouldn't in this situation if you weren't selfish." Stoic glared at his stepson.

"Yes, because I'm so stinking selfish—"Ferno crossed his arms and rolled his eyes.

"Oh-kay." Hiccup said, getting between the two, before things got out of hand. "We were saying?"

"We need to get rid of the Skrill." Ferno said, looking in the opposite direction from Stoic.

"Right." Hiccup nodded.

"You know I like a good fight like the next Viking, but don't you think he should just give it to him. It's just a dead frozen dragon carcass after all." Gobber said.

"Actually…" Fishlegs began.

"Oh no, here we go." Ferno pinched the bridge of his nose.

"Because of their internal body temperature, Skrills can stay frozen for decades."

"So what you're telling me, is that this dragon may still be alive. And you left Ruffnut, Tuffnut and Snotlout to guard it!" Stoic demanded to know once they started to walk to the Academy.

"Ok, that sounds much worse when you're say it like that. But its frozen solid in a block of ice, how much damage could it possibly do?" Hiccup reasonably asked.

A mushroom cloud blew up in the rood of the Academy as soon as the words left his mouth.

"That much." Ferno commented.

-000-

They didn't even have enough time to run into the arena, before Snotlout quickly pointed to the Twins and shouted, "Their fault!"

"Hey, he stole our plan." Ruffnut complained.

"I told you guys to leave it alone." Hiccup walked up to them.

"And I threatened you guys with dragon pen scrubbing if any of you touched it." Ferno stood beside his brother to empathise the point.

"It jumped us… sneaky dragon." Tuffnut explained.

"From inside a block of ice?" Hiccup crossed his eyes.

"Uh, very sneaky dragon." Tuffnut whispered to the two brothers.

Ferno huffed and Hiccup noticed his father groaning looking at a fragment that the Skrill left as a souvenir. "What is it dad?"

"When I was a lad, my father's father used to sit me on his knee and tell me stories. I thought they were just tales." Stoic threw the rock away.

"Tales about what?" Hiccup asked.

"Berserker fleets attacking behind harnessed dragons that brought down lightning from the sky and destroyed everything in their path."

"You don't think the Berserkers can actually control a Skrill?"

"I didn't think anyone could ride a Night Fury! We just can't take the chance. If the Berserkers find that Skrill and know some way to control it…" Stoic said, looking up into the sky.

"We'll find it dad. I promise." Hiccup told his father.

"Don't make promises you can't keep." Ferno mumbled, from somewhere behind, not wanting the other two Haddocks to hear him, but his low murmur was enough for the sound to register in their brains and for Stoic to glare at the boy.

-000-

"Any idea what we do after we find it?" Astrid asked the Dragon Conqueror as they glided in the air, searching for the Lightning Beast.

"We catch it. We tame it. We train it—"

"Yes, because that works every time." Ferno rolled his eyes.

Hiccup gave him a pointed glare. "—Keep it away from Dagur, so he doesn't use it against us."

"Yeah, that sounds easy enough." Astrid commented sarcastically.

"Actually, the Skrill does have some weaknesses. According to the Book of Dragons, it can't redirect any lightning if it's in the water." Fishlegs pointed out, once again proving that he's memorized every single word of the Book of Dragons.

"That's a start." Hiccup agreed.

"No, a start would be having any clue where this stupid thing is! We've been circling the island for hours and I'm starving." Snotlout shouted, flying beside his cousin.

"You're free to leave anytime! We can do without you, you know." Ferno reminded the Jorgenson, being directly above him in the air.

"Snotlout, you just said something unintentionally brilliant!" Hiccup realised.

"Of course I did… wait what was it again?"

"When you wake up in the morning, what's the first thing you do?"

"Well, usually I have to…"

"Gross! Get it out of my head! Get out the mental images out my mind." Ferno gripped the side of his head and waved it around violently.

"No, after that." Hiccup groaned, not wanting those images in his either.

"Oh! Eat."

"Exactly. Fishlegs! What is the Skrill food of choice?"

The Ingerman led the way.

-000-

They were on a farmer's field, the Twins prodding a traumatized sheep, while the rest of them listened to Astrid interpreting what the farmer, Silent Sven, was telling them about an attack by the Skrill.

"…And then you found of the Skill? With you head?" Astrid concluded.

Ferno began talking to the wife, since they were going nowhere with this translation and a man's wife always knew what he was trying to say. What really happened was that the Skrill attack the barn, they barely had anytime to fight it off and the Skrill managed to whack Silent Sven with its tail as it was escaping.

Ferno turned around to the very beautiful sight of Silent Sven pointing a spear at Snotlout's throat.

"Any idea where the Skrill went?" Astrid, as always, had to break the beauty of the moment.

Behind her, thunder roared in the sky and her question was answered by the Nordic God of Thunder.

"That way." Hiccup suggested.

-000-

They ventured deep into the belly of the stormy. Lightning zapped, thunder roared, Fishlegs muttered words of assurance to his dragon; those were the only sounds the already intimidated group heard.

"Hold up everybody!" Hiccup ordered, after a special, very close lightning hit. As per his prediction, the winged lightning creature charged towards them.

"Ok, now what?" Astrid demanded, seeing the Skrill, painfully to near them.

"Everybody stay back. If the Skrill just sees one dragon, maybe it won't attack." And just like that, Hiccup flew recklessly to meet his fate with the Skrill, whatever it was.

-000-

The spectacle was phenomenal. Hiccup and Toothless were dangerously close to the fully-lightning charged Skrill.

"Hiccup!" Ferno and Astrid screamed simultaneously seeing what was before them.

But the presence of more dragons, had the opposite affect than the usual retreat. The Skrill began to fire the lightning 'at multiple targets at once', with the Riders barely making it out in one piece from the attack.

"…And stop!" Fishlegs commanded his Gronkle to stop the free fall. "Wow… that was impressive."

"Sure." Snotlout agreed. "If by impressive you mean _terrifying_!"

"For once, Snotlout, we think alike." Ferno said, right behind Fishlegs.

"Follow me, I've got an idea."

"Oh yeah, the last one worked so you have my full confidence the next one is a good one too!" Ferno yelled, nevertheless following the Dragon Trainer anyway.

"I'm gonna dive on the Skrill from above and drive the Skrill down to you guys, so we can all drive it into the water."

"Got it." Tuffnut nodded. "… No I don't. Sorry. Can we go back to the first part, about you being in the cloud or is the cloud in you? I still don't get it. It's all in emulous for me. Kinda like a cloud, in fact."

Hiccup who had face-palmed half way through the speech, just groaned. "Just… do what everyone else is doing."

"And how exactly are we gonna find that Skrill in the cloud?!" Astrid asked, flying beside Hiccup.

"The woman with the axe makes a point!" Ferno agreed, flying on Hiccup's other side.

"Toothless doesn't need see to find something. Remember?" Hiccup reasoned with the two over-protective Vikings.

"Does that work with clouds?"

"Only one way to find out." Hiccup shot up in to the sky, knowing those two would begin a debate with him.

-000-

It was working so far. The Riders took turned in shooting at the electrically charged beast, until the Twin's turn came, and when Ruff released the gas, something other than Tuff sparked it.

"We're under attack!" Astrid said, dodging an incoming rock projectile.

"Uh, is that…" Hiccup asked a question and never finished it.

"Berserkers!" Ferno yelled after seeing the well acquainted ship mast symbol.

"Surprise, surprise, Haddock Boys!" Dagur yelled, laughing like a psychopath so hard he had to wipe away tears. "Now, get your dainty little hands, off my Skrill."

Soldiers got up and started to shoot arrows and boulders at them. The arrows were easily dodged, the rocks were either blasted (by Hiccup on Toothless), swallowed (by Fishlegs and Meatlug) or smashed into bit by a bludgeon-like tail (by Ferno on Shriek).

"Let's get out of range, before they reload." Hiccup suggested, but the nerd was already miles away.

"Already ahead of you." Fishlegs yelled back to the two brothers, only too pleased with the suggestion of regrouping.

-000-

They regrouped on a sea-stack a couple miles away. And the first thing any of them noticed was Snotlout, or more precisely, his smoking helmet.

"Uh, Snotlout. Are you okay?" Hiccup was the one to ask the enigma.

"Ha! He's better than okay. Did you see that lightning bolt to the head?"

"No. But I wish I could. Describe it to me in as much detail as you can, Tuff." Ferno said, grinning like a lunatic at the struck-dazed look on Snotlout's face.

Snotlout let out a gibberish sound of protest.

"Tuffnut's right. Better than ok." Astrid said.

"Blah-beh-blach-blegh!"

"And making more sense than usual."

"Ok! He's out of it! So the rest of us are—"

"Smeggi!"

Awkward silence.

"Snotlout! We have no idea what you're saying!" Hiccup yelled.

"Sure we do. He said: I'm perfectly fine." Tuffnut translated.

"Smeggi!"

"Said it again." Ferno appeared to also understand what the Jorgenson was gibbering about.

Ferno and Tuffnut turned around to see the other's giving them looks. "What? We speak post-lightning Snotlout." Tuffnut defended.

"Not sure if that's a real language, but who cares right?" Ferno shrugged his shoulders.

Hiccup wiped his eyes in disbelief. "How many times has this kid been hit by lightning?!"

"Often enough." Tuffnut said, with Snotlout releasing a corrective sound. "Oh really? 12 times."

"Bro, you still have 11 to go and judging by the dragon, you'll soon surpass the record." Ferno said.

"Rustle! Skrigma! Freggle!"

"He said—"

"No, let me do this one: Enough talk! Dagur's all mine!" Ferno translated, in response to which Snotlout gave the largest grin one could ever imagine on his face.

"And Tuffnut is the toughest of us all!" Tuffnut said, proudly.

"Shvagevat!"

"Uh, he implied the last part." Tuffnut corrected himself.

Hiccup groaned, and covered his eyes, not believing his brother and friend were sad enough to actually learn Post-Lightning Snotlout as an actually language.

"Well, you heard the man, Astrid. Take Snotlout, Ferno and Fishlegs and try to keep the Berserker ships occupied. The Twins and I will go after the Skrill, if Dagur gets his hands on it first: we won't stand a chance."

"Be careful. The lightning is attracted to metal and you two are wearing a lot more of it than the rest of us." Astrid pointedly looked at Hiccup's metal foot and Toothless' stirrup.

"Yeah, bro, I was only kidding about you breaking Snotlout's record."

-000-

"Hey! Dagur! Surprise!" Ferno plunged out of the water, riding his deadly weapon of bones and muscle, who was setting fire to the ship mast.

"Alvin's bastard!" Dagur yelled, dodging the flames and hitting the floor of the ship with his fist.

"Oswald's humiliation!" Ferno yelled back, falling, with his dragon, back into the sea, so Dagur's fury alone would destroy the ship for them and they could combust other things.

-000-

The Armada… had been disabled… or close to that. So now, the band of Riders were heading away from it.

"Did anyone see where the Skrill went?" Hiccup asked them.

"No." Astrid responded.

"No." Fishlegs said.

"Weren't you supposed to be babysitting it?" Ferno asked, aggravated.

"Northbord." Snotlout poke his post-lightning language.

"He said: no." Ferno translated.

"Anyone see where the Twins ended up?" Fishlegs asked, noticing an absence of conflict and destruction.

"Again, Hiccup, we gave those three for you to babysit." Ferno pointed his arm at his older brother.

-000-

Finally! Never thought it would end.

Oh, yeah. I plan a major twist in the next episode. And I am telling you this just to make the wait and myself more annoying.

PLEASE REVIEW!
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"Ruff!... Tuff!" The echoes of the Haddock Brothers yelling bounced across the seas and the stacks and the skies. Eventually they had to land in the Academy.

"Guys, a-any sign of them yet?" Fishlegs greeted them, jumping off his dragon when landed.

"None. The other riders have turned in for the night. They're resting their dragons." Hiccup answered the Ingerman.

"I don't blame them, I mean, look at Meatlug, she's sleep-flying." Indeed, the rock-devouring dragon was flying with shut eyes and drooling lava.

"Well then, young man, what are you doing out here. Go get that dragon rested." Ferno pointed to the Dragon Academy and put on a Scottish accent to sound like some of the older and more esteemed members of their Tribe.

"We've got some provisions. We're going back out." Hiccup said.

"Wait, what are you gonna do? Fly all night?"

"If we have to yes." Hiccup said, determinedly.

"Unwillingly, but yeah." Ferno wiped his eyes, from sleepiness.

"Are you sure that's a good idea, guys?" Fishlegs tentatively asked.

"Well, I can't rest, knowing the Twins are lost out there, somewhere." Hiccup jumped into his saddle.

"And who am I supposed to get on Stoic's nerves with, if the Twins are at the bottom of the ocean, somewhere." Ferno reasoned.

Hiccup and Fishlegs gave a look that was something along the lines of _'you're a real friend'_.

"You're right, Hiccup. We'll go with you." Fishlegs said, right before Meatlug fell from the air and bumped into him, already ¾ of the journey to sleep achieved.

"No, looks like you guys need some rest." Hiccup gave Fishlegs the torch in his hand. "We'll be fine." The Night Fury jumped off the cliff and glided through the air.

The Boneknapper was more problematic. The hunk of muscle and bone was sleepy and cranky and its rider had to promise a triple portion of fish and yak-beef so that he would co-operate.

"Come on, Shriek-y, two… no three baskets of fish… and a yak leg even. This is bad for you diet, already." Ferno's body lay limply on the neck of the dragon as he begged.

It was as if magic was made. The dragon stood up, looking like it had been reborn, flapped its wings and clumsily began to close the distance between itself and the Night Fury.

-000-

The previous storm's anger did not fade and lightning was still present in the clouds. A highly unfavourable weather for Hiccup and Toothless.

"You know, maybe we've been thinking about this whole thing the wrong way." Hiccup suggested, after a moment of awkward silence.

"How can we look at this wrongly? The Twins will wake up in the morning on the other side of the Archipelago." Ferno looked at his brother with a dead-panned look.

"Maybe the Twins went after the Skrill."

"Do you even hear what you're saying?... The chances of that happening is the same as being hit by lightning— You know what? Forget I said anything."

"It's worth a try right? We've tried everything else. And like you said, the chances of the Twins doing something smart for once, is the same as being hit by lightning, which we both know is possible. Come on, guys."

The lightning was dangerously close to them and surprisingly accurate.

Lightning zapped near Toothless' tail. "Wow, watch your tail, bud." Lightning zapped near his metal foot. "And I'll watch my leg."

"I'd want your brain if I was in your place." Ferno mumbled. "We need to wait out the storm!"

Hiccup pulled out his spyglass in the hope of finding some land. The white reflection of lightning continuously showed up on the Dragon Conqueror's shield, which was unfortunately strapped to his back.

"Ok, Gronkle Iron and lightning. Not a terrific combo!"

"You think?!" Ferno shrieked, himself trying his best to dodge the lightning bolts, which was more difficult on a larger, clumsier and sleepier dragon.

"Come on, bud. Get us out of here."

And the Night Fury did get them out of the storm, to a place maybe just a little bit worse: Outcast Island.

"Oh, I feel so homey." Ferno said, sarcastically.

"We have to wait out the storm somewhere. There's no more land other than this for hours!" Hiccup reminded the Outcast Heir.

-000-

"That's a lot of Outcasts." Hiccup said, looking into his spyglass, into the arena. "What are you up to, Alvin?"

"All I know is he's planning something big with that Skrill." The sudden female voice startled the two brothers into shock and collapsing on one another thanks to their jump of surprise.

"Alvin/Father has the Skill… Ruff!" They both exclaimed in unison once shaking their heads and groaning from a fractured rib or two. "What are you doing here? And stop saying everything I'm saying?!" The last sentence was directed more at the other brother than the twin.

"What are you doing here?" Ferno asked, shaking of the previous outburst.

"Where's Tuff?" Hiccup eagerly questioned.

She looked down. "He didn't make it, guys." She said in the quietest voice they ever heard her use.

"What?!" The Haddock Brothers roared simultaneously, without letting the news sink in.

Her blue eyes made contact with theirs and a smirk speak on her lips. "Kidding! He's right behind you!"

"What's up, guys?" The raspy and gruff voice of Tuffnut Thorston made the two boys spin on their heels to face him, the problem was there was no face to face. "Cool disguise, huh? Kinda itchy."

"Uh, yeah?" Hiccup said, weakly.

"Where the devil are you, muttonhead?! You two almost gave me and Hiccup a heart attack!" Ferno lividly scolded the twins like a pair of toddlers after they did something horrendously stupid and dangerous.

"Not bad, disguise." Hiccup said, still wondering where the male twins was to then after scold him.

"Yeah, Tuff hollowed out that tree so he couldn't be see." Ruffnut explained to him. "Problem is: he can't move."

"And I have bark-beetles in my pants… I'm starting to like that." Tuff said, his voice bouncing in the hollow walls of the bark.

"Of course you would." Ferno folded his arms.

"Hey fellas, little to the left, really scratch around down there. See what you can find."

"Tuffnut! Mental images!" Ferno yelled at a tree.

"That's an image I could do without." Hiccup commented. "Wait a second. How did you guys end up here?"

"Alvin grabbed the Skrill out of the water. We decided to follow him." Ruffnut answered.

"Weird, right?" Tuff said.

"Yep." Ferno agreed with him.

"No, actually. It was good that you did." Hiccup said.

"We knew that… That's why we did it." Tuffnut spoke quite unsurely.

"You don't sound convincing." Ferno said, sitting down on the floor.

"Ok. Let's figure out what Alvin plans on doing with that dragon." Hiccup resumed with his spy glass again.

-000-

"There it is."

"Yeah."

"Man, this is not good."

"No."

"We are in serious trouble."

"With a capital T… no, S. Wait, what do you capitalise serious or trouble? Both?"

The three Vikings gave the disguised fourth an annoyed sound from their throat as a warning that he was getting on their nerves and if he didn't shut up there, they would call a lumberjack.

"I'll shut up now." Tuffnut quickly amended himself.

"Hang on, Mildew." Hiccup said, looking into the spyglass and spotting the dingy old man standing beside Alvin, Savage and a teenage boy that had a frightening close resemblance to Ferno. "Bro, do you have a twin?"

"Give me that." Ferno outstretched his hand to the spyglass, even though he knew who Hiccup was referring to. "That would be my dear sweet-tempered loving cousin."

"What, really?"

"No, I'm kidding. He's a pain in the backside." Ferno handed him back the spyglass.

"That's weird. Those are Berserker soldiers… Dagur!"

"What?!"

"Dagur and Alvin… together with the Skrill! Really not good."

For the Fire-bearer this wasn't new news and he already knew that his father was going to break his agreement with Dagur, or perhaps Dagur would break it first, in which case Ferno would have to go on a suicidal mission and murder Dagur and somehow go up against a whole Beserkian army, with the tiny chance that the vengeful Outcasts would join him in the battle.

Somehow, the pressure, only now, began to sink into his skull.

-000-

"We have to sneak into town and find out what Dagur and Alvin are up to. Me and Ferno can't go, they'd recognise us." Hiccup told his three companions. "Ruff?"

"Outcast food gives me gas." Ruffnut quickly defected the proposal.

"Yet, another image I could do without." Hiccup did his best to block out the horrendous images penetrating his mind.

"How would you know what Outcast food even tastes like?" Ferno grew curious.

"We raided your house and kitchen, Ferno." Ruffnut admitted.

Hiccup intercepted before Ferno would fly into a frenzy. "Ok, Tuff looks like you're up. You need to get down there and get as much info as you can without being seen."

"Way ahead of you! I'll move like the wind, they won't even see me coming!"

Just then, Tuffnut went plummeting down the cliff they were hiding on.

Ferno rubbed his forehead. "Maybe we should have just asked my missus, instead of sending him there."

Hiccup glared at his brother. "And you didn't say anything earlier, why?!"

Ferno shrugged. "I like seeing Tuffnut in danger." He fist-bumped Ruffnut, who agreed in his tastes of entertainment.

-000-

"Halt! What are you doing there? And who are you?"

The Healing-hand pressed her ear to her door. This would be a good moment to ditch the house and find out what Dagur the Deranged wanted from the Outcast Tribe.

She picked the lock with one of her throwing knives, suppressing a snigger from the ridiculous conversation her guard and a random person, who definitely was not a soldier, were having.

The heavy metal door creaked open, she gripped a metal pole and swung it at full speed on the soldier's head, knocking him unconscious.

"Whoa… who are you?" A blonde teenage Viking boy stood there, in daze, as if he's been hit by a pole.

"Doesn't matter. What are you doing here? You're definitely not an Outcast and you don't look like a Berserker."

"I'm Buffnut… the Berkian… uh, I mean the Berserker! Filthy Berkians, always getting tongue tied with my tongue." Tuffnut continued to babble on, while the healer stood there, with crossed arms and a bored expression of the face.

"I know you're from Berk. I'm Adeliza… uh, I'm Ferno's wife." She outstretched her hand, when he had finally finished with his babble.

"Oh, good. I don't have to go on that mission by myself. The real name's Tuffnut." Tuffnut shook her hand and released a suppressed breath.

"What mission?"

"Find out what Dagur and Alvin are up to."

"I'll go into that throne room with you, but we'll have to split up, after that. If one of us is discovered, the other will still be able to find out what's going on."

"Then let's go. What are we waiting for?"

-000-

"Ok, I'll go in first, count to 10 then you come in. Ok?"

"Uh… I can't… count to 10." Tuffnut fiddled with his fingers.

The healer looked to the sky, muttering something. "Ok, just stand there and come in whenever you feel up to it."

"Ok."

She pushed the door open a little and must have walked into an extremely awkward situation, because everyone looked at her. "Um, hi?"

"Adeliza, not a moment too late." Alvin stood up and gestured for her to come closer. "I believe you two have already met? From your previous visit Dagur?" Alvin forced her to sit down in his seat, and gesturing for Savage to come closer to him.

"Um, hi?" Adeliza was a really bad conversation starter.

"Hi." Dagur said, wiggling his eyebrows in a flirtatious manner, to her disgust. Adeliza, picking up the flirt, sent a deadly glare her father's direction, already knowing he had something to do with it.

"Did you tell her?" Alvin demanded off the second-in-command in a hushed tone.

"Not yet." Savage was serious scared, of whatever plan that the Outcast Chief had proposed/ordered.

From the corner of her eye, she saw Tuffnut sneak into the Throne Room, unnoticed. Thank Thor.

"So, how is your dear husband, Adeliza?"

"How would I know?"

"Oh that's right, I've forgotten, he's never with you—"

"I don't need anyone hovering over me, like I'm helpless."

"Well you know—WHO IS SMAKING THEIR FOOD?! I hate smacking." All attention turned to Tuffnut, who was helping himself to the

"Adeliza, your father has something to discuss with you." Alvin quickly shooed off, her father's way, using the redirection of attention to his advantage.

"What did you do?" Adeliza crossed her arms, looking up at the form of her father and faintly hearing Tuffnut struggling out of Dagur's grip.

"Adeliza, listen to me." Savage gripped her shoulders. "Alvin and his son may have hatched a plan for him to take Alvin's place if Dagur is to attack. But what if it should fail? That's where you will come in."

"Oh no, please don't say it." She dug her nails in her skull.

"Adeliza, listen to me, this is how politics works. You have become an important political figure. This is for the good of the tribe."

"First you sell me off to Alvin's son, next you're going to sell off to the Berserker Chief. Ever think about what I want? I am your daughter, not your slave."

"This is important. This doesn't have anything with my personal gain, this has to do with our Tribe." She didn't seem one bit convinced. Instead crossed her arms and looked away from him and looked as indignant. "And your children."

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"Don't you think, that if you don't do this, Dagur will not hesitate to kill them? And what if he takes Fenris or Ferno hostage… I know that you still have feelings for the former and you're not as indifferent to the latter as you seem and say you are." She gave him her signature cold, hard glare. "If your Dagur's right hand, you'll be able soften their punishment. You are after all, a very persuasive person." He tucked a strand of her dark strawberry blonde hair behind her ear.

"I'll betray Ferno and Fenris." She buried her face in her hands.

"Well, Fenris you've already betrayed. Ferno… doesn't need to know."

"He's not as stupid as he lets on. I didn't betray Fenris, because my marriage was not a choice, and he knows that. And finally, I may have your sickening genes, but I don't do this sort of thing so… freely."

"Need I remind you that I hold something dear to you: your siblings? At least one of them, I have to use of… You have my genes, so you will do, what it takes to survive."

And just like that, he left her. He left her, victorious in their battle, not allowing it to be fought on, and leaving his daughter alone to make the biggest choice of her life…

-000-

"We need to get out of here, now." Adeliza whispered to Tuffnut, when he was taking a break from his performance of poetry and comedy.

"Uh, how?"

"Follow me." She gripped his arm and led him out of the nearest door. "You need to go back to the rest of your party and tell them what you've learnt."

"Where are you going?"

"I need to do something. Did Ferno come with you?"

"Yeah."

"Don't tell him that you met me. Please, this is important."

"Ok."

-000-

"Fenris please!"

"Adeliza… I never was able to refuse you anything, but—"

"And promise me to keep yourself safe. Or this will be for nothing."

"I promise. But Liz… I don't agree with this plan." He cupped her cheek. "I just want you to make sure you know what you're signing up for. Dagur is not Ferno. He isn't descent or honest. He'll lie and he'll… want to show you… of to his friends… and he'll keep you as a trophy…" She could have sworn that a drop strained from his eye.

"You're crying." She squeezed the hand on her cheek.

"You see how much you hurt." He made sure to quickly wipe it away. But the damage was already done, she saw him crying, for once in her life.

"You know, I thought I'd die before seeing you cry. It's good to know, I accomplished something in my life." She helped him reinstate his arrogant smirk, because there was no way she was going to do this, without seeing that irritating smile, for the last time…

"To make this work… as much as I hate this plan… you need for Dagur and Alvin to destroy their alliance. Meaning, we have to free the Skrill."

"How do you know this?"

"Alvin and Savage put me through the whole plan. They knew you'd come to me."

"You knew all along."

"They told me like half an hour before you came into the Throne Room. I couldn't warn you."

The true sapphire eyes look truly furious.

"There's no point in us fighting now." He stopped her, before she could yell. "We need to go."

"_We _don't_. _You need to get out of here with my children, I'll release the Skrill myself."

She was angry with him, definitely not the impression he wanted to leave on her, for what could be the last time they would ever see each other.

-000-

"The plan is to smash those dirty Berkians to pieces, with both fleets! It's gonna be awesome." Tuffnut explained to his friends.

"Uh, you do realise, we're the Berkians?" Hiccup asked, being a bit afraid that Tuffnut looked too pleased at the plan.

"Oh. Right… Still going to be awesome."

"Two fleets and a Skrill are gonna be pretty tough to beat." Hiccup stood up, scratching his chin.

"No. Alvin has made it pretty clear: Dagur doesn't get the Skrill, until after they destroy Berk... I think they have trust issues."

"Naw, you don't say." Ferno retorted, deadpanned.

"Wait. What did you just say?" Hiccup asked.

"I said they have trust issues." Tuffnut repeated.

"It's kind of obvious."" Ferno added.

"No, you said, Dagur doesn't get the Skrill until after the attack. Think about it, no Skrill no alliance, no alliance no invasion. Tuff, I need you to get back in town and distract the arena guards. Toothless and I are going to free that Skrill. Ferno, I'm sure you have somewhere to be."

The Fire-bearer smiled. "Thanks buddy. I won't get captured this time. I have Shriek with me."

"Uh, hang on a second. I'm pretty sure Dagur threatened to cut my legs off."

"So?" Ruffnut asked as if it was nothing.

"Just, wanting to get that out there." No one's facial expression changed. "Fine, I'm going. And my legs are on your head." He pointed told his sister. "I mean… not… you know what I'm saying. You'll be thinking about these legs if I lose em'."

"Yep… we'll be imagining how much blood you lost." Ferno put his hands behind his head, fist-bumping the female twin.

-000-

"What the—" She stopped in her tracks, seeing the guards that were the protectors of their tribe, as her elders once put it, lay unconscious on the floor, disarmed and drooling.

"Whoa! Did you do that?" A voice from above her exclaimed.

She looked up, to find an auburn-haired boy with vivid green eyes ready to jump off the arena's view platform. "Who are you?" She crooked an eyebrow.

"Uh, you tell me your name +-and I'll tell you mine."

"Adeliza."

"Hiccup."

"Wait a second. Aren't you Ferno's brother?"

He smiled. "Aren't you Ferno's wife?"

"So are we siblings-in-law or something?"

"I… guess?"

"Always wanted to meet you."

"I've heard a lot about you."

They both burst into laughter.

-000-

"Oh good, I thought it was too late." Tuffnut looked through the caged ceiling down at the two and jumped down. "Nice job with those guards by the way." He then noticed the blonde healer standing beside the Dragon Tamer. "We meet again."

"So we do."

"What are talking about?"

"We've met." Adeliza said.

"Where's the Skrill?"

Tuffnut looked into the cage. "Uh oh."

Adeliza face-palmed while Hiccup just looked annoyed. "Uh yeah, uh oh."

"Well, if you don't have the Skrill and I don't have the Skrill. Then who has the Skrill?"

"That would be an excellent question—"The blonde said before being interrupted with some kind of scuffle.

"THE SKRILL IS GONE! SOUND THE ALARM!" The voice of an Outcast who had re-awakened from his previous unconsciousness, startled the teens.

Hiccup jumped onto Toothless. "Tuff you go find Ruff and Ferno. I'm gonna try and find that Skrill before Dagur does. Adeliza, you coming with me?"

"Actually, I need to do something, kinda important. Nice to meet both of you." And she vanished into the darkness of the Outcast corridors which were all too familiar to her.

-000-

"Adeliza!" Ferno smashed through the door of his Outcast house, to find the eerie silence of the place. "Adeliza!"

Upstairs the bed was made and the double-sized cradle looked untouched.

"This is… weird?"

-000-

Ferno arrived at the scene of the battle not a moment too late.

The silhouette of his father jumped into the murky depths of the Outcast waters. He didn't stand a chance…

Two seconds after that, the lightning dragon fired its element into the waters and the carcasses of all the fish, or any living thing, within a 10 meter radius and a fairly low depth judging by the amount of carcasses, was shot full of electricity. His father too.

"FATHER!"

Dagur took notice of the Outcast Heir on his dragon, and sniggered.

Savage and others boarded the ship, with swords in their clutches and vengeful looks for their fallen Chief. "Savage! I have a once in a lifetime offer for you and you're men: you can join me or… you can join Alvin and his bastard. You're choice."

The soldiers looked at the collection of fish carcasses which summed up their faith in the Treacherous Legacy.

The ship sail caught fire. "Dagur! You murdered my father! Now I'll murder you!" Alvin's sword slashed out of its stealth and the wielder leaped on the deck. The anger building inside him.

"Aw, proving to be a daddy's boy again, are we?" Dagur laughed, tugging the reigns of the Skrill so that it would blast the Heir into the ocean so then to end him the same way his father was disposed of.

Ferno instead, cart-wheeled onto the deck, as opposed to the water. His dragon, in the meantime was shooting any and all flames at the Skrill.

"Looks like you're dragon isn't all that almighty." Ferno smirked, gripping his sword tighter. "How long have I waited for this battle, eh Dagur?"

"Not as long as I have, bastard." Dagur handed the reins of the dragon back to his soldiers and took his battle axe out.

They leaped. The metals clashed. The insults were yelled. The fury was unleashed.

"Outcasts!" Dagur yelled when he and Ferno had temporarily wandered away from their battle, via Ferno losing his balance. "Do you really want this worthless bastard as your Chief?!"

"Or you could choose the lunatic that just murdered your Chief and will use you lot as slaves!" Ferno stood tall and strong, with an Outcast sword clenched in his fist and Outcast blood on his face.

Savage and his men were still clueless.

He didn't see the concealed knife in Dagur's presence. He was too distracted by Dagur's axe. It came so fast… yet so slowly… and missed its target of his stomach… instead plunging, like a wasp sting, into his right quadriceps.

He screamed, and his blood spluttered. He screamed, and the pain didn't waver. He screamed, and he lost the duel. He screamed, and he showed weakness in the eyes of his people. He screamed, and he failed.

"FERNO!" Hiccup arrived at the battle scene, to the sight of his brother collapsing on the ground, clutching his leg, with blood rushing through the indents of his fingers.

The Night Fury swooped down, too fast for anyone to grab a weapon and fire at them, clutched the Fire-bearer in its paws and flew off, with the Boneknapper on its tail.

-000-

"WHAT WERE YOU THINKING?!" Hiccup yelled to down below.

A weak and pained moan escaped the warrior. "I failed." He said, in perhaps the weakest voice he ever heard him speak in.

Hiccup sighed. Why did his brother always have to get involved in the struggle of others? Why did he always have to be the one to get hurt? Why couldn't he think some things through?

Toothless gently placed the Fire-bearer onto the back of his dragon.

"Shriek, buddy." Hiccup stroked the dragon's skull. "You have to fly to Berk by yourself and get Ferno to Gothi. Do you understand?"

The bone encrusted dragon roared to show his understand and flapped his wings more viciously to the direction of Berk.

-000-

"Argh." Ferno sat up on his elbows, rubbing his eyes. Pain rushed through his leg and he gripped the right leg "Argh!"

"Oh good, you're awake." Astrid lifted her head from the side of his bed, wiping the sleep off her eyes.

"How long was I asleep?"

"2 days."

"Don't tell me you've been here 2 days straight." Ferno yawned.

"No. Me and Hiccup took turns every 3 hours." Astrid smoothed her hair back. "What were you thinking? Dagur could have killed you."

"Yeah, yeah, yeah." Ferno properly sat up to inspect the damage, rolling up the trousers' leg. Just above his knee was a tightly wrapped clean bandage. Wrapped tight enough to stop the circulation, he thought.

The door smashed open. "Astrid, you're shifts over!—"Hiccup stood in the doorway. "Ferno!" Before Ferno even have a moment to stabilise his balance, his brother ambushed him in an embrace.

"Hiccup… can't breathe… you should know… how that feels…"

"Sorry."

"What's with my leg?" Ferno asked, after his lungs learnt how to breathe again. Wow, Hiccup was actually much stronger than he looked.

"You have an ulcer." Astrid told him.

"What?"

"It got infected. You don't want to know what it looks like." Hiccup said.

"I have a good guess." Ferno swung his good leg over the side and gently aided his bad one to the ground. "Argh!" He gritted his teeth. "Why does this always happen to me?"

"That is what we are all wondering." Astrid put his arm around her shoulders and supported him. The two best friends made their way to the door.

"So what happened, while I was out?"

"Hiccup fought off Dagur. The Skrill is once again refrozen. And… there's something you should see in your house."

"You're scaring me, Astrid. What happened?"

Neither said anything.

-000-

They arrived at the Fire-bearer's house…

"What the—"

"It's the Chief!" An Outcast man yelled, seeing Ferno walk in with his two closest companions.

Cheers roared from the dozen Outcasts that were in that Main House.

"Chief?" Ferno couldn't be more confused.

"Some Outcasts escaped the Island and came here. They recognised you as their Chief." Astrid explained.

"But… I failed… and I have the ulcer to prove it."

"Some people would have seen it as failure, others would have seen it as bravery." Hiccup told him. "These Outcasts see you as their rightful Chief."

"I guess there's also the idea of being controlled by Dagur that is so horrific." Ferno said, taking a seat in a stool.

The Outcast soldiers laughed.

"Chief." One of them walked up to him. "This belong to your father and all the Outcast Chief before him." He took out a Chieftain belt with the Outcast symbol engraved on the silver buckle. "It's yours now, by inheritance."

Ferno took the belt in his hands, and a tear rolled down his face. He wasn't crying for his father, no. He cried for the strength and faith these men put in him. Him, a worthless, irresponsible, immature, teenager.

The Fire-bearer stood up on the chair. "Outcasts! I shall not fail you! I will fight until my last breath to not fail you!" He punched the air, ignoring the stain in his leg.

The Outcasts cheered for their new Chief.

A new Chief. A new beginning. And a new future…

-000-

"What's wrong?" Hiccup walked to his brother in the Mead Hall, who was sulking and drinking a bit too much ale that he should.

"Nothing."

"I can see it on your face."

"Dagur still has my wife and children." Ferno swung another jug into his throat.

Hiccup touched his half-brother's shoulder. "We'll get them back… I promise."

-000-
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	54. A Flight Stuff

"Oh great. Gustav is at it again." Hiccup groaned noticing random flames emitting from the arena.

"Oh, give the kid a break. He just wants to be a dragon rider." Ferno said, massaging his putrid leg, from his dragon's saddle. Astrid had put, the sight was indeed horrendous: yellow puss, red and blue veins deepening in colour behind a thin layer of skin, and clots of thick red blood dotted around the crimson blob. And let's not even get started on the smell.

"I would if he didn't set the place on fire." Hiccup nudged his dragon's side and flew off.

"Urgh." Ferno groaned. "Why can't he ever stay put?" He asked the other riders not too far away from him. "Let's go!"

True to Hiccup's word, Gustav did manage to set something on fire in the arena. A crate, that wouldn't serve anyone any purpose in the future, perished, before Hiccup poured water on it.

"Gustav!" Hiccup jumped off his dragon. "How many times have we told you? You can't play in here!"

"I'm not playing! I'm dragon training?" The young boy defended himself.

"With a sheep?" Ferno deadpanned.

"Poor kid." Snotlout said. "Ever since I let him into my inner circle, he wants to be just like his hero: me."

"Must be a horrible existence." Ferno sniggered.

"Gross and annoying?" Astrid asked the poor kid.

"No! A dragon rider!" Gustav corrected them.

"Look around, kid! All the dragon riding positions are taken, so unless one of us kicks the bucket, you're out of luck." Snotlout grinned confidently.

-000-

"I'm gonna kick the bucket!" The Jorgenson panicked.

"Oh not again." Ferno's banged his head on the staff that he now used to walk around with.

"Uh, Snotlout do you mind, we're having a Dagur meeting?" Hiccup reprimanded his cousin.

"Dagur's here?!" Tuffnut panicked.

"In the last week, I've seen three of the five signs of Valhalla!" He exclaimed.

"WE KNOW!" The six other riders yelled in unison, all equally annoyed by his babbling.

"You know? And you're just standing there, talking about stupid Dagur?!" Snotlout waved his arms around. "One of your bravest and most treasured warriors… IS ABOUT TO LEAVE THIS WORLD! FOREVER!"

"Yeah, why do you think we're not doing anything about it?" Ferno grinned.

"Look on the bright side." Tuffnut said. "At least you'll be in eternal paradise."

"So will we." Astrid said, already daydreaming about a world without Snotlout.

"Joke all you want about me—"

"Oh, you think we were joking? We were serious." Ferno interrupted.

Snotlout glared at him and continued. "But what about Hookfang? Going on, without me, for the rest of his life." Snotlout stalked off sobbing and moping.

"He can't imagine what sort of pain that is." Ferno said, sarcastically, watching the Nightmare fast asleep, showing its behind to Snotlout.

"Are you done?" Hiccup asked him, already tired of his whimpers.

"No, not even close." Snot turned around to face them, and Hiccup visibly paled and slumped his shoulders, at his answer. "Though devastated and still in mourning—"

"You're not dead yet." Ferno once again, interrupted.

"Stop interrupting me!" Snotlout barked. He then pulled out the little irritating boy from behind a wall. "Gustav has volunteered to carry on the Snotlout legacy!"

"Wait, he was standing there the whole time?" Ferno crooked an eyebrow.

"Please don't tell me he's gonna fly around saying 'oi, oi, oi'?" Astrid was truly horrified at the thought.

"That's a good idea. Gustav, make a note." Snotlout patted the mini version of himself, on the head.

"Snotlout, the five sign posts of Valhalla is nothing but an old wives tale." Hiccup reminded.

"Oh yeah? Then why have I seen the flying fish, the weeping rock and the signing trees." Snotlout held up four fingers, quickly corrected by Gustav.

"Well, at least Snotlout's replacement will now know how to count to 4." Ferno shrugged and made an attempt to turn back to the destroy Dagur plan board.

"You probably saw a salmon spawning, wet rocks on the beach and a gust of wind." Fishlegs predicted.

"Besides, the five sign posts of Valhalla are only supposed to happen to great warriors." Astrid made a point.

"Obviously, what's your point?"

"Even if it were true, which it isn't, you can't just pick someone to replace you." Hiccup said, rolling his eyes.

"Well you guys, threw out my original plan!"

"To bury Hookfang alive beside you?!" Astrid reminded everyone.

"He would gladly sacrifice himself for his beloved master. Trust me."

"Beloved? Master? Snotlout? How do those three go together in the same sentence?" Ferno looked beyond confused, watching Snotlout get chucked to the other side of the arena, by the said dragon, near to Hiccup.

"Let's just say for arguments sake, you've seen three of the five sign posts, it doesn't mean anything, there's still two left." Hiccup reasoned.

Just then a dead chicken fell from the sky and landed in front of Snotlout… which would naturally freak the Jorgenson out.

"You and your big mouth, Hiccup, now when is he going to shut up?" Ferno muttered.

"Oh! Oh no! The Fourth Sign Post! The Bird of Death!"

"It's not the Bird of Death, it's just a dead chicken. It's not the same thing! Right, guys?" Hiccup looked to the others.

"Sure it is."

"Definitely"

"Bird of Death." The Twins unanimously agreed.

"Hiccup, I think you're missing the logic. It's a bird and it's dead." Ferno commented, rather unhelpfully.

Snotlout thumped his mini version on the helmet. "Run the clock, little man. We're starting you're training immediately."

"Urgh, fine. The rest of us, are going to keep an eye on Outcast Island, while we're gone try not to take anyone else with you to eternal paradise… Ferno you're staying put." And they flew off.

"Wait, what?" Ferno looked at his dragon, already drugged with Dragon Nip. Of course his brother wouldn't trust him to go to Outcast Island. "Hiccup." Ferno growled darkly, with a real storm brewing in his eyes. "I'll leave you two mutton-brains to your own business." He got up, grabbed his staff and began the long and agonising walk back to the village.

-000-

Spending half a day training and about an hour then yelling at Hiccup and the other's for abandoning him, Ferno made his way, with Hiccup, Astrid and Fishlegs, to the arena to watch the torture of Snotlout Jorgenson.

"Eyes front recruit! Now pay attention to everything I say!"

"Sir, yes sir!"

"This should go well." Fishlegs said.

"Hiccup, that's how you should lead the classes. Look how Gustav is actually paying attention to… a pathetic excuse of a teacher." Ferno said.

The twins rushed in. "We're not too late are we?"

"Nope. Just about to get interesting." Astrid assured Tuffnut.

"Oh good. I hate missing violence." Tuffnut wiping his forehead off running so passionately to see Snotlout in pain.

"Especially when it involves Snotlout." Ferno grinned.

They spent the rest of the evening watching Snotlout get wacked, shot at and bitten by Hookfang and Gustav continuously fail in the basic dragon riding fundamentals.

-000-

"I know it's going to be hard for you all when I'm gone." Snotlout told his friends, who right now couldn't care less about what he was babbling on about. "Especially you Astrid." She rolled her eyes, actually hoping that he would die. "But I don't want any tears. I want you to remember me with joy in your hearts. So now, with the power vested with me, I pass the Snotlout Holdings to Gustav. For he will watch over you, with lightning… and a giant hammer."

Gustav quickly rushed over to apparently, his new dragon.

"Ok, this has gone on for long enough!" Hiccup stopped reading whatever he was reading in the Book of Dragons and snapped at Snotlout. "First of all, you are not dying!"

"Unfortunately." Ferno added.

"Shh." Snotlout stopped Hiccup from speaking. "Hiccup, it's ok. Denial is part of the grieving."

"Secondly, no one vested you with any power!"

"No one." Tuffnut emphasised.

"And even if they did—"

"Which they didn't."

"Gustav is in no way ready to take your place."

"That's correct Hiccup. There's way more to being a dragon rider than feeding it and getting on its back." Fishlegs backed up the co-head of the Academy.

"Neither of which, he can do very well, anyway." Astrid reminded.

"No one, is perfect… except for me."

Ferno looked at him like he'd grown a second head. "You? You're the one with the most flaws!"

"Fishlegs is afraid of heights. The Twins can't count past nine. Astrid has obvious anger issues. Ferno is an immature goof that laughs at his own jokes." Snotlout turned to his cousin the last. "…Well, enough said."

Hiccup scoffed at that.

Snotlout walked up to Astrid and put a hand on her cheek. "Oh, Astrid, what might have been…"

"2 salmons she breaks his arm." Tuffnut punched Ferno's shoulder.

"3 that she punches him in the face."

"Break his arm!" Tuffnut yelled.

"No, punch him in the face, I have fish here on the line!" Ferno cut over Tuffnut.

Astrid gripped his hand and twisted it hard enough to crack.

"Aw, neither." Ferno and Tuffnut moaned in unison.

"…I won't feel pain in Valhalla." Snotlout grunted, at the peak of agony.

"Snotlout, for the last time, you are not going to Valhalla!" Hiccup walked up Snotlout, yelling.

Suddenly sheep came flooding into the Arena. "Runaway! Sheep!" Tuffnut yelled.

"What's so scary about sheep?" Ferno looked at the male twin.

"The Shepherd's Curse!" Fishlegs gasped.

"That's… the fifth signpost?" Astrid looked at Hiccup.

"Oh, this cannot be happening?" Hiccup face-palmed.

"Ah!" Snotlout screamed being chocked in the midst of a herd of sheep. "Avenge me! Have lamb for dinner!"

Beat silence.

"Well, you heard the man. When's dinner anyway?" Ferno took a fork and a knife out of thin air and looked at the sheep.

-000-

"This is Valhalla? What a rip-off!" Snotlout looked around the same old Dragon Arena.

"Nope, still Berk." Hiccup walked up to him. "You fainted."

"More proof that my warrior's body is failing me."

"Aren't you supposed to enter Valhalla after being killed in battle, or something?" Ferno asked.

"I was in a battle with a herd of sheep."

Ferno sniggered. "I can imagine how much fun the other guys up there are gonna make of you when they hear how you died, 'I died suffocating in a crowd of stupid, woolly, fuzzy animals'."

"If I didn't die by sheep, then I'll die soon, some other way. Guys, I don't have much time." Snotlout looked at the two Haddock Brothers. "You have to let Gustav take my place."

"Gustav is not taking your place. He's not ready."

"Well, train me anyway. Isn't that what you do here? I thought this was a Dragon Training Academy."

"Nope, we pretty much goof of around here. Can we get back to the Dagur Meeting, now? I left something behind on Outcast Island."

"When the Snotlout's Death Crisis is over, then I can formulate a plan, buddy." Hiccup huffed at his younger brother, then turned back to Gustav. "Gustav, this academy was born out of timing and necessity—"

"I thought Stoic gave it to us and said it was 'just some dragon training academy'." Tuffnut called out from the other end of the Academy.

"That's not helping." Hiccup deadpanned, then resumed with this inspirational speech.. "Gustav, we learned being dragon riders the only way we knew how, by doing. It was dangerous, foolhardy—"

Ruffnut and Ferno cut in and really got into Gustav's face. "And awesome!"

Hiccup grabbed their shoulders and shoved them off, somewhere, where there was metal and the sounds of crashing. "Still not helping."

Astrid kneeled in front of Gustav. "What Hiccup is trying to say, Gustav, is that you need experience."

"The rider needs experience. The dragons needs experience. And the dragon and rider together need experience." Fishlegs explained further.

"He couldn't just say 'you need experience' could he. Maybe the headache in my from his speech would be gone if stopped talking earlier." Ferno said to Ruffnut.

"Experience, huh?" Gustav looked thoughtful and left the Academy.

"Sorry, Hookfang. I guess this means we're back to plan one. Ruff, Tuff, start digging."

"I actually feel sorry for Hookfang. He'll have to spend eternity with Snotlout in the same grave." Ferno gave the Nightmare a pitiful look.
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"Okay, we're gonna need a diversion to get a closer look at whatever Dagur's building." Hiccup said to Astrid, Ferno and Fishlegs, who were standing around the planning board, while The Twins were digging Snotlout's grave and Snotlout was walking around aimlessly.

"A Flaming funeral pyre on my flaming funeral pyre ship should do the trick." Snotlout spoke randomly.

"Whoa, hold on, hold on. I though we were burying the two of you alive." Tuffnut gave an irritated sigh. "Fine, I'll start gathering wood."

"Yeah, and I'll start gathering pyres." Ruffnut huffed.

Suddenly an adolescent Monstrous Nightmare flew into the Academy, with Gustav sitting on his neck… until he fell off and landed face down on the ground.

"I uh, I meant to do that."

"Sure you did. That's what they all say."

"Uh, is it just me, or did a tiny little Snotlout and Hookfang just fly in?" Tuffnut said, watching the adolescent Nightmare circle the grave he and his twin dug, then get shoved inside it, with a push from the Nightmare.

"Gustav, what are you doing here?" Hiccup asked.

"Well, you said you didn't have time to train me, so I found my own dragon and trained myself."

"Gustav, I'm not sure we have the same definition of 'trained'."

"Look how he defies authority. Hmm. I taught him well. Now I can go in peace." Snotlout said.

"Quit getting my hopes up."

"I don't think disobedience can be taught." Ferno added, momentarily feeling the engrossing lashed on his back and the strip of naked flesh on his eye, once more.

"Fellow dragon riders, I'd like you all to meet my dragon, Fanghook."

"I guess you didn't teach him imagination, eh Snotlout?" Ferno looked at the Jorgenson.

"Fanghook? Are you serious? Don't you have any respect for authority."

"I thought to taught him to defy it?" Ferno laughed.

"Gustav, we told you, there's more to being a dragon rider than just riding a dragon. You have to form a bond, a friendship." Hiccup walked up to Gustav.

"We have it, test us." Gustav assured him.

"Test him! Test him! Test him! Test him! Test him! Test him!" The Twins punched the air from the grave, with their faces not being seen.

"You know, it might not be the worst idea." Fishlegs said, walking up behind the Haddock Brothers.

"No, I'm pretty sure it is the worst idea." Hiccup defied him.

"Think about it. Look at Snotlout. Maybe he needs to see how easily he can be replaced."

"Enough said. I'm in." Astrid jumped at the idea.

"Not me guys. I actually have something important to do, and as much as I want to see Snotlout humiliated, I need to do this." Ferno threw his bad leg over his dragon's neck and kicked the side, to take off.

"Ferno!" Hiccup yelled, already too late. His brother was in the air.

"Hiccup. Don't try to stop him. His wife and kids are in danger." Astrid put a hand on Hiccup's shoulder.

"I know, it's just that he's injured and I'm betting on my prosthetic leg that he doesn't have a plan."

"Well, runs in the family, doesn't it." Astrid couldn't resist the comment.

Hiccup glared at her.

"What?"
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The Boneknapper landed with a loud crack of rocks and stones. "Ok, buddy. It's just you and me, this time. No Hiccup. No pressure. No distractions." Ferno patted the dragons head. "I need to find Adeliza. Chances are the kids will be with her. We need a way to get into town unnoticed."

It was then, that Ferno noticed a single Berserker soldier on patrol.

"Come on, buddy. Take him out."

CLONK! The bludgeon tail wacked the metal helmet and the soldier fell to the floor, unconscious.

The Fire-bearer was quick to strip the soldier of his armour and put it on himself.

"What am I supposed to do about the leg, then?" Ferno looked at it, imagining what it must've looked like under this armour and the pain it'll be to walk normally. "Guess I'll just have to suck it up then."

"Buddy, stay right here. If a Berserker or two come along, knock them out. If it's more than you can take, get out of here. If you see me, get in trouble, do me a favour and help me out, right?" Ferno grabbed the cheekbones of the dragon and dragged them around like he was a big friendly harmless dog.

The dragon in turn, gave him a good old lick. "That. Is. Disgusting."
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The Heir House was silent and empty, like Ferno had found it before the Berserker Conquest. So the next best place to search would be the Prisons. Apart from a few rebellious soldiers, Ferno found nothing he was looking for. So he had to take the riskiest move and follow Dagur around as one of his bodyguards.

A fist flew up and all the soldiers behind Dagur halted. So Ferno also halted.

In front of Dagur stood Adeliza, dressed in the fashion of Berserker women, and wearing a fake smile, which Ferno had noticed. She was a good actress, for one thing, but never would she put on a lovey-dovey-love-sick-puppy-look on for anyone, even Fenris.

Fortunately, Dagur thought he must've been special, and walked up to her.

"How have you been?" He whispered to her, clutching his arms around her waist and lowering his head so his lips touched her neck. She looked like she was about to gag, when his face was occupied with her neck.

"Good, my lord." It was then, that her sapphire eyes caught the angry and betrayed ones of one particular young Berserker soldier, and instantly knew who they belonged to. "If I may ask, why you've come—"

"What? I can't come here on free will? I have to come here for a reason? You should know, that I'm your master and I do as I will—"

"Ssshhh." She put a finger on his lips to shut him up, her eye from time to time, finding their way back to Ferno's. "I only meant what don't you want more important things to do?—"

There was a scuffle, not far away from where they were, and Dagur, immediately, in the presence of the girl, puffed out his chest and put on a face of leadership. "What's going on?!"

"A single dragon rider has been sighted, heading west." One of the soldiers stopped running for his weapons to report to Dagur, while his companions ran in the western direction.

"Was it the Night Fury?"

"No sir. It was the girl."

"The girl? Oh, good." Dagur's green eyes, turned that of a lunatic and a maniac. One mistress seemed not enough for him, even if she was standing right there.

Ferno realised there were only two girls that could ride a dragon in their group, and if it was only a single rider, then it had to be Astrid. Adeliza learned of that realisation as well, and looked at Ferno with fear.

Dagur and his men ran. Ferno, who was at the back of the group, stayed behind.

"…I know this looks bad—"

"Looks? Bad? You're sleeping with my worst enemy?!" Ferno removed the Berserker helmet off his head.

Her weak composure was pushed aside and her face was bold and strong. "Did Fenris get to Berk?"

"No. What has that—"

"He'll explain, everything… Because I don't know, if I can."

"Please—"

"Hey!" One of the soldiers yelled out to Ferno, not realising who he was. "What are you doing? We're supposed to be going after the dragon rider!"

"On my way!" Ferno put the helmet back on, but not before sending her a sharp, betrayed, pained, broken look. "Where are my children? If they are mine at all?" He hissed, half way through putting the helmet on.

"They're definitely yours. Freya has your eyes. And Loki looks like your utter copy. If you want proof."

"Fenris looks like my utter copy as well."

"Loki is your son. Don't you dare think otherwise! I never slept with Fenris, I would have told you. I wouldn't have wanted that type of secret to die with me, when I gave birth to Loki and Freya. Besides, the odds of twins having different fathers is one in a million."

"Whatever. Where are they now?"

"Fenris is on a boat to Berk, to deliver you your children."

Ferno stalked off, leaving his wife behind. Never had he thought this would happen, and never would he thought he would begin to have this opinion of his wife, brewing inside his chest.
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Ferno jumped on his dragon and flew towards the sight of his friends retreating Outcast Island. Why did they come here in the first place?
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When Ferno finally did limp back to his house, morbid, devastated, depressed, he was grasped by the burnt shoulder with the beefy hand of his stepfather and pulled closer for the Chief to be looking down on him.

"We have to talk." He said and dragged him into the Fire-bearer's House.

Inside, the fire's light reflected off his cousin's face.

"What are you doing here?" Ferno glared at the other raven-haired boy.

"Why thank you, my welcome was most warm." He fixed his hazel eyes on his cousin.

"I'm not joking."

"I brought you your children."

The Fire-bearer remained silent.

"Do something about your hearing. I. Brought. You. Your. Children." Fenris talked to him, like he was dumb, letting the arrogant smirk dance on his face. "You know? Twins. Loki and Freya?"

"Yeah, I know who are and the names of my children." Ferno deadpanned. "Adeliza said, you'll explain to me, her betrayal." The question was in Ferno's mind the whole journey back to Berk. That was when the smirk was wiped off Fenris' face.

"Sit down." Fenris knocked his head to the side, to the direction of the chair. "This will probably make you want to kill Dagur even more than you probably already do."

"What?! Happened?!"

"Before Dagur invaded, Alvin and Savage devised a plan, should you instantly fail to kill Dagur… let's just say they lacked confidence in you."

Ferno's soft eyes turned cold and hard glare, good enough to kill his cousin.

"What kind of plan?"

"The kind where if a man might fail, his wife would try to succeed. By… seducing Dagur."

"WHAT?!"

"Seducing. Sleeping with. Bringing his child into this world. How much more do I have to say?"

"WHY WASN'T I TOLD ANYTHING?! WHY DID NO ONE TAKE MY PERMISSION ON THIS?! I AM HER HUSBAND, NOT ALVIN OR SAVAGE!"

"Well, that's what happens when you're never on the island, isn't it. Savage outranks you, he's her father. Alvin is her Chief. Pretty, simple actually."

"WHAT EVEN IS THE POINT OF THIS!?"

"She'll have Dagur's ear, for one thing. And if she's the mother of the next Chief of the Berserkers, that'll be a bonus as well."

"HOW DOES THIS GIVE ALVIN OR SAVAGE ANY ADVANTAGE OVER DAGUR?!"

"It doesn't. It gives you a greater motive to rid of Dagur. Alvin wants anyone of his throne, but Dagur. Ideally, his son."

"SHE'S MY WIFE! SHE IS NOT A… A… A PROSTITUTE!"

"No. She was my girlfriend. She was your wife. Now she's Dagur's mistress. These are consequences of not giving women enough attention… oh and she also gave me a letter to deliver to you." He took out a piece of parchment from his shirt and gave it to the Fire-bearer.

Ferno ripped the seal off and read the letter, eagerly, with steam still puffing out of his ears and nostrils.

"_Dear Ferno,_

_If you have received this letter, then I must have already committed the most heinous crime possible in a marriage. _

_I know that excuses are not what would I want to hear, if I was in your position, but I want you to know: I found out my father sold me half an hour before the Outcasts lost the Skrill, and if I did not oblige, he threatened to murder my only sister, someone he has always thought of as a lowlife because she is, what he calls her 'a runt'. Please, Ferno, understand that as well as that, this is needed for the Tribe. My Tribe. Decide if it's your Tribe as well._

_I will understand if your feelings for me have changed because of my betrayal. But please, when you raise our children, Loki and Freya, please, let them know that I love them._

_I wish you every fortune in your life, Ferno. Please, raise our children well, for all I know, I may never see them._

_Ever yours,_

_Adeliza the Healing-hand."_

There were tear stains on the writing, some smudging the characters of the letters. Now, the tears that she shed on the letter, he had in his eyes. He collapsed on his knees crying his eyes out, despite two of the most irritating people in his life standing right there.

He must have cried for a long time, because when he looked up, his brother embraced him and gripped him tight, until no more tears could leak from his eyes.

"It's alright, buddy." Hiccup said, rubbing his brother's arm, gently.

"No, it's not."

"It'll get better, I promise."

"How would you know? The love of your life never cheated on you with your worst enemy!"

"No. But I at least, know what's it's like to have a broken heart."

The Haddock Brothers fell asleep on the floor, in each other's embrace.
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FINALLY! I want your opinion of this episode. I decided to spice up the relationship, between Ferno and Adeliza. Also guys, I want you to ponder on the proverb: 'nothing makes people bond more, than a mutual enemy'.

PLEASE REVIEW!


	55. Free Scauldy

"Ok, Dragon Island. Nothing unusual. Do you two, see anything?" Astrid asked the two boys that were flying on their respective dragons nearby. She looked at Snotlout first, for some reason. He was giving her this weird freakish grin, which could scare the wits out of young children. "Hey! The Island is down there." She pointed below.

"But you're eyes are up here." He widened his grin.

Astrid rolled the said eyes and looked up at the co-head, who was flying directly above her. "Ferno?"

HHHRRRAAAAHHHH!

"Stormfly up." The Shield-maiden flew higher, to be level with the Fire-bearer. Turned out, he was fast asleep and Shriek was on auto-pilot. "FERNO!" She yelled. No reaction.

"Oh wait, I've always wanted to do this." Snotlout appeared out of nowhere. He put a beefy hand on the raven coloured hair. "Ferno… Fern… you missed it… you missed how your kids grew up… Ferno wake up!"

"Ahhh!" He wobbled out of sleep, with some dried saliva on his chin. "AAAHHHH!" He screamed when he saw Astrid. "AAAAAAAHHHHHHH!" He jumped when he saw Snotlout.

"Isn't it we look like our aunt and uncle, dad?" Snotlout said. "Look Freya looks like the spitting image of Aunt Astrid and I'm lucky enough to take after Uncle Snotlout's gorgeous looks."

"Not funny, Snot."

"I'm not Snotlout, my name is Loki."

"Sod off, Loki… I mean, Snotlout."

"Well for once, Snotlout came up with a good prank." Astrid allowed a snigger. "Ferno, didn't you get enough sleep."

"You try sleeping in the same room as two kids who decide to get on their poor old dad's nerves and start screaming in the middle of the night, I dare you."

"Nah, if me or you show up at my house with two kids. One that has blonde hair and the other has blue eyes, my parents are gonna get… suspicious?"

"I'm sorry, Astrid. Did I mishear you? You said I came up with a good joke. Ha!" Snotlout began talking to his dragon. "Is that a sign that she's digging me or is that a sign that she's digging me

?"

"Yeah, digging his grave." Astrid said, with an annoyed tone, flying faster, forward.
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"Hiccup's late for another rendezvous, what a surprise." Astrid said, as they waited on the designated spot for half an hour past the designated time. "You don't see them do you?" She turned around and found Snotlout right in her face.

"All I see is that we're alone. Coincidence? Perhaps."

"Ahem. Sitting right here, is her future brother-in-law, so don't start flirting with another guy's girl." Ferno said, from his spot on the Boneknapper.

"Oh come on. Astrid is bound to realise my positive qualities—"

"If they even exist they surely have been trampled by your bad ones, because we never even saw the sight of them." Ferno chuckled.

"And Hiccup will be a fragment of her memories." Snotlout wiggled his eyebrows at the blonde girl, who resisted the urge to throw up.

"Are you for real?"

"Oh yeah. A little too real. Had to happen eventually, babe. Every day we fight Berserkers, Screaming Deaths, Outcasts—"

"Hey, I take that offensively!"

"—The danger was bound to bring us together, Astrid."

"You've been flying in the thin air again, haven't you?"

"Hm, I remember the last time he did that. He kept hallucinating for 2 days." Ferno smiled at the memory.

"Life: So fragile." Snotlout somehow managed to get a hold of Astrid's hand and was about to stoke and kiss it. Poor Astrid. "Like your—"

CRACK!

"And so is your arm."

Ferno was cracking up laughing, on his saddle, until he plopped right onto the floor, off his saddle, and continued laughing.

"Oh you find it funny. I bet your missus put you through tougher things, since Astrid isn't mine… yet?"

"Ergh." Astrid groaned.

"No, Snotlout. When she starts breaking your arm, that's the signal that she doesn't like you and you should start running now, before she broke something else. Take advice of a married man."

No one knew about Adeliza's betrayal on Berk. Stoic made a hushed, hushed profile of it. And the only people that did know was Ferno, Fenris, Stoic, Hiccup and Astrid. Not wanting to seem suspicious, Ferno continued to act like a goof when a joke or comment was made about his marriage, secretly wanting to tear the provocateur to shreds, on the inside.

"Nice going, 'future brother-in-law', you really had my back over there." Astrid mumbled, walking past Ferno, still disgusted by Snotlout.

"Any time, sis. Any time." Ferno grinned.
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The three, or Ferno and Astrid with Snotlout tagging along, decided that since Hiccup's group hadn't yet arrived, they must have gotten in trouble. So the best thing to do, was to follow their trail and hope to bump into them.

And they weren't too wrong. Hiccup and the others were planted on the ground, near a crushed Scauldron, with Changewings surrounding them in every direction.

"Yee-haa! One Snotlout surprise coming up!" Snotlout hooted as he went flying down, and his dragon spitting flames at the Changewings.

The Nightmare, Nadder and Boneknapper drove the Changewings off. The only problem was, Changewings were known to be territorial and social. Not a good combination. They were regrouping, no doubt.

"What have I told you guys about plying with wild Changewings?" Astrid scolded them, like a mother scolds a child after it broke something like a vase or scratched a knee or something of the sort.

"Uh, we were trying to keep them away from Scaldy." Hiccup informed her.

"Scaldy?

"Well, it was that or, 'Scalding-painful-death' the Dragon." Hiccup reasoned.

"You guys seriously lack imagination." Ferno noted.

"Says the guy that names his dragons 'Shriek' 'Vampire' or 'Saviour'." Tuffnut argued back.

"Guys!" Fishlegs snapped. "Those Changewings are gonna be back with friends, lots of them. So…"

"So let's move these boulders." Hiccup said. "Ruff, you need to keep Scaldy focused on you, not us." While they would be moving the boulders on the backs of their dragons.

"Ok! Wait! How do I do that?" She panicked.

"Do your stupid Hiccup impression." Tuffnut suggested. Now that was something to see.

"Oh yeah. Good idea." Ruffnut put on a very low, croaky voice. "Hello, nice dragon. You can be my friend. My leg fell off. All of the dragons are my friends."

Ferno just couldn't contain the laughter.

"I don't sound like that. And PS, my leg didn't fall off. Try something else!"

"Do your Ferno impression." Tuffnut suggested.

The laughter came to a cease and the look of horror appeared on Ferno's face. "What?"

Ruffnut imitated a voice resembling that of a boy that just past the initial stages of puberty. "Hello, dragon. I'm the Chief of a small band of Outcasts. You can be my dragon, and I'm gonna give you a very dramatic name."

The teens, Hiccup and Astrid in particular, laughed at Ferno's pout. "When I get down there, there will be very dramatic damages to Ruff's body." The Fire-bearer cracked his knuckles. "Do something else!?"

"Like what?"

"Try one of those songs Mom used to sign to you when you were little and were afraid of the dark." Tuffnut teased. Man, he was on fire today.

"You were afraid of the dark! Not me. I was afraid of you!"

"Just sing!"
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And so on, went the lullaby that went from childish, to hurtful, to touchy-mushy-oogie stuff.

Eventually, all the boulders were lifted form the wing, but the Scauldron still couldn't fly.

"Oh no!" Ruffnut said, once the wing failed to lift.

"I see it too. The wing is broken. Scaldy can't swim. Or fly." Hiccup said, on closer inspection of the wing.

"So… we did all this for nothing?" Ruffnut asked, being tossed into the air by her new friend.

"It looks like a simple break. We might be able to fix it."

"With what? A giant dragon splint?" Snotlout laughed.

"Exactly."

"I knew that. That's why I said it. Because it was my idea." Snotlout quickly claimed ownership of that idea.

"Any time now!" Ruffnut yelled, being crushed already by the giant Scauldron.

"Ok, we're gonna need wood. The biggest pieces you can find." Hiccup said.

"And we'll need something to secure the splints." Fishlegs added.

"Vines?" Ferno suggested.

"Good idea. Bring as many as you can find."

And so the riders were off, scavenging for long chunks of wood and vines. And soon to be followed by territorial, angry and protective Changewings.
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"Good job everyone." Hiccup said, after a pile of woods and vines was gathered by all the riders for the splint.

"Here you go." Tuffnut walked up to Hiccup, holding his shield.

"Sorry about the catapult thing."

"What? Tuffnut got hit by that thing? Welcome to the club, Tuff." Ferno rubbed his cheek, reminiscing the time when that catapult made it's mark.

"Uh, it's okay. Sort of a hair trier. I tightened it up for you so—" Just then the mini-catapult, smack dab, slapped Tuffnut on the face. "Just take it."

A guilt looking Hiccup took the piece of equipment for destruction. "Okay, someone needs to be on the lookout for Changewings while the rest of us work on the splint."

"Astrid and I will go. Alone." Snotlout flung an arm around the shield-maiden's shoulders.

"Knock yourself out." Hiccup said, absentmindedly, already fastening the straps to the splint.

Astrid gave the Jorgenson a cold, hard glare.

"What? Just saying what you were thinking." Snotlout defended himself.

"Ferno, help me." Astrid pleaded with the Fire-bearer.

"Sorry, I don't do trios." Ferno sniggered and walked away as fast as he could mumbling to himself about how classic that quote was and how he should remember it.

Astrid murmured something about 'immaturity' 'traitor' 'idiot' and 'fire', and back-flipped Snotlout when he said another cheesy, flirtatious comment.

"I'm coming. Ok, I'm coming." That got his priorities straight, even if temporary.
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"Hiccup, I don't think we have enough vines and rope." Fishlegs said, once they were done making the splint. Now they just needed to tie it.

"Well, this'll have to be enough." Hiccup said, stubbornly.

"I just know this'll end badly." Ferno mumbled whilst tightening a vine.
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"…Hurry up, guys, and fix that wing because I've run out of things to sing… Hello!" Ruffnut yelled out to the oblivious splint-makers.

"I think it's gonna work!" Fishlegs said, tightening the last vine.

"Coming in hot!" Snotlout yelled.

"As usual, for Snotlout and his dragon." Ferno muttered.

"Well this can't be good news." Hiccup stood up to greet the Jorgenson and Nightmare.

"I don't understand women." Snotlout wined.

"Believe me, coz, no one does." Ferno shouted out, while Hiccup glared at him.

"Changewings behind us. About five minutes out." Astrid came swooping in.

"How many?"

"Enough that they aren't camouflaging themselves."

"Uh, Fishlegs!" Hiccup turned to the book nerd.

"I got it!" Then… "Oh, it broke!" And… "It won't reach! We need more rope!"

Then now could hear the Changewings approaching, even with that dragon's stealth masterfulness. "Uh, guys? Am I the only one hearing this?" Ferno looked at his friends.

"Ruffnut, we have to go." Hiccup said to the female Twin.

"No!... Can't we all lift Scaldy?"

"Even if we could, it wouldn't do any good. The dragon can't swim." Ruffnut remained unmoved. "Ruffnut."

"No! I am not leaving him here!" She remained resolute.

"Look, sis." Tuffnut did the best brotherly thing he could think of.

The Changewings were coming alright. Now.

"Whatever we're gonna do, we have to do it now." Astrid reminded.

"Wait!" Ruffnut took out her dagger. "I have an idea!"

When the Changewings arrive, they found absolutely nothing, but the knife which Ruffnut used.
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"Sorry about sticking you with Snotlout today." Hiccup apologized to Astrid.

"It wasn't that bad."

"Who are you and what did you do with Astrid Hofferson." Ferno crooked an eyebrow at the shield maiden.

"Hm. Watch this." Astrid flew nearer to Snotlout. "Hey, sweetie pie! Honey punch? Snotty-kins!"

"Would you stop it already? You are grossing me out." Snotlout visibly chocked.

Ferno would never breathe normally again, thanks to how long he laughed. "Heads up, bro. That's what awaiting you in a couple of years." Hiccup scowled and flew to a different person, not wanting to be anywhere near his brother's teasing. "Aw, look what you did, sis, you chased your boyfriend away with that language."

Hiccup almost chocked on his own breath. "Sis?"

"Do you ever shut up?" Neither Astrid, nor Hiccup, ever looked redder, as they yelled that.

"Afraid not." Way to go Ferno, for making everything awkward for them.

"Ruff, you did good out there." Hiccup escaped the subject. He flew to the Twins, one of which now had short hair, sacrificing it for the Scauldron's splint.

"Yeah, you really did." Fishlegs came over. "I mean that was awesome!"

"You know what would've been more awesome?" Tuffnut asked, a devilish smirk on his lips.

"Yeah! If it would've eaten me?" Ruffnut shouted.

"I love it when you read my mind, sis." They banged heads, as was Twin fashion.

"You guys ready to head home?" Hiccup asked.

"Hang on, a minute!" Barf and Belch flew to the surface of the ocean, where the majestic Scauldron burst out of the waters and put its snout to Ruffnut's hand. "I'm gonna miss you, Scaldy. But, look, anytime you wanna visit, I'll just kick out Tuffnut and make room. No problem, okay? Bye."

The Scauldron disappeared into the depths of the ocean.

"Has anyone ever told you you look like a boy?" Tuffnut asked.

"Has anyone ever told you?"

"Good one."

-000-

"Cousin." Fenris didn't lift his head from the bowl of food he was slowly sipping through.

"Cous—we really need to stop doing that!"

"Tradition."

"Well, on this island, tradition tends to get screwed."

A cry rung out from up the stairs and the two cousins clasped their ears in agony. "They definitely got your voice." Fenris gritted his teeth.

"…And their mother's talent for getting under my skin." Ferno stomped his way up to the stairs.

"…She didn't want to do it." Fenris didn't intend for his cousin to hear that, but he did.

"Yeah, then why did she?" Ferno stopped half way up the stairs.

"Something you wouldn't understand: responsibility… You know, the island has you tagged wrong. You're not immature, you are irresponsible."

Ferno looked like he was about to pounce on his cousin and wring his throat with his bare, burnt hands, if he must, when a soldier blew the door open and saluted his Chief.

"Chief! We've finished building a tenant house for ourselves. What are your orders, now?"

"Get some rest, all of you."

"Yes, sir!"

The two cousin resumed their stare down, once the door closed. But one carried on up the stairs to his children's cradle, and the other resumed glaring at him until he was out of sight and then went back to eating his food.

-000-

I know it's short, guys, but I'm sorry!

Two things:

I'll need ideas for the Dagur kid's name. (I'm sorry, Hiccupisnotuseless, but it's essential to the plot.)

I'll also need ideas on how to kill Dagur.

PLEASE REVIEW!


	56. Frozen

"So, as you can see by the chart, proper wing control can be achieved by—" a blast of fire shot at the said chart, behind Hiccup, irritating him to the bone. "Ok, ok, who fire that fire ball?"

Snotlout whistles and then snorted, pushing his elbow down on an obviously smoking Hookfang. "What are you looking at me?"

"Come on, guys. I don't want to be here any more than you do." Hiccup crossed his arms.

"Wow, you sound just like a regular school teacher. Fishlegs sure must love you, more than Astrid." Ferno sniggered.

Hiccup rolled his eyes, with slightly pink cheeks, and ignored his younger brother's comment. "Can we get back to training, please?"

"I say we play 20 questions instead. Anyone? Anyone? Astrid, why do you love me so much, huh?"

The girl, visibly nearly vomited.

"Dude, no one loves you! Not even you're dragon!" Ferno raised his voice, gesturing to the Nightmare, who, to make Ferno's statement all the more accurate, turned his head the opposite direction of his rider.

"Me. Me. Me!" Tuffnut put up his hand. "Ok, I'll go first. Question number one." Someone, (probably caused by Snotlout, Ruffnut or Ferno) made something crash on top of Tuffnut and squish him under the weight, like a bug. "How do you play 20 question?"

"Uh, can we stay focused, even for a second?" Hiccup gestured back to the board.

"Why? It's way more fun otherwise." Ferno said, staring at the ceiling, his eyes chasing after a fly that flew in.

"We've been stuck in here for 2 weeks because of this crazy weather. We're all starting to go a little crazy." Astrid pointed to Fishlegs.

"Oh hello, Mr. Pinky." He fiddled with one of Meatlug's toes. "Don't tell the others, but you are my favourite."

"Ok, that's weird, even for Fishlegs." Ferno stated, suddenly becoming serious.

"Ha! Barf and Belch just found out they had tails!" Ruffnut informed them, and indeed her dragons were chasing their tails like cat or dog that was bored out of its fur. "It looks like they really hate that idea."

"Yeah, I felt the same way when I found out I had a tail." Tuffnut said, beginning to walk in circles trying to catch his butt. "You can't hide from me forever, invisible tail."

Ruffnut slid in, near enough to whisper something to Hiccup. "I may have told Tuffnut he has a tail too."

"Yep, Ruffnut, you're officially the smart Twin. This is hilarious." Ferno laughed, nonstop at the male Twin and Zippleback.

The mighty Chief of Berk walked into the dragon pen they were hiding in from the storm. "Brrrrlll! It's cold out there. Worst storm in the history of berk! My- my beard is frozen solid!" He touched his flaming red icicle of a beard.

"So, father, what brings you to the Academy?" Hiccup stood up to greet the Chief.

"Trader Johan hasn't reported to port. If he's trapped out in the storm, he won't last through the night. I was thinking—"

"Oh yes! I could go! You know, Toothless can find Johan's ship in the darkness. He is the perfect dragon for the job."

"Uh, I don't know…" Stoic was, as a father, hesitant to let his son go out in that blizzard. "I was going to ask you to send out Ferno." But he was more than happy to throw out his stepson into the deadly tundra of a snow storm.

"Oh thanks." Ferno rolled his eyes.

"Please, dad! If you ever cared for me, the way a father cares for a son, then you will let me leave this place." Hiccup was about to resort to begging on his knees.

Stoic sighed. "Bolt the door behind you, please."

"Yesss!" Hiccup pumped his arms.

"Just so you know, I'm coming too, so you're not escaping the asylum completely." Ferno said, jumping into his saddle, before any of the other riders knew what was going on.

-000-

"It's getting dark, Hiccup." Ferno said, as they flew out, across the ocean.

"Bud, do your thing." Hiccup patted his dragon. The dragon shrieked a roar and instantly, positioning his ears correctly, knew where he was going. "Wow. Look at that. I've never seen the ocean frozen solid before. No wonder Johann can't get to port. No one could get through this."

"Except us. Cause, we are the greatest Vikings of our time." Ferno pumped out his chest.

"Because we're riding dragons." Hiccup pointed out the obvious in a deadpanned look.

"That's why we are the greatest." Ferno threw his arms out and whooped too his lungs content, probably scaring the skins out of any local birds or sea creatures.

"What are you doing?"

"Come on, bro, do it with me. It's refreshing with this wind in your face. It's… free."

Hiccup slumped his shoulders. "Oh… whatever."

The two brothers whooped a few times, before the older of the two became conscious of a herd of… something stampeding across the ice floor of the ocean. "Who, whoa, whoa! I don't know what that was, bud, but I'm glad we're up here, and it's down there."

The Night Fury shrieked a sign of discovery. "Found something? Let's take a better look."

And indeed, Trader Johann's ship, the Trading Dragon, was smack dab sitting there on a piece of ice, floating in the middle of the ocean.

"Nice going, Toothless. Ever thought about becoming a rescue-dragon?" Ferno said.

"Oh, master Hiccup! Master Ferno! You're a welcome sight for these weary eyes." Johann exclaimed upon seeing them. They put Johan onto Toothless and flew off. "In all my years on the briny deep, I have never witnessed a freeze quite like this one. Ice as thick as Thor's hammer."

"Well, that's Berk for you isn't it." Ferno said.

"I even considered abandoning my ship and traveling to Berk on foot."

"Well, you won't have to worry about that now, Johan. Just enjoy the ride." Hiccup calmed the trader behind him.

"Excellent. We shall pass the time with stories of my grand adventures that are sure to warm your heart and stoke the fires of your imagination. Did I ever tell you about the time I found myself up against the man-eating metal masons of Minore Majore? Oh it was spring. The smell of jasmine was in the air…"

The brothers eye contacted, with the facial expression that said 'we're gonna die, aren't we?' loud and clear.

-000-

"…but it was not a yak. It was his daughter! I could not believe it! She looked like a yak, and her name was Yakmine. And that, young masters, is how the King of Ennuden made me an honorary member of his royal court—"

"Oh look. We're here… Thank Odin." Hiccup said. Neither of the Haddock Brothers thought they would be so happy to see their homeland.

-000-

They landed on the deserted and silent, for once, Village of Berk.

"Berk… I never thought I'd see it this silent." Ferno said, as he landed.

"Hmm. Not the welcome I'm accustomed to,- but nonetheless." Johan said.

"Where is everyone?" Hiccup slid from his saddle.

"This reminds me of the time I landed on the island of the red…"

Hiccup jogged up the steps to his house, while Ferno pushed the large door of his own home. "Fenris? Cousin?... Kids!" He ran up the stairs to see if his children were there, but the cradles were empty. "I think you guys are still a little young to play hide and seek yet." Ferno said, with fear dripping from his voice. "Where are you?" He said, rather desperately, now.

The Outcast Chief ran to the Guest House that his people occupied for now. "What do you know? Full." Ferno said, picking up a jug of wine on the table. "Didn't know that was possible either… Whatever happened, they left in a hurry." The grey eyes looked around, were mugs were scattered on the floor, prized possessions left behind, and a few weapons grabbed on the way out.

Ferno set the large jug down and went to meet his brother and Johan outside.

"What in the name of Thor is going on? Guys, anything?" Hiccup looked at the two.

"The whole town, Master Hiccup. It's empty." Johan said, dazedly looking around the empty buildings.

"I got something. They left in a hurry. A fresh mug of ale is still in the Guest House, meaning my men didn't have enough time to drink themselves silly."

"Well, that's something." Hiccup admitted. "It's very weird."

"I don't like this one bit." Johann said, following the two brothers, to a closer inspection of the village.

-000-

"…There was one time I was on trade ran with a man who claimed to be a warlock and…"

"I wonder, hen he'll run out of stories to tell." Ferno breathed, on the verge of leaping on the man.

"There!" Hiccup suddenly yelped, seeing something flash. "Let's go, Ferno. Johan, stay here."

They walked into Fishleg's house and—… darkness…

-000-

They were just opening their eyes to see what had fallen on them when—A pair of grass green eyes startled them.

"Ahhhh!" Ferno jumped back.

"Whoa! Don't ever do that again!" Hiccup said, sitting up straight.

"Hiccup! Ferno! Oh thank Thor!" Fishlegs wrestled them both into a hug. "I'm so sorry I fell on you, guys."

"Ok, Fishlegs." Hiccup groaned being suffocated in the hug.

"Book-head… can't… breathe…" Ferno muttered out, through crushed lungs.

The Ingerman dropped them and began passing around the room, fidgeting and muttering, to the Younger Haddock's much annoyance.

"Really fast… Too fast... Speedy... Oh, and their sting… Paralyzing Sting."

"Wow, he's very nervous. Do you think he finally got himself a girlfriend?" Ferno tilted his head to the side to look at the pacing, nervous bookworm.

"Are you— Ferno!" Hiccup glared at the younger brother. "Fishlegs what's going on? What are you talking about?"

Fishlegs leaned in, much too close for the brothers' comfort. "Speed Stringers."

"Speed Stingers? Here?" Hiccup asked.

"It all started just after nightfall. They don't fly, but they're fast. Faster than any dragon I've ever seen. And they hide in the shadows. They're scavengers, looking for any food they can find. One drop of their venom can paralyze a human or dragon in an instant. They move in a pack, following the leader, who directs them like a war chief. By the time Stoic ordered everybody to the cove, the entire village had been overrun." Fishlegs explained.

"Well, where are the Speed Stingers now?" Hiccup was still trying to piece the puzzle.

"I don't know. The sun came out and they disappeared. But they'll be back. They come out at night."

"I-I-I-I-I don't understand. Why did you come back here, Fishlegs? Why not stay with everyone at the cove?"

"Yeah, you're usually the first to chicken out." Ferno added, easily brushing off the glare his brother sent his way.

Fishlegs looked at them…

-000-

"Just look at her up there. So majestic." Fishlegs said, looking up at his roof, where his dragon, was frozen in time, planted on the top of the wooden

"How did I miss that?" Hiccup asked, looking at Meatlug.

"She tried to draw them away so I could escape. I just couldn't leave her."

"Fishlegs, you should start writing love stories." Ferno said.

Johan walked up to the three boys and saw what they were all looking at. "How did we miss that?"

-000-

"So she eats rocks, you say? That makes sense." Johan talked while he, Fishlegs and Ferno tried to push the Gronkle off the roof. "That makes sense."

"Why would you feed a dragon that looks like a rock, weighs like a rock, feels like a rock, smells like a rock, sounds like a rock, probably tastes like a rock… Basically why would you fed it rocks! Instead of, like the rest of us, fish or meat!"

Fishlegs looked at the Fire-bearer sheepishly. "She likes them."

There was a rather unpleasant and disruptive sound emitted from the paralyzed dragon.

"I thought you said she was paralysed?" Ferno said, pinching his nose and waving his hand around to scatter the smell in a different direction.

"My! That's quite an affect." Johan said, feeling the full blast of it, which was enough to send him tumbling down below.

"Movement, this is very good." Fishlegs patted the Gronkle.

"Only you would be excited about Meatlug's farts." Ferno said, with a deadpanned face and a funny voice, due to the blockade on his nose.

"It means that paralysis is wearing off." Fishlegs explained. Come up and help, Hiccup."

The Dragon Conqueror lifted up onto the roof with the help of his trusty dragon. "Uh, where's Johan?"

"I'm ok boys." The trader called out from below. "I actually landed on me fluffy bits."

"That's an image I could do without." Ferno said in clown voice.

"Fishlegs, what's the deal with this paralysis?" Hiccup snapped Meatlug's eye lid. "How long does it last?"

"I don't know, Hiccup. There's nothing about it in the Book of Dragons or Bork's papers."

"Oh no! It's the end of the world for Fishlegs! The answer he is looking for does not exist in the Book of Dragons! Dun. Dun. Dun!" Ferno goofed.

"Alright, will you knock it off?" Hiccup put his hands on his hips and glared at his brother.

"Sure." Ferno charged, with his good shoulder and side forward, and knocked the Gronkle off the roof, right on top of Johan.

"Ahhh!" Was all they heard from Johan, before the stone dragon crashed into the cart.

"Well, look on the bright side, we don't have to shove it anymore." Hiccup reasoned with Fishlegs.

"How do you think they got here? They can't fly." Fishlegs asked, after a moment, looking off on the Berkian horizon.

"If I had to guess, I would say it was because the ocean was frozen solid, creating an ice bridge from their island to ours."

"So that's what that stampede was. I had a feeling we'd have to deal with it eventually." Ferno thought out loud.

"We need to get to the cove, right away." Hiccup said.

They tied the cart to Shriek and dragged it to the Cove, where the village was hiding.

-000-

"Dad?" Hiccup and Ferno walked up to the frozen form of Stoic the Vast.

"He gave as good as he got, boys. It took six of those Speed Stingers to freeze the poor bugger." Gobber walked up to them.

Stoic made some sort of grunting noise.

"You betcha, chief!" Gobber said.

"What'd he say?"

"No clue. Don't want to make him feel worse than he does."

A hand clasped on Ferno's bad shoulder, and he winced, and turned around.

"Welcome back, Chief." One of the Outcasts said. Ferno was facing three. "We thought you'd been carried off."

Ferno threw his arms on the backs of two of the Outcasts, leading them away from Hiccup and his father and mentor. "Where are my kids?"

"Over there with Boarmouth." One of them pointed to a very blurry, buff, intimidating looking man, playing with a small raven haired boy, and laughing while at it.

Ferno sighed, watching the soft and sweet encounter between soldier and baby. "What are the Outcasts coming to?... Where's my cousin? And the other Outcasts?"

"Uh… your cousin, sir, is sort of… frozen?" Ferno was led to the statue like body of his cousin.

"Coz?" Ferno's throat dried.

"We only just managed to get him out. Those dragons are darn fast, Chief. We're sorry."

"It's fine, boys. The paralysis wears off. Besides, it'll be great not having to hear his mouth yapping 24/7."

"Hiccup!" Ferno turned around to the sight of Astrid charging at his brother into a bone crushing hug.

"Oh Astrid."

"Play along." Ferno whispered to one of the soldiers. "Hiccup!" He said dramatically, putting his hand to his forehead. "Oh the love of my life, you're alive." Ferno fell into the arms of that soldier.

"Uh…" The soldier looked to his counterparts, they gave the gesture for the 14 year old to be crazy. "Yes, my sweetheart darling?" The soldier looked uncomfortable talking to a teenage boy like that.

"Seriously, man. You're not much of a romantic, are you?" Ferno stood up and straightened himself up.

"I've never been married. Unlike some." The man made a mistake, when he said that. The cheery mood of the Outcast Chief suddenly turned in a bitter glare, and the buff and blurry man sunk backwards. Trained to fear his leader, the soldier was accustomed to this type of fear, but Ferno wasn't.

"Thank you, brother." Hiccup broke the silence. "Another joke gone wrong." Ferno looked at him and his face looked like he was only just recovering from a serious case of beetroot face colour. "Astrid, how's everyone else?"

"Everyone's fine. Well, expect for-"

"Oh, stop hitting yourself… Stop hitting yourself… Stop picking your own nose… Stop scratching yourself…" The Twins and Gustav were taking advantage of Snotlout's body and dignity while he didn't possess them.

"I have got to do this." Ferno made a run and a jog and at full speed kicked Snotlout's rear with all the force the speed could provide him.

"Actually, when you think about it, it's really not so bad." Astrid said, after seeing Snotlout only let a tiny wince after he was so painfully kicked in the backside.

"Oh come on. Your face isn't that ugly." Ruffnut said. There was the sound of a slap. "Oh wait."

-000-

"It's gonna be dark soon. The Speed Stingers will be back for the rest of the food. Everyone wants to know what we're gonna do." Astrid and Ferno walked up to Hiccup, who was drawing in the sand, a diagram of a speed stinger, under his frozen father's rock.

"Ferno, you're the Chief. What should we do?"

"Of a small group of Outcasts. You're the heir of Berk. You deal with your tribe. Mine is occupied for the time being."

Hiccup groaned. "Gather the other dragon riders. We're heading out."

Astrid left to tell the others, while Ferno spared one final comment. "You'll have to lead someday Hiccup, be thankful for the practise you're getting."

-000-

"Ok, we're ready."

"Guys, these dragons only come out at night, so we need to find where they sleep during the day. The only problem is we need to find the nest before sundown or—"

"Can we not think about the 'or' please?" Astrid asked, a tone of fear in her voice.

"What's wrong, Astrid? Afraid of a Speed Stinger?" Ferno said, smirking, but not looking at her.

She gave a glare, but then faced Hiccup again. "What's wrong, Ferno? Afraid of a Nightmare?"

"They came out of nowhere, like a pack of wild badgers – scavenging and, and—And-"

"Badge-ge-ging." Tuffnut supplied, then noticed the weird looks given. "What? That's what a badger does. It badges."

"Well, thanks for that." Hiccup noted. "Uh, let's go."

"Hold up!" They turned around to see Snotlout's paralysed body. "You're not going on a Stinger hunt without me." His stone-like body lifted itself up from his laying down position on the wall, like a zombie escaping his grave.

"Whoa, that is seriously creepy." Tuffnut said, watching him do that.;

"His paralysis is wearing off. Lucky us." Fishlegs said.

"Snotlout, unless you plan on flying Hookfang with your teeth… you're not going anywhere." Astrid said, and the others began getting on their dragons.

"What do you mean? I'm fine." Snotlout tried to move his body by pulling his neck, but quickly failed and fell face flat on the floor. They didn't stick around to find out what he tried after that.

-000-

"Snotlout Jorgenson, reporting for duty." They couldn't believe to see Snotlout standing there, with his hand on his forehead, saluting a little too quickly before his paralysis wore off.

"What the—" Astrid voiced everyone's thoughts.

The small Gustav peeked out behind Snotlout's body. "I'm Snotlout's arms and legs, Hiccup. And together, we are – 'Gust-lout!

"Stop with the hands." Snotlout hissed at the boy. "Hiccup, you need as much dragon power as you can get."

Astrid walked up to Hiccup. "I can't believe I'm actually about to say this, but he's right."

"You're kidding, right?" Hiccup was shocked.

"You've officially lost your screws, right?" Ferno joined his brother, in shock.

"You heard what Gobber said. There are hundreds of them." Astrid reasoned.

"Oh, all right, fine." Hiccup surrendered, under her influence.

"Yes! Move my arm." Snotlout commanded his mini self.

"Let's split up and search Berk, for possible Speed Stinger hiding spots." Hiccup ordered.

"Okie-dokie, Hiccup." Gustav said and moved the probably and likely heavy Snotlout. Poor kid.

"Snotlout, you know, Berk has a policy against child abuse." Ferno called out.

"Come on." Hiccup said.

-000-

"So what's the plan?" Astrid asked.

"Fishlegs, you said they follow their leader in a giant pack, right?" Hiccup looked at Fishlegs.

"Exactly. That's what I saw." Fishlegs agreed.

"So the plan is, find the Speed Stingers, capture the leader, use it to lure them away."

-000-

"So, anything?" Hiccup asked.

"Not a single Stinger." Astrid answered, after three hours of searching on dragons.

"Us neither." Fishlegs said, disheartendly.

"Guess, none of us were lucky." Ferno agreed.

"I got stung." Tuffnut supplied.

"No, you didn't." Ruffnut scoffed.

"Have we checked every cave?" Hiccup asked, and on instinct all eyes fell on the Jorgenson. "Snotlout, did you check your caves?"

"Really? I'm insulted, Hiccup. Of course, I did. Do you think I fell off my dragon and spent hours trying to get out of the sand? I didn't."

"Gods, I didn't think it was possible, but there's a worse liar than Fishlegs and Hiccup." Ferno shook his head.

"He fell off his dragon, and we spent hours trying to get him out of the sand." Gustav proved Ferno's theory.

"Gustav, make me punch you!" Snotlout punched himself, with the aid of Gustav.

"Never gets old." Tuffnut said, wiping away tears, as he, Ruffnut and Ferno laughed.

"Well then, we know where to look." Hiccup proved his optimistic side to be existent.

-000-

They reached the caves that were unchecked by the moronic Jorgenson, and as suspected, the Stingers were indeed in there, sleeping, like bats, upside down.

"Let's go. Thanks, Gustav. You stay here with Snotlout and Hookfang." Hiccup told the youngest of the group.

"Right." Snotlout gave him a thumbs up. "Hey! I did that all by myself." Until Tuffnut came along and flipped his thumb to get stuck in his eye.

"Ok, gang, we have to move fast, because it will be sundown soon, and we need to get that lead Stinger out of there. Without him, the pack is useless." Hiccup and Fishlegs entered the cage: a surprising combination of bravery.

-000-

They were too slow to get the leader out of the cave and into the cage. All hell broke loose when the sun touched the horizon. Speed Stingers swarmed out and… let's just say their tails looked rather sharp that night.

They whizzed around and one caught the flesh of the Fire-bearer, who was supposed to fly his Boneknapper with the cage, and lead the Speed Stingers off the island.

"Ferno!" Hiccup yelled, as the tan complexion of his brother turned to a pale blue and the look of determination was frozen like a stone statue. "Astrid get on Shriek. He's the strongest dragon and has an impenetrable armour."

"Got it!" She jumped from dragon to dragon, and slid into the gap between Ferno and his dragon's horns. "Ok, this is awkward." And it was, considering she was 'in his arms', with her back pressed against her best friend's chest. "Never thought I'd be in this situation."

Astrid flew the Boneknapper, with the cage, with her Nadder hovering somewhere in the air, watching her.

"Astrid!" Hiccup yelled, not too far either. "This is far enough! Drop the cage and let's blast the ice so they can't get back to Berk!"

Shriek's bone claws released the metal cage, and the three present dragons fired at the ice bridge. Separated from the Berk mainland, the Speed Stingers took off to Thor knows where.

"Well, that went better than I thought it would." Hiccup said, then looked at Astrid. "You look comfortable."

"Oh real mature, Hiccup."

"Me and Ferno are related, we are supposed to share some traits."

"Sarcasm is enough for you to share."

"I know one thing I don't want to share." Hiccup flirted, looking at Astrid. "Hop on board, unless you'd rather stay there." He said, jerking his head backwards towards the passenger's seat.

She looked at him and her expression softened. "Why, Hiccup? How could I possibly resist such an offer?... Stormfly!" The Nadder appeared, the girl jumped on her and looked at the gulping Berk Heir. "I'm ok, in my own saddle, thank you very much." And she flew off.

"Astrid." Hiccup shook his head, smiling. "Must you torture me so?"

From Ferno emitted a non-understandable sound.

"Yeah, yeah, yeah. Shut up."

-000-

"Oh great, another one is paralysed." A soldier opened the door to the sight of his Chief being brought to his house by his brother.

"He'll wake up in a few hours." Hiccup rolled his eyes.

"Yeah, but not completely." Fenris said, who was not sitting in a chair, but the left side of his body was still unmovable.

"Can you two drag Ferno in?" Hiccup asked the two Outcasts nearby.

Awkward silence.

"So… You're Ferno's cousin?"

"Yep. My mom and his dad are siblings… you're his brother?"

"Half-brother. One mom, two dads."

"You know, I think our moms knew each other… in fact, I think they were best friends… them two and Adeliza's mother."

"Really?"

"Yeah."

"My mom… disappeared when I was young, so she never got the chance to tell me anything about herself… what happened?"

"Well, as I understand it… they grew up together, but then you're mother married your father, Adeliza's mother was arranged to marry a foreigner, who you know as Savage when she was 15 and had to move islands, and my mom had to leave Berk with her brother after he was banished. One died, one went missing and one was left to mourn for them."

Hiccup couldn't ask any more, because at the moment, Stoic walked in and asked Hiccup to drop Trader Johan off on his ship.

"It was nice talking to you, Fenris." He bid good byes to the Outcast second-in-command.

"Pleasure was all mine." He nodded his head.

Stoic put a hand on Hiccup's shoulder. "Did you know his mother, dad?"

"Alice? We were childhood friends, why do you think I took a liking to him so quickly?"

"Because you have a mutual hate for Ferno?"

"That too."

"So what happened?"

"…It doesn't matter."

-000-

A lot different from the original episode, but I didn't remember how the Speed Stinger fight went and I couldn't be bothered to re-watch the episode at 2 in the morning.

PLEASE REVIEW.


	57. Tale of Two Dragons

A horn several miles away blared. Of course, being the deep sleeper that Ferno was, he did not hear it. However, the two toddlers that were sleeping in his arms, did and started to scream in their father's ears, making him almost hit the ceiling with his head.

"Argh!" Ferno yelped, rubbing his head. "Well done, kid. You almost killed your old dad… well, I'm definitely your father, that's for sure."

"What was that!?" Fenris jolted from his cot, near the fire.

"Screaming Death drill… I don't care what Hiccup will do to me I'm going back to sleep." Ferno yawned, turned to his side, his burnt flesh arm covering his now calm, son and daughter and before soon began to snore, once again.

"What's the Screaming Death?" Fenris asked, wiping his face.

"When you see it, you'll know." Ferno pressed his pillow to his head.

"Get your lazy butt up and do the drill. Or I'll tell your men what they're Chief really does when danger lurks on the shores."

"Tattle tail." Ferno mumbled, grudgingly getting off the bed.

"Ferno!" The voice of Tuffnut Thorston said from outside the house. "Hiccup sent us to tell you… wait, why did he send us here, again?"

"He said, that he knew you won't come to the drill and so he said that if you don't you'll be forbidden to ride Shriek for a month."

"Argh! Pesky brothers!" Ferno kicked off the covers. "Right, daddy's not going to be far. Be good." He kissed his children's foreheads.

"Aw, you're the sappy type of daddy." Fenris sniggered, before a pillow bashed his head with full force.

-000-

"When you told me, you'd be running a Screaming Death attack drill, I assumed that you would actually try to destroy the entire village?!" Stoic passed before them, reprimanding them for what only two riders has done.

"Technically Chief it's just the great hall." Fishlegs braved Stoic's fury. "And I'll let you take it from there."

"Dad this was supposed to be a practise run, but it just got out of hand, I'm sorry." Hiccup, as always took full responsibility, while behind him Astrid and Snotlout resumed their glaring.

"Uh, 'sorry' doesn't un-burn Silent Sven's chest hair." Gobber said, looking at the disheartened mute farmer.

"Does he really need to regrow it?" Ferno asked.

"Yes, because a man's chest hair is his pride." Stoic glared at Ferno, who rolled his eyes and couldn't care less. Then, creepily, smiled, because looking at his stepson, gave him an idea. "Which brings me to your punishment."

-000-

"Urgh. Mildew's cabbage field." Ruffnut said in disgust.

"Why do we have to do this? I mean, I remember only Astrid and Snotlout demolishing the Great Hall. Why do the rest of us have to pay up?" Ferno moaned.

"Because we are a team. And we have to go through good and bad together." Hiccup reminded him. "Ok, gang. My dad wants this field cleared and ready for planting by the end of the week. Astrid, Snotlout, you two break down and clear out the big boulders on the far edge, while—"

"Actually, that sounds like a man's job." Snotlout interrupted.

"Hm. You're right. Better give me Fishlegs instead." Astrid smiled smugly.

"Huh? Astrid, what do you see when you look over her?" Snotlout flexed his biceps and pulled Hookfang's muzzle near to him.

"Is that a serious question?" Astrid asked, with a crooked eyebrow.

"You see 5,000 pounds of boulder crushing splendour."

"Just make sure you don't slow me down, Boulder-boy." Astrid hit Snotlout's helmet, with a loud THUD.

"Smooth." Ferno said, in the background.

-000-

The teens all got to work of moving the various rocks and preparing the field for the harvest.

"You see? It's all going perfectly!" Hiccup told his brother, overlooking the teens.

Ferno rolled his eyes. "Three… two… one…"

"What's wrong with you!?"

"Don't say it." Hiccup groaned.

Ferno smirked, with amusement. "It's all going perfectly, indeed my fellow friend."

The Boneknapper and Night Fury flew to the location of the argument.

"I told you to stay out of my way. This is Viking work." Snotlout defiantly stated.

"Exactly. So what are you doing here?" Astrid retorted.

"Is someone actually gonna come up with a definition for the word 'Viking'? First it deducted scrawny, brainy blacksmiths, who can't lift an axe to save their lives. Now it deducts muscly, strong axe women. Make up your minds people!" Ferno said.

Stormfly and Hookfang began to hoot fire and roar at each other… kinda resembling their owners.

"Oh that's-that's productive… Toothless plasma blast!" But when Toothless shot that blast, something inside him clicked and he became rabid.

"Hiccup! Get out of there now!" Ferno yelled, observing from the side as his brother's dragon became wild.

"Whoa, bud come on. We're trying to break up the fight, not win it." Hiccup told his dragon.

"Stormfly! Stormfly! Calm down!"

"Hookfang!"

"Are you seeing what I'm seeing?" Ferno asked, Fishlegs, who was at his side at the moment.

"A strange change of draconic behaviour, materializing into aggression and violence, in this geographical location?" Fishlegs said, looking at the three landing in a different spot.

"I was going to say they were spazing out because of the reaching smell of Mildew's House, but those two mean the same thing."

"You- You understood what I said? Hiccup didn't understand this."

"Hiccup was born with his brains, and evolved them through blacksmithing and note-taking, not so much in books. You, and regrettably and shamefully, myself, chomped on our books until they were imprinted on our brains."

"Which reminds me, when are you gonna return 'Botany for Dummies' back, you know I borrowed that from Trader Johan and he wants it back."

Ferno groaned and dug his hand in his saddle bag. "Here. Take it. And not a word to anyone." He tossed the book to the nerd.

"You know, you don't have to hide that you're a book lover to anyone."

"And be like you? Over my cold dead body."

"Do you want to borrow 'Botany Lover Volume 2'?"

He sighed. "…Yes." Ferno hung his head in shame.

"Thought so." Fishlegs smiled knowingly. It felt good to be able to control a Chief. "Come on, Astrid and Snotlout are gone. It's safe to talk to Hiccup."

"Let's go. And remember: 'Your name is Fishlegs, you live on the Island of Berk and you don't know anything about Ferno the Fire-bearer'."

Fishlegs rolled his eyes and the two took off to Hiccup's side. "Okay, that was weird."

"Snotlout and Astrid trying to tear each other's heads off was weird?"

"No, their dragons, Hiccup. Me and Ferno already discussed this." The Fire-bearer was swinging his finger by his neck mouthing 'not a word or your dead', and then looking too innocent when Hiccup turned to look at him. "As much as Astrid and Snotlout like to torture each other, Stormfly and Hookfang have always stayed out of it."

"Hm."

-000-

"I wouldn't believe it if I wasn't seeing it – with my own two eyes." Fishlegs said, as he, Ferno and Hiccup stood there, watching Snotlout and Astrid work together, on their dragons, in the field.

"You said it, Fish." Ferno said, equally amazed.

"I guess my dad was right. Then again, I did put my own Hiccup spin on it. That's what all great leaders do, guys, they take an idea, then they shape it—"

"Uh, Hiccup?"

"You might wanna reshape it now. Or stop bragging about great leadership." Ferno said, pointing to the now flaming Nightmare and spiked Nadder.

"Great leaders are also often proven wrong." Hiccup corrected himself.

"Naw, you don't say." Ferno rolled his eyes.

-000-

"Astrid, Snotlout, your dragons are out of control! But I think I know why. This is the day I've always feared would come. Your dragons have picked up on your animosity to each other, and now, they are behaving the same way." Hiccup told them, once everyone was in the Dragon Training arena.

"Is it my fault me and Hookfang are so in sync." Snotlout asked, the Nightmare almost biting his head off.

"Yeah, just make sure he knows that too." Ferno said.

"But you have just given me an idea." Hiccup said, him and his brother splitting up. Hiccup walking up to Astrid and grabbing her arm and leading her to the Nightmare, while Ferno did the same to Snotlout, leading him to the Nadder. "You both need to walk a mile in each other's shoes. Or in this case, saddles."

"Perfect." Ferno said, looking at the two riders with the wrong dragons.

"What? What's perfect?" Astrid said, unamused.

"You two, are gonna swap dragons for the day." Hiccup explained.

"WHAT?!" Both Snotlout and Astrid yelled simultaneously.

"See? Told you they'd react this way." Ferno smirked.

"The bet's not over yet!" Hiccup glared at him.

"You guys betted on this?" Snotlout asked.

"Hey, when your siblings you need a way to prove the other guy wrong, right?" Ferno said, then looked at the Twins. "That doesn't include smashing heads together."

"What did you guys bet on?" Astrid asked, suspiciously.

"Well—" Ferno started.

"Don't tell her, or we have an unfair leverage!" Hiccup slapped a hand on the raven haired boy's mouth.

"Can we get back to this?" Snotlout asked innocently and calmly. "It's a girl dragon!" He yelled, pointing to the Nadder.

"If you can learn to understand each other's dragons, then maybe you can learn to understand each other." Hiccup explained the principal.

"Probably not going to work, but hey, I get a basket of fish." Ferno added. "A day full of rolling around in the dirt, like a pig, laughing at you guys."

"This does not work well with my manliness." Snotlout growled.

Hiccup sighed. "Ferno, your turn, do something about him please? Because whatever I say, he's not going to listen anyway."

"Snotlout, think about this, as showing off how manly you still look even on the back of a female dragon." Ferno sugar-coated it for the Jorgenson. Snotlout still looked unconvinced. "You get the day off, now shut up!"

"Hey, does that mean that if we start fighting that we get the day off too? 'Cause we will. Watch!" Tuffnut said, and instantly a punch pulverized into his face and the wrestling match with his sister.

"No, I'm afraid for you two, we'll give the day off when you get through a day of work." Ferno said.

"The four of us and Fishlegs are going to head out to the field and keep working. My dad wants it done in time for planting." Hiccup said.

"I want that day off!" Tuffnut yelled, continuously punching Ruffnut, not having heard the previous statement about their day offs or routine.

-000-

"So how was it?" Hiccup asked, when Stormfly and Hookfang flew into the academy with the wrong riders on their backs.

"Stormfly flies pretty good you know, for a girl, and she does melt solid rock in, like, a half a second, - which is cool." Snotlout summed up, sliding off the saddle.

"She does indeed. And Astrid? I guess Hookfang is pretty powerful.  
>And he's easy to fly, which is good if you have a little talent." Astrid noted.<p>

"Yeah, and I have a little talent. Wait."

"Yeah, we are well aware of that." Ferno squeezed in an immature comment.

Hiccup glared at the Outcast Chief, then shrugged it off. "Well, it sounds like you both have a better appreciation for each other's dragons."

"Yeah, it's- it's okay. It's- it's nice." Snotlout stuttered over his own words.

"So that means maybe tomorrow, you'll cut each other some slack?" Hiccup was testing his luck.

"Yeah, I guess." Astrid shrugged.

"Fine. Can we go now?" Snotlout made his way to the Academy doors, as did Astrid, and both brothers noticed them looking at the dragons that they had just ridden, but were not theirs.

"I think that bet is looking my way now?" Hiccup smiled victoriously.

"Don't count your hens until they're hatched." Ferno muttered.

"You watch, tomorrow they are gonna work together and your wallet becomes 10 gold pieces lighter."

-000-

"We've done a lot of dumb things in our life, but we have never lost a dragon. Not a whole one." Tuffnut said.

"I am very disappointed in you, young lady." Ruffnut pointed at Astrid, who growled her frustration out.

"Actually… Do you remember the Whispering Death? You lost that one a few times." Ferno rubbed this chin reminiscing. "Or that time on Outcast Island, or…"

"Ok, ok." Hiccup tried to calm her down. "Uh, they can't be far. We'll split up the island and—"

"Actually, Hiccup, I might know where they are." Fishlegs flew into the Academy, with a worried expression.

-000-

Sure enough the Nightmare and Nadder were roaring and sparring in Mildew's cabbage field.

"We need to break this up." Snotlout said, from Shriek's passenger seat.

"Who knows what they'll do to each other?" Astrid said, behind Hiccup.

"I'm open to ideas." Hiccup said.

"Drop me in!" Astrid commanded, and the Night Fury lowered.

"Me too!" Snotlout told his surrogate cousin.

"Fishlegs, how did you know they were gonna be here?" Hiccup asked, when he was up in the air again.

"The more I thought about it, the more I wondered what made this situation different than any other. It was the field."

"We've been in a lot of fields." Hiccup questioned.

"No, no, no. Not like this one." Fishlegs pointed to a hole in the earth, which must have been dug out earlier by his trusty Gronkle.

"Dragon root." Hiccup breathed.

"Not dragon root! That is terrible!" Tuffnut exclaimed.

"You don't know what dragon root is, do you?" Hiccup guessed.

"Not even slightly. Not even the faintest. I mean, I think I know what dragon is."

"Why are none of us surprised?" Ferno rolled his eyes.

"Dragon Root is just like dragon nip, only more powerful. Dragons crave it but instead of happy and calm it makes them—"

"Want to rip each other apart wing from wing?" Tuffnut suggested.

"Exactly." Fishlegs shuddered.

"Cool." Ruffnut said.

"Sounds good. Do they have it for people?" Tuffnut mused.

"Unfortunately no. Unless you want someone sticking it up your backside." Ferno agreed, then seeing the smug look that Fishlegs was clearly saying: _'Botany for Dummies Volume 1 Chapter 5 Section C'_.

"We can't just leave Astrid and Snotlout down there! We have to help." Hiccup yelled.

"Why? We can just leave Snotlout down there. Astrid… a little bit more problematic."

"Are you kidding? Ferno!" Hiccup yelled.

-000-

"Astrid, Snotlout! What are they doing?" Fishlegs asked, seeing Snotlout shielding the Nadder, ready to perish in the fires of the Nightmare, like his surrogate cousin before him. And Astrid standing in front of the rabid Nadder defending a dragon that she used to not know much about until today.

"I'm not sure, but I think they might be working together." Hiccup said, with wide eyes.

"Now what are the chances of that?" Ferno said, not wanting to lose his bet.

-000-

The Nadder and Nightmare somehow snapped out of their trance.

"They did it!" Hiccup said. "We have to get down there. But none of us can get close to that root without our dragon going nuts."

"That's not exactly true, Hiccup. Meatlug didn't go crazy." Fishlegs informed them.

Hiccup thought about it. "Maybe Meatlug's rock diet, makes her immune to the dragon root's effect."

"Well what do you know?" Ferno muttered.

The Zippleback suddenly began to spin around the air wildly and shoot randomly.

"What are you doing?!" Hiccup yelled at the Twins.

"They're out of control!" The Twins yelled in unison.

"You guys are too close to the dragon root! Pull up!" Hiccup ordered them.

"Pull up? Are you crazy?" Ruffnut yelled, bring tugged around wildly by her own dragon.

"No you are! Get your dragon out of there!" Ferno yelled.

"But this is awesome!" Tuffnut yelled.

"Guys, we're going for the root!" Fishlegs yelled to the half-brothers. "Cover us!"

-000-

The Haddocks shot at the Zippleback in the most harmless way they could.

"HA! HA! HA! This is so fun! We should do this more often!" Ferno laughed from his dragon's back, enjoying blasting the Thorstons to pieces.

"This is scary but in a good way!" Tuffnut's yelled in the distance.

"I'm so sorry about this!" Hiccup, on the other hand, wasn't so thrilled.

"We're not!" Ruffnut yelled back.

"This is the best day ever!" Tuffnut supplied.

"Hurry, Fishlegs!" Hiccup yelled, not sharing his brother's excitement about blasting his friends to Valhalla.

"She can't do it by herself!" Fishlegs yelled. Green gas from the Zippleback cloaked around him. All it took was one spark and the whole field, as well as Fishlegs and his Meatlug, would go up in flames.

-000-

The Nadder whizzed past him, clearing a little bit of the gas and shooting at the Zippleback before it could spark anything.

"Astrid! You are a sight for sore eyes." Fishlegs said, only to be amazed that the Nadder's rider was in fact Snotlout.

"Who are you calling Astrid?"

"What are you doing on Stormfly? Are you trying to get every dragon to hate your guts?" Ferno yelled.

"Where's…" Fishlegs began to ask.

"Looking for me?" She appeared beside him, riding the Nightmare.

"Astrid, what are you doing?" Hiccup asked.

"We switched dragons again. It's the only way we can keep them from fighting each other." Astrid explained.

"He can sniff dragon root all day. But Hookfang would never attack Snotlout. He respects him too much." Snotlout said, punching his chest.

"Or he's terrified at the thought of no one ever feeding him again." Ferno included the possibility.

Apparently, both Snotlout and Astrid learnt a new trick from each other's dragons. A single spine shot or a wing blast. They cleared the area of any more gas and freed the Dragon Root, with Fishlegs flying off with it.

-000-

"You do realize what happened, right?" Hiccup asked them, once everyone was already in the sky.

"We totally kicked butt!" Snotlout said, with a pounding fist.

"Exactly. And you did it together. Astrid and Snotlout, working as a team? Who would have thought?"

"Not me. I try not to think." Tuffnut said, dazedly.

"Hey, what are you scowling about?" Astrid punched the Fire-bearer's shoulder

"Do you know what you just did!?" Ferno yelled at her and Snotlout, angrily. "Do you have any idea?! You?! You? You lost me 10 gold pieces with your little… teamwork! Sure, let's save the day and not care about Ferno's gambles! Mutton-heads!"

"Are you gonna pay up? Or not?" Hiccup asked, outstretching his hand.

"Ask me when we land!" Ferno yelled, then muttered. "…where I'll be able to tear you limb from limb."

"That was some fancy flying on my dragon." Astrid said to Snotlout, still in Hookfang's saddle.

"You know how it is. Chicks dig me." Snotlout said.

"Yeah, that must be it." Astrid chuckled.

"Hookfang isn't always the easiest dragon to fly, Astrid. I have to admit, I'm impressed." Snotlout allowed his ego some small dent of humility.

"So, uh, do you think I can have my dragon back now?" She asked, noticing that she was on the wrong dragon.

"Thought you'd never ask." He grinned. They jumped and landed on their rightful dragons.

"Good to see you again, girl."

"Oh, miss me? We can do something about the girl smell later."

"You know, Snotlout. A woman's smell on a man is what's need to make him manlier. So, in your vase, I wouldn't erase it just yet. You may never get the chance to smell like a girl again." Jokes were always the best way to turn Ferno from sour to cheerful and immature again.

-000-

"Ferno?" The cousin asked, as the said Chief came in.

"Yeah?"

"Check this out." He waved for him to come closer.

"You're scaring me. Should I bring a sword?"

"No. This is a fatherly thing you need to witness?"

"What's that?" Ferno walked up to his cousin and the cradle.

"Da! Da!" Loki definitely got his father's voice.

"Holy Odin! Did he just say his first word?!" Ferno looked like was going to faint any minute.

"Actually, it's his second word."

"WHAT?!"

"Ma! Ma!"

"Yeah… Mama…" Ferno's excitement managed to deflate like a balloon.

He hadn't thought about his wife in days. He tried so hard to get her out of his brain. But all that was need was to loo into his son's eyes, or look at his daughter's face, or more painfully having their first word be of her.

Truth was, she was their mother and they were bound to remind him of her, and he'd just have to cope with it. But there were two more truths that he couldn't wouldn't and shouldn't cope with…

The first, was that she was having an affair with his enemy. The Heinous Sin! For this, she had shamed him and their family. For this, his affections for her changed. He hated her! She hurt him so badly. She took his heart in her cold hands and snapped it in two.

The second… the more damning and shameful… was that although he hated her with a burning passion… although she caused him so much pain and grief and misery… although she drove him mad with anger… and he knew he shouldn't and that she didn't deserve it… but somehow, this how experience of losing her… not possessing her… made him love her even more.

But he would see his father alive again before admitting that to anyone!

-000-

It's finished! At… 00:29!
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	58. The Eel Effect

"Ready, gang?" Hiccup asked as he flew into the Academy.

"Ready, to leave Berk during an outbreak of Eel Pox? Hm. Let me think, let me think. I think that's a big fat 'yes'!"

"You can think?!" Ferno freaked out, from underneath his blanket shivering like a fish on land. "Who would have known?"

"The sooner the better. I do not want to get sick." Tuffnut stated.

"And if he gets sick. I get sick." Ruffnut said.

"Wait you would?"

"Yeah. We're twins!"

"So wait. If I slap myself. Then would you feel it?"

"Definitely. Give it a try."

"Cool." And so Tuffnut went off slapping himself mercilessly in an attempt to punish his sister, while she was enjoying the entertainment.

"Ow!... Do it again." PUNCH. "Argh!... Harder." PUNCH. "Oh, didn't feel that one."

"Har-der! Har-der!" Ferno cheered, also enjoying the view. Hey, when you're sick with the Eel Pox, and your fate depends on your friends and brother, you need to enjoy any sweetness and pleasure before you die, 'cause the chances of survival are dwindling single digits.

"Guys, please. We need to leave for Healer's Island as soon as Astrid gets back." Hiccup tried to stop the Twins' fight.

The Chief of Berk walked into the Academy, coughing and not feeling too great himself.

"Dad! What are you doing here? You should be resting at the great hall."

"Nonsense." He said, sneezing a storm of the bacteria onto the unfortunate Snotlout. "I won't be grounded by the sniffles." Then he sneezed again, at his unfortunate son.

Astrid flew in. "We've got the list of ingredients. And it's a big one." Gothi, sitting behind her, pulled out a parchment that almost hit the floor.

"Well, then. We better get moving. That medicine isn't gonna make itself."

"I should be going with you." Stoic said, before sneezing again, only this time Hiccup defended himself with his shield.

"Dad, Berk needs a healthy Chief. Not a sick dragon rider." Hiccup assured his father.

"Alright, I'll stay here, with the rest of the invalids." Stoic surrendered.

"Ferno, that goes for you too. You're already shaking like a honey bee." Hiccup looked at his brother.

"No. I'm good. I'm just uh… cold. Yeah… cold." Ferno got onto his dragon before Hiccup would tell him otherwise. "Besides, some of my men caught the pox. I'm gonna do everything I can to revive them. And you're not going to stop me."

The Boneknapper joined it's comrades in the sky.

"Be safe." Stoic told his only son.

"When am I not safe?" Seriously? Did Hiccup just ask that? "Uh, don't answer that!"

-000-

They gathered around after they each retrieved their ingredients.

"Think that's everything, right?" Hiccup asked.

"She says the last item isn't on Healer's Island." Fishlegs translated from Gothi scribbles in the sand. "The key ingredient for curing eel pox is a bloodbane eel."

"Where do we find one of those?"

"Well, great. 'Cause we're not gonna be able to search the whole ocean this afternoon. We need at least a long weekend for that, you know? Maybe even into Monday night."

"Well then, get started!" Ferno yelled at them.

"Oh, okay." They got on their dragon a flew off. Everyone looked at Ferno.

"What? At least we don't have to worry about them now."

Fishlegs shrugged, and continued to read what Gothi was scribbling in the sand. "We have to head North to…" He gasped! "Eel Island."

"Our dragons would never go near Eel Island. They're terrified of eels." Astrid said, patting Stormfly comfortingly.

"You're right. Toothless and I will go alone."

"Do you have a death wish? Toothless won't make it half way there, and with you on his back, you die together." Ferno reminded them, them blew off into a fit of coughs.

Toothess cooed and groaned at Hiccup. "I know, bug. Eels aren't your favourite, but you're the fastest dragon. We'll find this eel, and be back to Berk in no time."

Ferno temporarily recovered from the coughs. "I should go with you."

"Have you looked in the mirror. You're lucky to still be alive. No. Go back to Berk and stay there. I mean it." Hiccup nudged the saddle and took off.

"Wait, Hiccup! You've got all the other… ingredients." Astrid was too late. He was already in the sky and his head was in the clouds.

Fishlegs walked up to her. "Ah, don't worry. He'll be back before we are."

"Fishlegs, one thing you should learn about Hiccup: chances are never in his favour." Ferno said, flying into another state of coughs and sneezes.

-000-

Stoic came out of the Great Hall, coughing. "Do you have the ingredients?"

"Uh, Hiccup has them." Astrid said.

"Well, where is he?"

"I don't know. He should be here. He went off to get the last ingredient."

"Well, we have to find him. We won't be able to stand this eel pox much longer." Stoic said, coughing violently. "The fever, it makes it hard to think straight."

Just then, Gobber came out of the Great Hall, with a strange hat on his head and a weird scarf around his neck. "Yoo-hoo! Where's my little Gobber? Great Aunty Rose wants to give him a big kiss!"

"See what I mean?" Stoic said, holding Gobber's face, not to be attacked with Gobber kisses.

Something clicked in Ferno's brain and the hallucinations started to come in. Just then, Fenris walked up the steps, just in time for Ferno to slide off his dragon and waddle to his cousin like a duck.

"Fenris!" He stumbled over to his cousin, something familiar to a drunkard. "I'm dying… tell Odin that I was a good boy all my life so that he gives … and I want to be buried in a tomb of honey coated magic mushrooms, so that I should gorge myself for eternity in the afterlife. Fenris!" He gripped the Outcast's collar. "Fenris! I must have at least one memorial made in my honour and make sure the artist that's designing it has a license and is a funny lump of clay! And tell my descendants I died in no pain, but with the sweet taste of drugs in my mouth... and raw meat… stuffed with garlic… lightly baked."

"Uh?... Oh-kay?" Fenris, like any person in his situation, was beyond bewilderment.

"Oh, Adeliza. When did you dye your hair black? It suits you, sweetheart. Let me give you a big kiss!"

"Argh! Shove off." Fenris pressed the sole of his foot on his cousin's chest to stop anything of the sort happening.

"See what I mean?" Stoic asked the others, himself enjoying his stepson's hallucination.

"Uh, yeah. We'll find him, sir. I promise." Astrid said, looking strangely at both Gobber and Ferno.

"Oooh, a butterfly!" Ferno wandered off, with large sparkly eyes and an American smile on his lips.

"Would you stop that!? You're freaking me out!" Fenris yelled.
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"Hiccup's not back yet." Astrid said, landing near to four sick Vikings.

"You sure? 'Cause I-I could use some of that…medicine." Snotlout said, shivering and shattering.

"Wait, you guy are sick too?" Fishlegs looked at Snotlout, Ruff and Tuff.

"I'm j-j-j-f-f-fine. Ah-choo! J-j-just peachy." Tuffnut's teeth chattered.

"It's a giant… cabbage!" Ferno was lying on the floor, pointing to a cloud in the sky. "Maybe it's angry. Look how many wrinkles it has. Ooh, that one looks like a bunny!" He pointed to a different cloud. "I wanna have a pet." The Outcast Chief randomly burst into tears.

"Yeah… the hallucination have gotten worse." Fenris said, walking up to them and seeing the spectacle his cousin put up. "Tell me you have a plan."

"We can't send them out again. It's too dangerous." Fishlegs looked at the blond girl.

"Gothi and I will get everything ready – for when you get back." Astrid agreed.

"Right. Wait, get back from where?"

"Fishlegs, you're going to find Hiccup." Astrid had the final word.

"On Eel Island? Great."

"Don't worry. I'll come with you." Fenris offered.

"Have you ever ridden a dragon before?" Fishlegs asked.

"How…" Fenris approached Shriek, cautiously holding out a hand to the Boneknapper, as he saw many of the Berkians do before. "How hard can it be?... Besides, I don't care how many times I'll fall off his saddle, as long as I don't have to stay here." He looked back at the Outcast Chief.

"Bunnies!" Gasp. "And Squirrels! Bunnirels!"

"Please. Help me." Fenris begged the book nerd.

Fishlegs looked at the Outcast Chief. "I've known Ferno since we were toddlers, this…" He pointed at the Fire-bearer.

"I want Fuzzy Watermelons!"

"Is by far the creepiest he's ever gotten to? Get on Shriek."

"Thank you. You have saved my life. I am forever in your debt."

"You're infected too aren't you?"

"No. I'm just messing with you."

"I see it runs in the family."

"Hey! Watch what you blab or you'll find yourself with a sword in your throat."

"Like I said!"

They flew off… with some difficulty on Fenris' side.

"Eh maybe the fever is kicking back in, but I think I just saw two guys fly off on a dragon!" Tuffnut started laughing uncontrollably. "A dragon! I mean, how crazy would that be?... Where am I? Who are each of you?"

-000-

"Are you alright there?" Fishlegs asked.

"Yeah, I guess… this is much more difficult than it looks." Fenris said, holding onto the horns of the Boneknapper for dear life.

"It takes practise, I must say. When I first rode a dragon, I had the unfortunate circumstance of being under pressure: our Tribe's survival. It was torture."

"Really?… not much has changed then. My first ride on a dragon trying to save a tribe." Fenris said, in a deadpanned look.

Awkward silence.

"So… you and Ferno are cousins?..."

"Yep. His biological father and my mother were siblings."

"Alvin and Alice Bjornson, weren't they?" Fishlegs looked in awe at his riding companion. "I've read some chronicles about them."

"Oh really? What have you read?"

"Alvin was banished when Stoic became Chief. No one said why. His sister, was the only remaining heir to their father's wealth. But she couldn't leave her brother and after two years, when he engaged in a war, she joined him on Outcast Island. In the end, both were stripped of their honourable and wealthy family name and their father died a miserable and lonely death… oh! Sorry." Fishlegs only just realised that he was talking with the deceased's grandson.

"You've done your research. His son became Chief of a disarranged and misguided tribe, while his sister had a son and was pushed aside by her brother in all things… for reasons unknown." Fenris turned dark and scary, not a good combination for Fishlegs.

"There's Eel Island." Fishlegs saw the hunk of land floating in the sea.

-000-

"Uh! Hiccup!" Fishlegs landed not too far away from an almost unconscious Hiccup.

"Fishlegs! Ferno! Am I glad to see you?"

"Who are you calling Ferno?" Fenris growled, then toppling off the saddle and landing on the floor. "Ok, that hurts."

"Are you okay?" Fishlegs asked the Dragon Conqueror.

"I'm fine."

"Uh." Fenris rubbed his head getting off the floor. "Where's your offspring of lightning and death? And what kind of offspring did that?"

"That would be the offspring of lightning and death itself… and his name is Toothless, actually."

"And who was he fighting?" Fishlegs asked.

"Uh, mostly me. Also, himself a little bit." Hiccup explained. Fishlegs and Fenris looked at him quizzically. "Welcome to Eel Island!"

"Well, did you find any eels?"

"We did including the one that ended up in Toothless' stomach."

Fishlegs now got really into Hiccup's face. "He ate… An eel?!"

"And it's not agreeing with him either." Hiccup became to make a net.

"What are you doing?" Fishlegs questioned his friend.

"I'm building a netter trap."

"What in the name of Odin is that?" Fenris asked.

"You really think this is going to hold Toothless?" Fishlegs examined the apparent netter trap.

"Well, if it doesn't, Meatlug can always sit on him." Hiccup said, optimistically.

"She can hear you, you know." SNORE. "Long day. And Shriek can probably put on a couple of… tones or so right?" The Boneknapper growled at the nerd, because it obviously had so much to fear of his size.

"Easy there, big guy." Hiccup calmed his brother's dragon, then returned to his trap. "I don't know how much worse things can get."

"Ah… we do." Fenris said. "Very much actually."

"The ingredients for Gothi's eel pox cure are still in Toothless' saddlebag, and I do not even want to tell you what's going on back in the village."

"Can we please just get the cure now. I do not want to deal with a hallucinating Ferno for the rest of my days. I'm not ready for Hel yet."

"Agreed." Fishlegs and Hiccup said simultaneously, imagining the Outcast Chief.

-000-

"Hehehehehehe! Snow Angels!" The Fire-bearer kept wiping his hands and feet on the snow-absent ground and giggling like a small child. "So much fun!"

-000-

"We'd better get in the air and see if we can track Toothless down." Hiccup got on his brother's saddle and the Outcast got on the passenger's seat, eager to be relieved of that duty. "Hey, Fishlegs, does that clearing look familiar at all? That's… that's a Typhoomarang mark! The only dragon that eats eels."

"Do I even want to know what a Typhoomarang is?" Fenris asked looking down at the mark.

"Oh, well, that makes sense. It it's the perfect habitat for them, really. I bet there's tons of wild Typhoomarang here." Fishlegs was elated at the discovery, until he realised its dangers and his elation deflated. "And that's bad. Really bad."

-000-

"Hiccup, you said Toothless' skin felt warm, right?" Fishlegs asked.

"Yeah, plus he's got what you might call an explosive cough." Hiccup added.

"Ok, put all that together and it sounds a lot like…" Fishlegs said and then realisation stuck both him and Hiccup.

"Eel Pox!"

Fenris face-palmed. "Sounds like a nerd convention."

"I wonder if eels cure the pox in people, maybe they cause it in dragons." Hiccup voiced his opinion.

"Maybe." Fishlegs agreed.

"So if we give Toothless the medicine, maybe that'll counteract the eel." Hiccup continued in his stubborn trail of thoughts.

"And if it doesn't?" Fenris, as they learnt, was a pessimist.

"If you have a better idea, spill it out." Hiccup asked.

"You're the dragon experts." Fenris threw his arms up defensively.

-000-

The three boys hid in the rocks, observing the Night Fury before it noticed them.

"Ok, there he is." Hiccup said, pointing to his dragon.

"So what's the plan, boss?"

"Uh… guys…" Fishlegs turned around to his horror.

"I think we should—"

"Guys, do you have a minute?" Fishlegs tugged on one of his companion's shirts. Fenris turned around, and jumped at the sight.

"Uh, can it wait?" Hiccup asked.

"It could. It could. But I don't think it will."

Hiccup turned around and saw the massive Typhoomarang standing over them.

"Oh… just great." Fenris deadpanned.

-000-

"Guys, keep that guy busy. I'm getting my dragon back." Hiccup ordered them.

"Are you sure that's the wisest thing to do?" Fenris asked.

"Yep."

"Us? Fishlegs, Meatlug and an untrained and unmatched pair against a Typhoomarang? Does that really seem fair to you?"

"Nope. The Typhoomarang doesn't stand a chance!" Hiccup jumped off the Boneknapper and landed on the Night Fury.

"Wonderful." Fenris scoffed and rolled his eyes.

-000-

Fishlegs and Fenris were having a really tough time with the Typhoomarang whilst Hiccup rode Toothless like a wild bull.

"Thor! If you're listening, I could really use Astrid's help! Ahh! Or Ferno's! Ahh! Or Snotlout's! Ahh! Or the Twins. Seriously, I will even take the Twins!"

"What I would give to have a few soldiers from Uncle, right now?" Fenris mumbled.

-000-

"Ooh." One big buff soldier oohed discovering what happened to his hand when he balled it up. "Ha!" He punched the man next to him. "Ha!" He punched him again, and the soldier remained unmoved and unaffected by the punch. "Ha! Ha! Ha!"

-000-

"Looks like it's time for the 'gale force Gronkle. Hit it girl! Gale force Gronkle!"

"Corny." Fenris said, awkwardly, looking at his cousin's dragons who roared in agreement.

The Gronkle started to bludgeon the Typhoomarang with speed that you wouldn't have imagined a Gronkle to move with.

"Ok. Give me a second for my insides to catch up with my outsides. That's why we don't do that one too often." Fishlegs turned to Fenris. "Now let's go get Hiccup."

-000-

The Boneknapper fell on top of the Night Fury, before he was able to fire at the Dragon Conqueror, and nestled on him like a chicken on it's nest.

"All right, Fenris!" Hiccup breathed in relief at the sight of the dark haired Outcast.

"Careful Hiccup." Fishlegs warned his friend. "He might shoot."

"No, he won't." Hiccup reassured him and walked up to his dragon. "You're ok. You're just a little sick, bud. But we have a way to fix that."

Fishlegs prepared the medicine, Fenris sat on the saddle, and Hiccup observed his dragon's soft, pained growling.

"Here goes nothing." Hiccup said, when Fishlegs gave him the medicine.

"And how do you imagine we're gonna feed the whole sick population of Berk with… that?" Fenris asked, looking at the remains of the medicine.

"Uh… somehow." Hiccup said, dismissively.

"Did it work?" Fishlegs asked.

"I'm not entirely sure." Hiccup replied.

There was a moment of confusion in the acidic green eyes of the Night Fury. But in that moment, Hiccup recognised his dragon. "There's the Toothless I know. Welcome back, bud." Shriek got off the Night Fury and the two best friends tackled each other to the ground.

There was a distant roar somewhere. "Um, while I love the reunion, perhaps we should finish it back on Berk." Fishlegs suggested.

"I couldn't possibly agree with you more."

"Thank Thor. I had enough dragons for one day." Fenris breathed, still finding it difficult to stay on the saddle.

"What? You don't want to train your own dragon?" Hiccup asked, once they were in the air.

"Uh… I'll think about it." Fenris' expression was unreadable, so it was difficult to determine whether or not he was seriously going to consider training his dragon after this adventure.

-000-

"Excuse me." Hiccup flew up to Astrid's shivering form. "Uh, you should be indoors, young lady. You'll catch your death of cold in this weather."

"Hiccup! You're okay!" She was surprised.

"I'm new so correct me if I'm wrong but are those two an… item?" Fenris whispered to Fishlegs.

"Oh, you have a lot of catching up to do." Fishlegs threw an arm around the Outcast. "Those two have been dancing around each other for the past year. Be aware of the flirting. It's something everyone avoids. This is just a friend's heads up."

-000-

"Come on, coz. Swallow." Fenris was feeding the Outcast Chief like he fed the Chief's children, with a spoon. "Come on, chief. In goes the air plane."

"No!" Ferno pouted like a toddler with the age younger than his children. "I don't want it!" He pouted and rolled his lip.

"Come on, one for sonny and one for daughty. Come on, make the kiddies proud." Fenris sighed, when his cousin, refused to swallow the medicine. "Alright, fine. I'm gonna do, what I do with your son." Fenris grabbed his cousin's jaw and threw the medicine inside his throat. "I don't remember signing up to be your babysitter!"

"Ahggooo!" The Chief clapped his hands together like a child, giggling like a toddler.

"Oh man." Fenris moaned and gripped his cousin's shoulder. "Ferno!" He shook him. "Snap out of it! You are freaking me out! I now immaturity is your thing but this is just way too far!"

"Dada!" Either Loki or Freya yelled cried out from the crib.

"See! Even your kids want you back. That's saying something!"

The grey eyes, that reminded Fenris of his uncle, rolled back behind his sockets for about 30 seconds…

Fenris feared he lost his only cousin and Chief. He had dreamed of this ever since that childish wretch stole the love of his life. But now, the boy, who was lying in front of him, was perhaps a lot less desirable and satisfying than he imagined it.

The eyes rolled back and the juvenile smile returned. Ferno's head turned sideways to look at his cousin. "Hey, I'm back. You're stuck with me. Suffer the pain."

Phew. Ferno was back. All was normal once again

"Ferno."

"Yeah?"

"… Glad you're back. And Ferno?"

"Yeah."

"Train me a dragon."

"What the…? What exactly happened while I was… away."

-000-

FINALY! MY FINGERS ARE BLEEDING!

I don't think this episode turned out very well. But I just wanted to dedicate an episode to Fenris. I have to say that he's a very shadowy character and has a very complicated personality: Protective, smart, a good listener, stubborn and arrogant.

Although I think I didn't involve those traits.

I also need a dragon for Fenris now.

PLEASE REVIEW!


	59. Smoke Gets In Your Eyes

Trader Johan docked his ship on the Berkian ship yard and the Berk's youth and others boarded the ship, wanting to purchase cool new stuff and other various things the trader had bought.

However not all of the party was so ecstatic about the Trader's arrival.

"That guy never lets me touch any of his cool stuff." Snotlout moaned.

"Well, that's because last time he was here you broke half of it." Hiccup reasoned.

"And before that you broke all of it." Ferno added in.

"It's my word against his." Snotlout defended.

"Ah, Berk! The Crown Jewel of the entire Archipelago!" Johan said, pulling the plank overboard to allow his potential customers onto his deck.

He kept advertising the merchandise, but nothing caught the attention of the Fire-bearer, even more so, when he was reminded of a 'special lady' when Johan promoted a pair of earrings. Ferno scowled the scoff of a broken hearted man in silence.

"Ah, Master Ferno! Anything I could offer you?"

"Nothing." The Outcast Chief said, absent-mindedly, looking through the stocks of produce.

"You've recently become Chief of some men, and in need of something to… show off your Chief-ly status?"

"Uh." Ferno looked at the only sign that he was a Chief: his father's belt. "… That would be indeed wanted."

"Perhaps I could interest you in this…" Johan lead Ferno into the depths of the ship. "Outcast armour… for an Outcast Chief."

On a mannequin was the traditional Outcast armour. Shoulder pads, torso protection, chain (or rather dragon scale) mail, boots, metal and bone kilt, and most importantly a helmet that unlike all other Viking helmets (of a metal cup and two horns) covered the face with a metal facet. All and everything was made of dragon scales or bone or metal.

"Where did you get it?"

"Traded it with an Outcast soldier."

"What do you want for it?"

They concluded their business, Trader Johan always being generous to all and any Princes, having learned a good lesson in his years of travelling about being generous and friendly to people with power, or soon to be.

-000-

"What's in the wrapping?" Hiccup asked, as his brother tossed a large package onto his dragon's back.

"My stuff."

"Aside from the obvious."

"None of your business."

"Fine then. Shut me out."

"Hey, I have a right for privacy. Besides, you'll see it soon enough."

Gobber called out to them. "Boys, you think you could spare a hook?"

"Not a problem, Gobber. Hey, guys." Hiccup, always the helpful and enthusiastically one, jumped onto his dragon, followed by his brother and friends.

"Let's do this, Macey!" Tuffnut said, holding up a shiny and pretty big mace.

"Macey?"

"You don't want to know." Astrid said, rolling her eyes.

Snotlout wanted to get on his own dragon and do as expected of him, until Gobber's prosthetic gripped him by the shirt and lifted him up.

"Not so fast, you. I paid good money for this scrap. I'll not have you dropping it into the ocean."

So the remaining six dragon riders flew off to the Forge with the scrap metal in their claws, leaving Snotlout on the boat to feel lonely and neglected.

-000-

"What's going on?" Hiccup walked up to his friends, with Toothless by his side.

"A bunch of stuff got stolen from the village last night." Astrid informed him. "And some of us are taking it pretty hard."

Everyone looked at Tuffnut. "Oh! Macey! Macey! Oh! She's- she's…" Tuffnut was literally crying. "She's gone!? Nooo! Oh." His ferocity turned to his sister. "You. You were always jealous of her. You knew that I loved her more, because I told you every so often and I wrote it in your room on the wall!"

"Did he just say 'he loved a mace more than his sister'? As in he loved his sister, until something more important to him came along. Everybody! The Twins admitted they love each other... Well, at least one of them did." Ferno yelled across the plaza.

Stoic walked up to his son. "We have quite a situation on our hands. Axes, shields, helmets, drinking goblets, all stolen."

"Axes, shields, helmets, drinking goblets. What do those things have in common?"

"Obviously, duh, they're all gone." Snotlout said.

"Well done, Captain Obvious." Ferno slapped Snotlout on the back. "You can qualify for a detective."

"No, they're metal. Everything that's missing is metal." Hiccup cut off his brother.

"Hiccup, everything we own is metal." Astrid pointed out.

"It's a theory. Work with me."

"Stoic!" Gobber came running up. "Bucket and Mulch are slapping each other with sturgeons!"

"What happened to their bludgeons?"

"Stolen. Hence, the sturgeon."

Stoic observed the two slappers. "In some ways, I guess that's probably better."

"Uh, Dad, what do you say you take care of the sturgeon slapping while Astrid, Ferno and I do a little investigating." Hiccup suggested to his father, who nodded his agreement and left them.

"Investigating? What exactly are you planning, Hiccup?"

"To return to the scenes of the crimes and see if we can find out something about this metal thief."

"Yes, because he probably left foot prints." Ferno rolled his eyes and mumbled.

"I miss her!" Tuffnut couldn't control his sobbing. "She had such a weird voice!"

-000-

"Gobber, can you remember who's been here in the last couple of days?" Hiccup asked his mentor, while Ferno and Astrid inspected the Forge.

"Mm, hard to say. Business has been booming. There's only 41 shopping days left until Snoggletog, you know. Don't wait until the last minute."

"Like I said, no foot prints." Ferno said, getting up from the floor.

"No foot prints or anything." Astrid said.

"This metal thief won't get the best of me. I've set a booby trap that's guaranteed to nab him." Gobber walked up and abundantly stopped once something clicked.

"What's the matter?"

"Uh, it would appear that I've trapped myself in my own booby. No one move a muscle."

"Real smart, Gobber the Trapper. How are you gonna get out of this one?"

-000-

"This is where Macey was before her disappearance." Tuffnut looked accusingly at his sister. "Quote, unqote."

"I didn't take your stupid mace." Ruffnut growled back at him.

"It was her favourite spot." Tuffnut literally built an altar for his new best friend. "She just loved watching the sunsets… Or this wall, just depending on which side I left her on… Sunsets."

"This is weird." Astrid whispered to the two brothers.

"What was your first clue? The altar or the tragic wailing?" Ferno asked.

"This is weird even for the Twins." Hiccup said, looking at Tuffnut in horror.

"Hey! Leave me out of this one!" Ruffnut defended herself.

"Strange. No forced entry. Not a single footprint. And no eyewitnesses." Hiccup said, looking around.

"I just don't get it." Astrid said.

"I do. It's so obvious. And you call yourselves detectives." Ruffnut smirked.

"Uh, first of all, no we don't call ourselves detectives—"

"You don't give yourself any cool names." Ferno remarked.

Hiccup turned back to Ruffnut after glaring at his brother. "And second, what's so obvious?

She gestured for them to come closer to her. "What you're looking for is not just a metal thief, it's a ghost metal thief. Uh-huh."

"That sounds like the type of story I tell my 6 month old children." Ferno said, deadpanned.

-000-

"Well that was helpful, as usual." Hiccup said, walking out of the Thorston household.

"What were you expecting from the Thorston Twins?" Ferno asked.

"It's getting late. We'll start again in the morning." Astrid got on Stormfly, and the three best friends went to their respectable homes.

-000-

The next morning all the teens met up in the town plaza, all missing something metal. For Snotlout, Fishlegs and the Twins it was a helmet, for Astrid, it was her shoulder pads and for Ferno it was his Chieftain belt and it was his turn to have a tantrum.

"No! No! My belt!" He fell to the floor gripping Astrid's shirt, who was having a tough time to get out of his grip. "It was a family relic!" He cried. "And it kept my pants up!" Now those, were crocodile tears. He stood up and faced a deadpanned Astrid. "Now what am I supposed to do!? Walk around like this all day?" He said, holding his pants in his hands.

"You're not the only one that's lost a metal." Astrid said. "And stop pulling on my shirt!"

"No! I'm the only one that's lost his dignity!?" The Fire-bearer growled.

"Can someone please give him a belt before he hurts himself?" Astrid rubbed her eyes.

There was a collective no from all the male counterparts.

"Last time Ferno took something of mine, he gave it back in 7 years." Fishlegs said.

"I gave it back right."

"After I caught you red-handed and threatened you to return it."

"Whatever."

"Urgh, I feel so naked without my helmet." Snotlout said.

"I'll soon be half-naked if I don't find a belt." Ferno moaned.

"Drama Queen." Astrid murmured.

"But I made a sketch of the thief." Tuffnut said, walking up to them. "It came to me in a dream." He showed them a drawing of someone they knew very well. "You see, my subconscious is working overtime, like a sports team that just can't win."

"Uh, Tuffnut, that's you." Astrid spilt the beans for him.

"No, it's not."

"Uh, yes it is." Fishlegs pursued.

"No, it isn't. I think I would know myself if I—" He looked at the picture. "Huh, I guess it is."

Hiccup, who had just flew up to them, spoke up. "Hey, guys. I know who the thief is. Or should I say I know who our thieves are?"

"Well, go on. I want my belt back." Ferno said, his arms begging to ache from holding up his pants.

Hiccup gave him a weird look. "Adolescent Smokebreaths Dragons."

"Of course! Smokebreaths steal metal to build their nests." Fishlegs babbled any and all information his brain threw onto his tongue.

"But why would Smokebreaths be on Berk?" Stoic asked.

"Chief! Coming in for the big win! Smothering Smokebreaths normally don't stray far from their home on Breakneck Bog."

"That's the part I'm still not clear about." Hiccup said, rubbing his chin.

"Well, get clear on it. And fast!" Ferno pressured him. "Sort of in a crisis here."

Gobber came running out of his forge. "I've been robbed! The thief evaded my booby traps and took all the metal I bought from Trader Johan! Left me with nary a scrap of… scrap!"

Hiccup turned to the Berkian Chief. "Dad, I think I might know how the Smokebreaths got here."

"Oh wonderful."

"Will you shut up, drama queen?" Astrid hissed at him.

"Can't, sis."

-000-

Well, it just as Hiccup thought: Johan bought the metal scraps, without knowing that they were stockpiled with Smokebreaths eggs, from a Berserker and sold them here.

Now there was almost no metal on Berk, meaning there were no weapons and Berk was defenceless!

"Dad, we've still got the dragons." Hiccup reasoned with his father.

"And Dagur has an armada. Six dragons are no match for a full scale attack." Stoic retorted.

"Yes. Because it's not like we haven't faced him before with nothing but 6 six dragons." Ferno said sarcastically, from behind Stoic, still holding his trousers.

-000-

"We have to find that missing metal. Especially the weapons." Hiccup told his friends.

"Oh, Macey must be so alone and scared out there. It's hard out there for a mace. Oh, Macey." Tuffnut moaned.

"You always take the little things for granted until they get taken away from you." Ferno groaned.

"Can we step on it, otherwise those two will die any minute." Astrid's nerves were soon to collapse from under her.

"Maybe the Smokebreaths took the metal back to Breakneck Bog." Hiccup, always the one to start a long analysis when his girlfriend was quite obviously was going crazy because of his brother's and friend's moaning.

"I don't think so." Ah, Fishlegs, another one. "Smokebreaths can't fly long distances carrying a lot of weight.

"Hey, Snotlout, how'd you get your helmet back?" Ruffnut asked, noticing that the Jorgenson was indeed wearing a helmet.

He chuckled. "It's my spare. A real warrior is never without his helmet."

Astrid scoffed. "Can't say the same for his brain."

"What is it with you today? You are so up my—" Hookfang couldn't have chosen a better moment to flame up. Huh, all that bonding time paid off.

"Hey! Snotlout, come on, please focus." Hiccup said, inwardly smirking.

"Come on, really? Oh!" There the Nightmare went off again. Thankfully.

"Anyway… If the Smokebreaths didn't take the metal back to Breakneck Bog, hey must have started building a nest somewhere here on Berk."

"Awesome!" The Twins and Ferno yelled, then saw everyone's faces. "Not awesome?"

Astrid tilted her head. "You sure you're not triplets?"

"No, definitely not awesome." Hiccup said, sternly, inheriting his father's hate for his brother, for a moment.

"How are we gonna find them? They could be anywhere." Astrid said.

"Well, there's only one way to catch a metal thief and that's—"

"Wait, don't tell me. With a net! No! No, no with a rope! No? Okay. Oh, oh! Don't say it. With a ropey net." Tuffnut babbled on in his bout of stupidity.

"I was just going to say metal." Hiccup admitted the shocking news to Tuffnut.

"Oh! It was on the tip of my tongue! Stupid tongue. Flick it. Come on, flick it!" Ruffnut would never, in her lifetime or in her sanity, avoid a chance to somehow hurt her twin.

"Ow! Oh yeah."

"So we need to gather all the metal from the arena and bait a trap that the Smokebreaths won't be able to resist. We lure them in, let them take the metal, and follow them right back to the nest and all our missing weapons."

"So what will happen when we lose them, like we always do and all the last scraps of metal the village has will be lost in a useless pursuit." Ferno asked, his half-brother.

"I guess, then we'll have to stay on track. We have no other choice, do we?" Hiccup told him.

"You did say all the metal, right?" Astrid grinned, looking directly at Snotlout's spare helmet.

"What? Oh, you've gotta be kidding me. What about his leg? That's made of metal." Snotlout complained.

"Snotlout!"

"All I'm saying is fair is fair."

"Snotlout please."

-000-

They hid behind the barrels.

"I still think we should've flipped a yak pie for it." Snotlout pursued his mission to save his treasured helmet.

"What a waste of good pie." Ferno hissed back, himself feeling uneasy about leaving his shiny new armour, which he had locked up in the cellar of his house. "My brand new armour, however, is worth the yak pie."

"Ssshhh. It looks like they've taken the bait." Hiccup shushed his brother up. "Ok, very important. No one do absolutely anything until I give the signal."

"Get em!" The Twins, as always in unison, flew into the mist of smoke, head on.

"Yet another plan perfectly executed." Hiccup said to himself, face-palming.

"Dragons! Everyone!"

-000-

"Hiccup!" Astrid yelled out to the wind.

"Bro!" Ferno followed close behind her.

"Guys, I found the Smokebreaths nest."

"We don't have time for that." Astrid cut him off. "We've just spotted something on the horizon that could be a bigger problem than the Smokebreaths."

"You'd think there's no such thing right?" Ferno added.

-000-

"Well, this guys is like, the king of Armadas? Does he go anywhere without me?" Hiccup said, looking through the spyglass.

"It's like he knew we were gonna be defenceless." Astrid said.

"He did. Trader Johan said he bought the scrap metal from a Berserker." Hiccup remembered. "And it was from Breakneck Bog. Dagur planted those dragons. He knew what they would do."

Ferno smirked. "Hm. I wonder where he got the brains to think of that much?"

"Hiccup, you found the Smokebreaths nest. You and the other riders go for to it and get out weapons." Stoic suggested to his son.

"They'll be protecting it by now. We don't have enough time to fight the Smokebreaths and get back here before Dagur attacks." Hiccup said.

"Then I say, we head out there and blast those Berserkers with what we've got." Stoic said.

"Even with our dragons, the seven of us won't be able to take out those ships alone." Hiccup reasoned.

"Well, if we cut ourselves in half, we'd be… twice as many!" Tuffnut proved the worth of his brains.

"Just once, try stopping it between here," Astrid pointed to her head, "and here," she pointed to her mouth.

"Assuming the first exists." Ferno commented.

"No, he's actually onto something." Hiccup had the habit of somehow creating a plan and idea out of a very stupid comment.

"See? I'll get an axe." Tuffnut ran off.

"Ok, but we're cutting you first!" Ferno yelled out to him.

"What? No. You don't need an axe. We don't need more of us. We need more dragons."

"That's you're solution to everything, isn't it? More dragons." Ferno mumbled.

"What are you saying, son?" Stoic asked.

"Why fight against the Smokebreaths when we when we can fight with them? Everyone, bring any metal you might still have in your houses. It doesn't matter how small it is!"

"You heard my son!" Stoic yelled to his villagers.

Ferno took out his marriage ring, looked at it, sighed, and put it back, and instead took out his father's sword.

-000-

All the metal was tied up in nets and hovered a bit on over the nest and flew off.

"Ok, there they are." Astrid said, looking back and seeing the fog of Smokebreaths.

"We need to pick up the pace. If they get this metal, we're done."

"How did we live without metal?" Ferno said, as they flew towards the Armada.

-000-

"Ok, gang! Metal away!" Hiccup yelled, and the brittle trinkets and spoons and tea cups fell onto the Berserker boats.

Although for the longest time, nothing happened…

"Hiccup, if this fails you owe me a good sword." Ferno growled at his brother.

"I thought it was supposed to…" Astrid turned to Hiccup.

"Wait for it…" He told both of them.

It was sad to watch really. A grand and great Armada and greatest fleet of the Archipelago collapse and fall because of a few measly spoons and tea cups. Pathetic.

-000-

"Where is it?!" Ferno threw random bits and items of metal from the pile, which was brought back by the Riders and chucked in the middle of the village for the owners to collect their stolen property. Ferno, however, was having difficulty finding his property. "Where is it!? I can't find it!"

"Still can't find the old belt?" Hiccup said as he and Astrid came up to him.

"WHAT DO YOU THINK?!" Ferno yelled back at him, fury in his eyes, steam coming out of his ears, and… his pants, which he did so well to hold up, fell down and the pink underwear with love hearts on it… made its appearance known to the world.

"Urgh!" Astrid covered her eyes. "Someone get this boy a belt!"

"I would have thought you having a wife, however short the time, you're choice of underwear would have changed." Hiccup said, trying his best to squeeze the memory of them out of his eyes and memory.

"Hey!" Ferno, blushing beet red, yelled, pulling up the trousers back on. "Don't make me start telling stories about you." Now was Hiccup's and Astrid's turn to flame up in the face.

"Shut. Up." Hiccup hissed through gritted teeth.

-000-

Oh… Finally! Done! I cannot believe it! It's finished! Although somehow it was easier to write, this one.

PLEASE REVIEW.


	60. Bing Bang Boom

"Aw, what?" Ferno was in the middle of putting his twins for a nap, and was about to murder the Thorston Twins if their raucous was going to ruin all his hard work: getting a pair of twins to bed. "The Twins are going to put the twins to bed if they wake them up."

The tired and angry father, stormed out of his house and looked around angrily for the pair of twins that were sure to detonate Loki and Freya any second now. He only found three mad, crazy, adolescent Thunderdrums terrorizing the village.

"Oh… great… I'm betting my shiny new armour that this is Hiccup's doing… leave it to my brother to find trouble."

-000-

"Should we even bother asking what's going on?" Astrid asked, as she and Ferno flew up to the Night Fury rider.

"Out of control baby Thunderdrum. Yep, that's what's going on." He explained it as simply as he could, until a Thunderdrum came over and roared in his ear.

"And I'm guessing you'd like them under control?"

"That would be preferred, yes."

"Where's the fun in that?" Ferno laughed… until a random sonic blast from one of the Thunderdrums tipped him off his saddle and he lay in the dirt cracking his neck, while his two friends were cracking up laughing. "Fine… I see your point… let's get them under control."

"Can you two help me wrangle them into the academy?" Hiccup asked them.

"Thought you'd never ask."

"The things I do for favourite brothers."

-000-

"Hiccup, I want those troublemakers off my island now!" That was what Stoic was yelling as soon as Ferno's dragon touched the ground.

"Ok, we'll go. But know this. Our mother will miss us." Tuffnut said.

"Not you… the dragons." Hiccup's hand slid from his face in pain and ago.

"Oh. Had me there Chief for a minute, cause we're also troublemakers." Tuff laughed nervously in the presence of the intimidating Chief.

"Shame really." Ferno mumbled. "Imagine a Berk, without the Twins?"

"I don't see it." Fishlegs said.

"Yeah, I got nothing either."

"Dad, don't you think we'd better off training them?"

"Oh no." Ferno covered his eyes, imagining what would happen if Hiccup was put in charge of the loud destructive dragons that just now tried to destroy the entire village.

"Think about it, they're fast, powerful—"

"Destructive, loud and out of control." Stoic finished for his son.

"Uh, Chief, you're kinda making Hiccup's argument for him." Tuffnut supplied.

"The lad's got a point, Stoic." Gobber walked up to his closest friend and chief. "A squadron of Thunderdrums would be tough for Dagur and the Berserkers to defend against."

"Uh, what? What? Start again from the part about 'tough for Dagur and the Berserkers'." What magic words for the Fire-bearer were needed to get his attention?

"You really think you can get them under control, son?" Stoic looked optimistically at Hiccup.

"I know we can. I mean, look how great Thornado tuned out to be." Hiccup hit the Bullseye of how to persuade Stoic.

"Yeah, but teenagers are considerably more difficult than adults." Ferno mumbled. Stoic glared at him and in return the Outcast gave his stepfather the signature-bittersweet-too-innocent-smile.

Astrid and Fishlegs begged the Chief, despite the previously unhelpful comment.

"Alright, fine. But the first sign of trouble, they go. Thornado isn't their mother or a babysitter. He's got chiefly duties, just like I do."

"Dad, you won't be sorry, I promise. I already have the whole plan laid out on how to train them."

"I remember the last time, he said that, after that we had to carry buckets of water all night to put out the village fire." Ferno said, as usual, in his conversation with the sky.

-000-

Hiccup, Astrid and Ferno stood there with their hands bunkering their ears.

"Ok, now might be a good time to roll out that big plan of yours." Astrid looked at the boy standing next to her.

"Right, right. Big plan. Uh, ok." Hiccup repeated.

"Let me guess, you have no plan." Astrid guessed.

"You, you're right. That would be correct." Hiccup agreed.

"How did you get to be the plan and leader guy?" Ferno mumbled.

"Well, don't you think you better get one before our ears explode?" Astrid told the Dragon Trainer.

"Wait! Wait! Our ears can actually explode?" Tuffnut asked.

"Let's see!" Ruffnut pulled herself and her brother to the nearest Thunderdrum and pulled their faces in front of its jaws, to discover the answer to their question.

"Yes, explode, explode! Come on!" Ferno chanted.

"Don't encourage them!" Hiccup scolded him.

"The Twins or the Thunderdrum?" Ferno asked.

"Neither!"

"Alright." Hiccup said, somehow being heard by the other riders. "So, uh, I guess the first thing we should do is name them."

"No, the first thing we need to do is to get them to shut up!" Snotlout screamed.

"For once, the moron has a point." Ferno told his brother.

Fishlegs ran up to them with a handful of dragon nip. "Over here! Dragon nip: Old school, but effective."

Those nasty little buggers began to coo like innocent little kittens.

"Great. But we can't have them laying around in a haze doing nothing all day—"

"I'm sure, Stoic, would love that." Ferno said, rolling his eyes.

"Yeah, that's what the twins are for." Snotlout agreed.

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, don't judge. We already did something today."

"Yeah. What? What did you do?" Snotlout challenged them.

"What did we do? What did we do?!" Ruffnut was appalled at the lack of expectations put on them. "Wait. What _did _we do?"

"We named them." Tuffnut, for once in a millennium, had an idea.

"Oh this should be good." Astrid told the two brothers beside.

"Get ready for a fit of laughter." Ferno smiled.

"Ready? Now wait for it. Bing!" Tuffnut pointed to one.

"Bam!" Ruffnut did the next one.

"And… Lloyd... You can thank us later."

"Call me crazy, but I'm thinking there might be a more logical choice than 'Lloyd'." Fishlegs approached them.

"Like what?"

"Uh, 'Boom'?"

"Oh yeah, I guess that could work." Tuffnut said dismissively. "No way. How about Darren? Sorry, Lloyd."

"Alright, now that that's all taken care of, let's try some actually training." Hiccup clasped his hands, just like an annoying teacher.

"Uh." Tuffnut put up his hand, just like a pesky student. "Voting is still open on the Lloyd thing, though, right? Right?" Hiccup gave him a look. "Okay, just checking. Darren still on the table thought, right?"

-000-

Hiccup tried his good old method: hand to snout. "Wow, that could have gone a lot worse." The Thunderdrum, whether his name was Bing, Bang or Boom, sneezed and Hiccup went flying… knocking over Fishlegs (a surprising feet for someone of his body mass to someone of Fishleg's body mass)… and being caught by Toothless' reassuring paws.

"Wow, like that?" Fishlegs said from the ground.

"Yep. Exactly like that." Hiccup cracked his back.

"What did I say about teenagers?" Ferno: always the hypocrite.

-000-

"Stay. Stay." Astrid said, sternly to the demented Thunderdrums, but they didn't hear her, because they were too distracted by the fun task of circling Stormfly until her head would hurt. "Clearly 'stay' isn't in their vocabulary."

At some point, Stormfly wacked each of them to the other side of the arena, so that they would all collapse under the stony pressure of the wall.

"Well, that should teach them." Astrid said contently, before they bolted at Stormfly, causing her to collapse. "Urgh."

-000-

A small ball rolled up to the three Thunderdrums, and they, temporarily, stopped their ballistic pursuit of chasing each other and sonic blasting the ears of all the riders, to sniff the small ball. Seconds after that, it exploded with dragon nip and they were paralysed with bliss.

Hiccup, Astrid and Fishlegs each gave collective deadpanned looks at Ferno.

"What? You wanted them to calm down and I wanted not to go deaf. Look them, they're cute as buttons."

"Moron." The three muttered under their breaths.

"Ferno remember this once and for all: Stop. Stealing. My. INVENTIONS!"

-000-

Snotlout put up targets for the three Thunderdrums. "This what you guys need. Something you're supposed to destroy. Hookfang, show em' how it's done."

For once, The Nightmare obliged and shot the barrel targets instead of his master. However, when Snotlout put the barrel back on the shelf, the Thunderdrums still didn't understand what to do.

"Here. Right here, thunderdumbs." Snotlout pointed to the target. "Do I need to spell it out for you? Destr—" There, they fired, and Snotlout just happened to be in their line of fire. "Bullseye."

Ferno, Astrid and the Twins couldn't stop laughing at Snotlout's pain, after that.

-000-

Fishlegs didn't turn out well either. Let's just say that his lovey-fuddy-duddy dragon didn't really show true loyalty to him and the Ingerman was left alone in that field.

The Twins… succeeded! If someone could believe that. They taught the Thunderdrums how to burp the alphabet. A wonderfully useless skill that would serve absolutely no purpose even for the Twins themselves.

After a small incident of Tuffnut being tossed over to the barrels and crashing in with Snotlout, the Thunderdrums began to fly around uncontrollably.

"Uh, we're not yet done here!"

"Really? Because I'm willing to do anything right now to have a rain-check." Ferno walked up to Hiccup.

Hiccup looked at his brother and, in the same suffering state, best friend. "I know guys, the word 'excruciating' come to mind."

"You named it!"

They thought this horror wouldn't end. They were wrong.

At that moment, Thornado flew into the Academy. One roar was all that was needed to calm the insane adolescent Thunderdrums. They landed and for that flat space of time while he was there they were the perfect dragons.

"Would you look at that? Finally getting through to them… well, someone is." Hiccup said, amazed at their obedience. He walked up to his father's dragon. "Ok, Thornado. How about a little follow the leader?"

Thornado lifted into the air, performing circles with the three misfits following behind him.

"Holy spears… I got an idea, let's train an adult Thunderdrum, to train them." Ferno suggested to his brother, who rolled his eyes and moved on.

"That was promising, eh bud."

"Yeah, I hardly recognise them." Astrid added, with equal astonishment.

Some people, however, were not so pleased about their transformation. "Oh no. What did you do!?" Tuffnut yelled in his agony, alongside his sister. "I'm so sorry Darren."

At that point Stoic entered the Arena, yelling Thornado's name. "Thornado! Thornado! Come now, we have Chiefing to do." He then noticed the well behaved Thunderdrums. "That's an improvement. Well done, Hiccup."

"Well actually… no, dad… it's actually…" Hiccup tried, but Stoic was stubborn and deaf as they had discovered, because he didn't hear his son and just continued walking.

In the absence of Thornado, the Thunderdrums once again started to become giddy and made a beeline for the exit.

"And all our hard work has gone down the drain." Ferno said, deadpanned, watching the Thunderdrums fly off.

"Oh no, for the love of—Tuffnut! The gate!" Hiccup yelled.

"Got it!" Tuffnut ran up to the door and pointed to the door. "What? Ok, a little clarity next time."

"Mutton-brain?" Ferno suggested.

"No, I'm thinking something harsher." Hiccup shook his head.

-000-

They went back to terrorising the village, which obviously didn't go down well with the village Chief. "Hiccup, I thought you had them under control!"

"Well, I did sort of, but—not at all." Hiccup stuttered, and with the stern glare from his father, confessed his ultimate sin. "Ok, I really didn't."

"Not as great a dragon trainer as you thought you were, are you?" Ferno sniggered.

"Will these dragons ever quiet down?!" Stoic yelled.

"Sure, once they find their grown up voice." Fishlegs yelled from somewhere in the sky.

"And how long will that take?!" Stoic asked.

"Shouldn't be more than a couple of… years." Fishlegs said the last part in anguish and pain.

Stoic glared at the two Haddock Brothers.

"Uh, yes." Hiccup winced and flew off.

"Why are you glaring at me? Glare at him! He's the dragon trainer, I'm just… the… shadow." Ferno defended himself and flew off, deep in thought about what he just said.

-000-

They destroyed… maybe 50% of the village. And would have destroyed more if it weren't for the notorious roar of Thornado.

"Remember how you said I wouldn't be sorry?"

Some random Viking came out of his home screaming: "This is outrageous."

"Uh, yes."

"Well, I'm officially sorry! You need find those dragons a new home. The Thunderdrums have to go!"

"Dun. Dun. Dun!" Ferno did the sound effects, Hiccup and Stoic looked at him. "What? Someone has to do those."

-000-

"Ok. Bing, Bang and Boom, welcome to your new home: Dragon Island! You're gonna love it here." Hiccup told the three Thunderdrums. "Plenty of room. Lots of new dragons to annoy—I mean meet. You can be as loud as your want."

"Wow. This is kinda sad." Ruffnut said, seeing the Thunderdrum's poor faces.

"I know. Reminds me of the time our parents took, Sam, our pet yak, out to that farm to live." Tuffnut added.

"I would have cried all night… Except for those delicious yak stakes we had for dinner!" Suddenly their sad mood turned jubilant.

"Oh, nothing better! And to eat them in those soft yak jackets!" Tuffnut slid his hands down his face in bliss.

"If no one is going to tell them, I will. They're making me hungry." Ferno said to the three remaining dragon riders.

"No, please don't. They'll never forgive themselves if you do." Astrid stopped the Fire-bearer.

"Ok, great. Check ya later." Snotlout said, nonchalantly, flying up high, on his dragon.

-000-

"They'll be happy there. They'll love it." Hiccup tried to convince himself.

"What's not to love? It's an island full of dragons!" Fishlegs agreed with him.

"And we can come visit them, right?"

"Sure, but they won't be there." Tuffnut said, confidently.

"Why not?" Hiccup looked at him.

"'Cause they're right behind you." Ruffnut pointed her thump behind her and indeed the very same Thunderdrums they had just dropped off, were stalking them.

"And you couldn't say this when we were closer to Dragon Island? Now we have to fly all the way back! Morons!" Ferno yelled at the Twins.

"Wow, someone's angry." Tuffnut muttered to his twins, but was heard by Ferno.

"Naw, you think!?"

"Oh, great. Now what do we do?" Hiccup said, missing his brother's outburst.

"I'll tell you what we do! We ditch them!" Snotlout yelled, before jerking his dragon's horns, leading them into a cave and tricking the Thunderdrums to flying onwards. "Ha! We did it Hookfang! Stupid baby dragons."

The so called 'stupid' baby dragons appeared right in front of him and blasted him off his dragon, without Hookfang noticing.

"Uh, Hookfang?" Hiccup gently nudged the Nightmare to look down to where Snotlout was yelling hysterically.

"Hookfang! HOOKFANG!?" Now, Hookfang dive bombed.

"Wow that was fun. Let's try Snotlout's plan again?" Astrid suggested to Hiccup, who just sighed.

"I love how your brain works, sis." Ferno smiled.

"Stop calling me that?!"

-000-

They dumped fish on the floor, where the Thunderdrums gorged themselves at.

"You forgot to feed them, didn't you?" Ferno sighed.

"I think this might be our queue to go?" Hiccup whispered to Astrid and Ferno, who were right beside him, as always.

"Yeah, and I say they take the long way home this time, so they don't follow us?"

-000-

When they landed they were met by the sight of an angry Stoic, Thornado and… three adolescent Thunderdrums.

"I just—Are you—HOW!?" Hiccup threw his arms up in the air, as is surrendering.

"I've wanted to say this for a while now… STALKERS?!" Ferno accusatively pointed at the troublemaking dragons.

"Never mind, looks like Thornado and I are going to have to give you dragon training geniuses a hand."

-000-

"I hope this works." Hiccup said, on their third time journey to Dragon Island on that day.

"Thornado has a way with them. It'll work." Stoic said, and to prove his point, one of the Thunderdrums strayed away from the pack, Thornado roared and the Thunderdrum returned back to the back. "Atta' boy, Thornado. Sometimes you need to show teenagers a little tough love. That's right I said it."

"Oh, great." Hiccup mumbled.

"Really?" Ferno sighed.

-000-

"Ok, this is it guys. Berk just isn't the island for you guys. There's too many Vikings and not enough places for you to play." Hiccup told the Thunderdrums, who started to whimper. "Oh on, stop making that whimpering sound. Don't make it any harder than it already is."

"He's talking to dragons. So… Should we take this as a sign that he's gone nuts?" Ferno whispered to Fishlegs.

"I can hear you." Hiccup deadpanned.

"Let's let Thornado have a word with them." Apparently, for both Thornado and Stoic that phrase, meant roaring at the underdogs, until they behaved. "Well, that's done. Put that in the book of dragons. Thornado! Back to Berk!"

"Don't look back, son." Stoic said, noticing Hiccup look back at the Thunderdrums. "Remember: tough love."

"Well, that explains our childhood, doesn't it?" Ferno asked his brother, with whom he shared it.

Suddenly, Thornado started to jerk violently and Stoic was lucky to not be thrown off his back. The adult Thunderdrum steered himself and his master back to Dragon Island, where the adolescent Thunderdrums were being surrounded by vicious and angry looking territorial dragons.

"Looks like they might not be welcome on Dragon Island either. Maybe that's why we found them out on the sea stacks to begin with?" Hiccup realised.

"Aw. They were probably chased there." Fishlegs put forward.

"How… sad?" Ferno said, unemotionally.

"Well, I guess, we're not gonna let any wild dragon bully our boys are we?"

"Tough love, eh?" Hiccup smiled.

"What is it with kids and becoming soft?" Ferno muttered.

Cut a long story short: the teenage dragons were surrounded, the riders beat them, it was especially cool when the found Thunderdrums united their roars and blasted all other's to Valhalla. Happy ending. Everything worked out. Everything was great.

"Sure taught those wild dragons a lesson or two." Hiccup said, once the coast was clear.

"Yeah, that time." Fishlegs said, pointing towards another group of dragon making their way towards them.

"What's that you said about a lot of dragons?" Ferno remembered what Hiccup said earlier about the upsides of Dragon Island.

"What are we gonna with these guys? They can't take them with us, and we can't leave them here."

There was a moment of snuggling and purring and fluffiness and finally Stoic caved in.

The Chief of Berk, got off his dragon and started to unbuckle the saddle.

"Dad? Are you… ok?"

"Yes, son." Stoic nodded. "I think we both know what we have to do, don't we, Thornado?" Stoic completely removed the saddle.

"Dad, what are you doing?"

"I'm setting Thornado free. I'm doing what any Chief would do in this situation… or any father."

Somehow, no one was hit by those words more than Ferno, although he didn't allow his thoughts to leak out in the form of tear, unlike Fishlegs did.

"These boys can't survive without him. Right now, they need him more than I do." The Berkian Chief touched Thornado's snout. "Take care of your new family." Stoic nodded, walked up to the Night Fury and sat behind his son.

-000-

"Hey, dad…" Hiccup said, on their way home. "You did the right thing."

-000-

"You're late." Fenris muttered, when he heard the door behind him close.

"Yeah, sorry about that." Ferno said, walking in, grabbing a spoon from the kitchen counter, picking up his son and feeding him the… whatever Fenris had prepared for them.

Loki proved to be a challenge as well as stubborn, and refused to do anything anyone else wanted him to.

"Kid if you don't eat, you starve." Fenris glared at the male twin, who started to sniff, and whimper and cry and get on their nerves.

"Nice going with subtlety." Ferno said, rocking his son to and fro.

"Oh shut up. Which one of us is the Father, anyway?" Fenris rolled his eyes.

"Not the one that volunteered to be the substitute father-figure." Ferno smiled, but it was soon drowned when Loki's screams pierced through his good humour. "Oh, come on, junior." Ferno decided to throw his son in the air, and then catch him. It seemed to work.

"Well, he'll be a dragon rider alright when he's older." Fenris muttered. "Doesn't seem to be bothered by adrenaline or the fear that someone might not catch him."

"Can we talk about something?" Ferno decided to change the subject, instead of flying into a never ending comeback war.

"Isn't that what we are doing?"

Ferno rolled his eyes and sighed. This topic was not the greatest right now, but he had to get it out of his system now, like now now, ok now. Seriously NOW! "Um… do you ever think about… her?"

"Are you serious? Are really bringing up this subject?"

"Yes. I am serious. I am bringing up this subject. Now answer the question, before I lose my mind!"

"You have lost your mind… and your memory, apparently: because she cheated on you, not me."

"She didn't cheat—"

"Ha! You admitted it! Finally! So that tiny pea in your thick skull that you call a brain, understood something, didn't it?"

Ferno sighed. "I'm trying to be the mature one out of his conversation." Fenris couldn't manage to supress a laugh. "Moving on… if tomorrow she came back... I mean… even after her marriage to me and her affair with Dagur… do you still love her?"

"Well… unlike you… I don't have one of those one night-off things and then when things go tough forget and deny anything happened."

"I don't do that."

"Don't you?"

"No!"

"That's not what her letter said." Fenris lifted a parchment and waved it around teasingly.

"She wrote to you?!"

"Before I was her boyfriend, I was her best friend. Her best friend that she shared everything with, and vice versa. And I still am. Even after you and Dagur."

"Her best friend or her boyfriend." The immature personality couldn't be put away forever.

"What do you think, moron?"

"I'm joking. I always am… What does her letter say? Assuming she allowed you to tell me."

"Well…" Fenris unfolded it. "She wrote to me you're reaction to her affair—"

"Ok. You can't blame me for that. That was probably the exact same reaction you had when you discovered she was engaged to me."

"…Fair enough. She says, that Dagur is an— maybe I should say it in front of kids…" There was a very long moment of silence, as Fenris seemed to struggle to let the words out of his lips. Eventually, he gave up and shoved the letter in Ferno hand.

The Outcast Chief unfolded the letter and read through it.

_Dear Fenris,_

_I hope you got to Berk and delivered my children._

_I don't know what else to say. These are the worst days of my life. Dagur is a total %&")*$! and £^$£& !# and a complete %$!&*} ##:, and I am pregnant with his child. Great, just great. _

_I really don't want to burden you with all the problems of my decision. A decision to protect you, Ferno and my kids._

_Obviously, Ferno didn't take it too well. That day, he sneaked into Dagur's squad and found out, the way that I wouldn't have wanted to discover that sort of thing. I should have talked to him, I should have discussed it with him, I should have told him how much I care about him and how only now, after all this Dagur mess, I realise that._

_I'm sorry. I know this isn't what you want to hear, but please don't kill him. I'm not going through this whole Dagur thing just to find out that you killed one of the reasons why I am suffering so much right now._

_Please, if you and I were at all friends in the past. Please keep him and his children safe, and yourself, just as importantly._

_I love you, just maybe not necessarily like I've loved you before._

_Goodbye,_

_Liz._

To Ferno, the phrase 'keep them safe' was something that was repeated numerous times through his lifetime. However coming from someone who he had yelled at before, and he was almost 100% sure had absolutely zilch feelings for him, it felt like he had never heard it before.

She still cared about him. In this whole affair escapade, she ironically, developed the feelings for him, which he originally had for her, and was too scared to not harbour any more, at a time when duty made her sleep with another man (well, when he said man…).

Oh, irony… though art a moronic, stupid, toad-faced thing.

"Did she say she was pregnant?" Ferno read through that again.

"Yeah, that was… the whole point of the whole pla—"

"Are those blood stains?"

"You noticed."

Ferno's face boiled. Knuckles turned white. His soft grey eyes turned to rage.

"We are going to savagely, brutally and painfully butcher Dagur."

"Thought you'd never ask."

The two cousins shared a very dangerous and mischievous grin.

-000-

THAT. IS. OVER!

I cannot believe it! I finished this on the eve of School. So it was a good thing to keep my mind of the torture off school.

Adeliza loves Ferno! And it took a fight, a disgusting alternative mate and a best friend (maybe) to do that. Remind you of anyone else in the story?

PLEASE REVIEW.


	61. Cast Out Part 1

"Catapult fire!" Gobber yelled from down below, seeing the dragon riders approaching. It can't be a good morning without a good ambush, could it?

"Ambush!" Fishlegs yelled.

"Wow, what a surprise." Ferno deadpanned.

"Plasma blast, bud!" Hiccup ordered his dragon.

All the riders had their own approaching of getting rid of the boulders being launched at them: Hiccup, blew them up. Fishlegs, swallowed them. Ferno, smashed them…

"Wow, that thing almost took my head off." Ruffnut said, once a boulder whizzed right past her head.

"It did? Gobber! Do it again!" Tuffnut yelled to the blacksmith.

"There's too many of them. Let's fall back!" Hiccup ordered the group. Everyone followed the Dragon Conqueror, everyone except one, who thought he was somehow special.

"You guys fall back! I'm going in to finish this!" Snotlout yelled out to his companions.

"Snotlout that is not the exercise! Retreat!" Hiccup yelled to his cousin. He of course, as usual, didn't listen.

"I got your retreat!" Snotlout lowered the defences. "Right here!" Hookfang back-flipped shooting fire. In doing so, the catapult crashed, but released one final projectile at the Riders… heading straight for Astrid.

Her dragon never being as nimble as Hiccup's, who had managed to dodge it before her, she fell off her dragon, due to the impact and went plummeting towards the ground.

"Astrid!" Hiccup yelled, immediately going after his childhood sweetheart.

"Snotlout." Ferno glared at the Jorgenson with gritted teeth while his brother was in the midst of saving his friend in a dramatic swoop in and save the day moment.

"What?"

-000-

They all landed on the ground, where Hiccup had already put Astrid down after her impact to the ground and rescue.

"What- What happened?" Astrid drifted into consciousness.

"Yeeha! Yeah! That's right! That's how Snotlout retreats! He doesn't! Kick! Kick! Boom! Ha! Ha!" But, no one shared with him the awesomeness of the moment like he did. The other rider, even the Twins, stood there, glaring at him. "What? Why are you all looking at me? I mean, listen, I know why you are all looking at me." Snotlout struck a body builder pose. "What? It's Hiccup's stupid exercise!"

"You have no idea what you did! Do you?!" Hiccup yelled.

"Uh, yeah. Hookfang and I just did the coolest trick shot ever." Snotlout informed him like it was the most obvious thing in the world.

"You almost got Astrid killed!" Hiccup yelled more.

"Come on, she's fine. Look at her." Snotlout crossed his arms over his chest.

"Yeah, no thanks to you." Astrid said, being helped up by Fishlegs. Then launching towards Snotlout to rip his guts out his body and probably disfigure his face even more than it already was. But just before she could do that and be accused of murder, Ferno caught her by the belly and pressed her to his chest so that she couldn't get anywhere near Snotlout.

"Whoa, Astrid! Calm down! Easy! Shhhhhh!" Ferno repeated, while she thrashed and kicked and punched in his arms.

"I'm gonna kill you!" Astrid shouted, and by the sound of it, it didn't sound like an empty threat. Somehow, like magic, she calmed down perhaps realising that even with her strength she wouldn't be able to get out of the Fire-bearer's buff and muscular arms. She jerked her friend's arms away and stalked away from the Jorgenson.

"That's it! I'm tired of this!" Hiccup waved his arm.

"I'm tired of this!... What are you tired of?" Snotlout retorted.

"You always have to do things you're way!" Hiccup pointed out.

"Yeah, well guess what? I look out for number one." Snotlout jerked a finger into his chest. His comment met by an angry response of an almost roasted head. "And onete."

"Exactly! How can we rely on you, if you don't do what we ask?"

"So? What are you saying? _Hiccup_." Snotlout was walking on eggshells right now.

"I'm saying: until further notice, you're suspended from the Academy!" Hiccup declared.

"What?!" Snotlout yelled, in disbelief.

"Whoa."

"Wow."

"Awesome." Obviously the reaction of the Triplets.

"You're grounded." Hiccup crossed his arms.

"You can't ground me! You're not my dad!" Snotlout yelled into Hiccup's face.

"Yes I can!"

"Oh really!"

Wow, it was like watching tennis. The power struggle between the Haddock and the Jorgenson was hilarious.

"If I didn't know better I would have thought Hiccup was actually a father." Ferno muttered to his companions.

"Watch!" Snotlout went and sat on his Nightmare. "Ground this, dragon boy!" And they flew off.

"Um, am I wrong in thinking that 'grounding' means staying on the ground? Cause that looks a lot like… skying." Tuffnut commented, watching Snotlout fly off.

"No, Tuffnut, that is exactly what it means. You mind telling that to that doosh-bag?" Ferno told his male blond friend.

"You didn't have to do that for me, Hiccup." Astrid said, walking up to him.

"Actually, he kinda did. Two males fighting over for dominance, usually for a female." Ferno said, then realised he was starting to sound like Fishlegs shut up, only after Hiccup and Astrid glared at him.

"If we can't count on him during practise, how can we possibly count on him the next time we run into Dagur?"

-000-

"So, let me guess. Snotlout is out flying again." Hiccup asked, flying into the Academy seeing the Twins already taking full advantage of his dragon's pen.

"You didn't hear it from us." Tuffnut said examining a nail in the wall.

"Honestly, bro, it's actually like you rewarded Snotlout, instead of punishing him. You need to be harsher with him. I could help you with that."

"Sure, if you teach me how to be harsher on you first, then, why not, help me straighten out Snotlout?" Hiccup stated then returned his attention to the Twins. "What are you two doing?"

"Well, we figured with Snotlout kicked out of the Academy and our pen next to his… we knocked down a wall to kinda create a better flow and—obviously in remembrance of Snotlout, he will be forgotten—sorry will not be forgotten." Tuffnut explained.

"Nah, Tuff. The first version made much more sense and logic."

"You allowed them to knock down a wall, didn't you?" Hiccup glared at his brother.

"One of the perks of being co-head." Ferno grinned, put his hands behind his head and sat back.

"Tuff, Ruff. I didn't kick him out of the Academy, he's just on temporary suspension." Hiccup said.

"Yeah, and that's working out great. He's flying around all day, until his backside begins to get sore." Ferno added.

"And what choice do you have, Hiccup? After his flagrant disregard for your leadership. I mean, he deserves to have his pen… merged with another pen!"

"Yeah, the only remaining choice is total expulsion." Ruffnut said, strangely cleverly. "Or you run the risk of losing respect of the other riders."

"Wow, they actually have a point." Astrid said from a distance, stopping halfway from grooming Stormfly.

"And we're not just saying that because we plan of putting curtains right… here." Ruffnut gestured to a spot on the wall.

"I'm good with fabrics. Who knew? How seductive needlepoint?" Tuffnut help up a purple cloth.

"Nah, I like the green much better." Ferno said, leaning on his staff and tilting his head to the side.

"Green it is!"

"No one is knocking down anything!" Hiccup grabbed the purple cloth. "I will talk to Snotlout, when he comes back."

Ferno sighed, standing near Ruffnut. "Brothers: take the fun out of everything."

"I know right?" They fist-bumped.

-000-

"What are you doing?" Fenris startled his cousin, who yelled in surprise, jumped and whacked his staff on his cousin's head. "Ow!" Fenris yelled from the floor, rubbing his head.

"Oh, it's you… sorry."

"I saw a book."

"No, you didn't!"

"I think I knew what I saw!"

"Eyes can be deceiving!"

"Cousins too!"

"What's that supposed to mean?"

"That you are a horrible liar."

"And you don't value people's privacy!"

"Hey! GUYS!" Astrid stood in the door way, watching the two cousin's bicker. "There's something you need to see. Come on."

"Right. Hear that, coz? We have to go." Ferno said, desperate to change the subject.

"Alright, but this isn't over. We'll continue this as soon as we get back."

"Sure, that was fun." Ferno grinned, sliding the botany book (which he borrowed from Fishlegs) up his shirt to not be discovered.

-000-

"Ok, what happened?" Ferno asked, limping towards the crowd with his cousin by his side. And he wasn't the only one, Stoic and Hiccup were as well, shoving crowds out of the way. "Out of my way." Ferno shoved a random Viking to see the start of the whole commotion…

And when he did, he could have fainted.

There sat Snotlout, with Hookfang nearby… and Alvin the Treacherous right in front of him.

"I captured him." Snotlout managed to say before fainting.

"Alvin!" Hiccup exclaimed.

"Alvin!" Stoic said in equal shock.

"Uncle?" Fenris crooked an eyebrow.

"Chief." Some passer by Outcasts said… casually?!

"…Father…" Ferno uttered before fainting into his cousin's strong arms, both from shock and from the pain of his leg.

-000-

"Uh, I had this weird dream that my father was still alive and showed up to the village with a half-dead Snotlout." Ferno said, sitting up.

"Nope, that wasn't a dream. He's getting tried in about 5 minutes." Fenris informed his cousin.

"WHAT?!"

"He's been alive this whole time." Fenris cut a long story short.

"What about the Outcasts?" Ferno said, realised that now that his father returned his position of Chief was undermined.

"Well…" Fenris looked at the handful of Outcasts in the same room.

One of them, Spitbour, his name was, walked up to the Fire-bearer. "We apologise that we deceived you, Chief. We knew that Alvin was alive all along. He assigned us to come and find you and protect you… but we're still you're servants, Chief."

"How dare you?" Anger was bubbling inside the 14 year old boy now.

"Ferno—"

"Did you know about this?"

"No. I was told by Adeliza to find you and give you back your children. I never even knew that Alvin had a secret regiment of loyal soldiers."

"That makes two of us doesn't it?" Ferno muttered, holding up his hand. "Help me up."

Fenris gave him his hand. "Uh, why?"

"We're going to my father's trial."

"Are you sure that's the wisest thing to do?"

"Yes… or are you feeling brave enough to challenge me when I'm angry." There was no longer any more doubt, Ferno was 100% Alvin's son: the death glares and temper could not be repeated otherwise.

-000-

"Alvin the Treacherous, you are hereby accused of the following crimes: treachery, attempted treachery, premeditated treachery, conspiracy to commit treachery and… well… you get the idea!" Gobber yelled across the Great Hall.

There were collective shouts from all the Vikings in the hall, save the two raven haired boys in the corner, who sat quietly. One sighing, seeing his father-figure be accused of imminent death, the other, with crooked eyebrows, confused about his allegiance and his feelings towards his father's death.

"Everyone!" Stoic calmed the crowds. "Alvin the Treacherous you will be remanded to our jail until a proper sentence could be handed down."

Inwardly both cousins released a breath of relief… they both had time.

"Is this how you treat a man who saved a valuable life?" Alvin questioned the Berkian Chief.

"I know you Alvin. You didn't do this for Snotlout. You did it for yourself." Stoic reminded the Outcast.

"Well how could I possibly gain from coming here. I did it for us both Stoic. And for my son and nephew." The grey eyes, spared a glance at the two silent, isolated boys in the shadows of the Great Hall. "I have a proposition for you."

"Not interested." Stoic waved him off. "That's it everyone. Go home!"

Ferno's friends were discussing something important, it seemed, but the Fire-bearer himself could be bothered to engage in the conversation.

"So?" Fenris said.

"So what?"

"What are we gonna do?"

"I… have absolutely no clue." Ferno said.

"Guys, you coming?" Hiccup stopped by them, on his way out of the Hall. "Screaming Death approaching Berk. Need all the manpower we have. Practise."

"Sure." Ferno said, dishearten. "Let's go. Meet you guys later at the Academy, I gotta do something."
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"Ah, there you two are. And I thought I would die before seeing my favourite son and nephew." Alvin smiled, seeing the two boys come in. "What's with the leg?"

"A small incident with Dagur." Fenris said, reaching for a chair.

"So my boy, isn't the same great warrior he was when I first met him?"

"That was different." Ferno gritted his teeth.

"No, you were different. You were arrogant and foolish and inexperienced about the realities. Kinda like me, son."

"What are you doing here?" Ferno pressed the subject that he came here for.

"I've had a change of heart about Berk—"

"Father, the truth."

"That is the truth."

"I wasn't born yesterday."

"I need allies to win back my tribe. I need my son to be my heir. I need to get rid of Dagur."

"Well, the last is something we all have in common." Fenris quipped in.

"So, will you help?" Alvin dropped the bomb.

"You're asking me, to betray my brother, my original Tribe and my honour. No thank you."

"Consider what you're giving it up for. Your honour has already been tainted: you married an Outcast, you're an Outcast Chief and you are an Outcast by blood. Your Tribe, as soon as you leave this cellar, will disown you, like a vermin. Your brother, however, well… that will be the perfect test of your friendship."

"All those reasons, all the mess of my life… you are the cause. You married me off, you gave me the position of Chief, even if it was majorly useless. You got me in this whole mess." Ferno gritted his teeth.

"One day you will thank me, lad."

Ferno didn't say anything. He stood up so fast the chair fell over and Fenris was caught by surprise. The Fire-bearer stalked off.

"So… what do you want to talk about?" Alvin smiled mischievously at his nephew.

"Well… I have a few things in mind… for example: my mother."

"Oh…"

-000-

Just as Alvin predicted, as soon as Ferno stepped out of that prison cell, the crowd outside it erupted in chaos.

"Traitor!"

"Liar!"

"Once an Outcast always an Outcast!"

"I knew he was trouble."

"What's that father of yours doing here? You obviously made a deal, didn't you?"

"Bastard!"

That was the one that almost made Ferno punch the Viking's nose, if a raven haired boy didn't grab his arm fist and literally dragged the Fire-bearer to their house.

"What took you so long?"

"I had some… unanswered questions to sort out." Fenris said.

"Just make sure you don't get so suspicious to the locals. We're already on their naughty list."

"What do you know, your Father was right about them. They do hate you."

Ferno muttered something inaudible about dying before admitting his father was right.

"What are we going to do now?"

"You do what you want right now. I promised the Great Dragon Conqueror a Boneknapper." Ferno rushed out of his own house, escaping the doubt and deception that he was so frustrated about.

Trouble was, he couldn't run away from the forever.

-000-

"Hey." Ferno said, unenthusiastically.

"Hey."

Awkward silence, one of the few the two brothers ever had.

"I'm going to see Alvin. You wanna come?"

"Nah. I think if I even take a glance at that prison, they'll rip my guts apart."

"What? Why?"

"Because, it's kinda suspicious that I'm named the Chief of the Outcasts and given this group of soldiers, and then Alvin shows up alive on Berk playing the innocent puppy-dog look that he didn't do anything. It's suspicious. People don't like suspicious."

"I see. Well… get some rest… you need it." Hiccup placed a hand on his brother's muscular shoulder.

"Hiccup… if something should happen you know… to me… promise me you'll look after my children."

"Of course. I am their uncle."

"And promise me that you'll stand by me… even if our tribe and Stoic turn against me."

"Ferno… where is this coming from… what makes you—"

"Just promise me… Hiccup, I'm scared… I can feel something is about to happen."

"Ferno." Hiccup said, his hands reaching for his brother's palm and opening it to the charred and scarred flesh of the younger boy. "This is the price you would have paid and did pay to save me. You must be some kind of special idiot to think that I wouldn't pay the same price for you."

The Fire-bearer grinned and threw his arms around the Dragon Conqueror. "Thanks, big bro."

"I'll always be here for you, little bro."

-000-

This was one of those rare moment, when Stoic invited his stepson to dine with him at his house. Partly because Hiccup begged for it, claiming his brother had been distant and secondly, because even though Stoic hated Ferno, he knew exactly what it felt like to have a very… very bad day.

The three Haddocks ate their dinner it complete silence. Stoic devouring the food with ease, Ferno concentrating on swirling the soup around in his bowl from time to time take a slurp of it, and Hiccup looked uneasily at his father… just like the old times.

"Alright, spit it out son. You've been staring at me all night." Stoic put his goblet down.

"What exactly did Alvin do? To get cast out?" Hiccup gave into his curiosity.

"Hiccup…" Ferno wanted to avoid this subject, but then realised that he was curious as well.

"I don't want to discuss it." Stoic took a bite from his food and looked like he regretted his previous question.

"But where did it all start? I mean..."

Stoic slammed his goblet down. "It doesn't matter where it start… just where it ended."

"Yes, but I just want to know. I… need to know." Hiccup continued on.

Stoic stood up, anger in his eyes and frown. "All you need to know, is that Alvin is our enemy and that will never change." Stoic made his way away from the dinner table, and stopped when he reached his bedroom door. "You want to know more about Alvin, son… then look at him." Stoic pointed to Ferno. "He and his Thor damned father have more in common than you imagine, son."

Stoic left on that.

"Well, what did he mean by that?" Hiccup looked at the raven haired boy, who was glaring at his bowl.

"I don't know. But I'm going to find out." Ferno said, determination evident in his grey eyes. Hiccup never noticed before, but the long strip on his eye, which his father gave him, made the boy look even more like a man. And a menacing one at that.

-000-

"Huh?" Fenris jumped out, sword at the ready.

"What? What is it?" Ferno jolted up from the furs. He heard the strange sound from outside.

"You've been here longer, you tell me." Fenris looked like he was expecting a dragon raid or another Viking pillage to crash through the roof.

"Warning signal. Stay here."

"Right… like I always do." Fenris growled, making his way upstairs to the nursery with a sword in hand.

-000-

"Astrid, what's going on?" Ferno caught the blonde shield maiden by the hand as she passed his house.

"Uh, maybe you should sit this one out." She looked unsure about telling him.

"I'm. Not. Weak!" He yelled.

"I never you were."

"So stop treating me like a coward and tell me what's going on!"

"Dagur has been spotted by the arena. And our dragons are out of control."

But to Ferno, all he heard was the word 'Dagur'. It took him three seconds flat to turn on his heels, whistle for Shriek, as he didn't leave lock him up in the arena, get on his neck and grab Astrid with him onto the saddle.

"See? This is exactly why I didn't tell you. You're gonna go insane over this and get yourself killed, like last time."

"Last time, I didn't have this much rage." Ferno gritted his teeth.

-000-

"Dagur put Dragon Root in the arena, so the dragon will attack each other—" Hiccup told the gathered riders, which were everyone except Snotlout, who rushed in on the last minute, interrupting Hiccup.

"Hiccup, Ferno, I need to tell you something!"

"Not now Snotlout!" Hiccup yelled back.

"It's important! I-"

"I said not now!" Hiccup put up a hand to stop him from talking. "Alright, Fishlegs, it's all you. Neither Toothless nor Shriek, can go in there, because they'll be affected by the root. You and Meatlug have to fly in there and grab the Root while the others distract their dragons."

"You hear that, girl? It's up to us." Fishlegs told his dragon.

Inside the cage was chaos. The dragons that were once friends were now bitter enemies. Spurting fire at each other and willing to rip each other's wings apart.

The riders immediately flew into distracting their respective dragons. But they didn't listen much, judging by how they shot all they had at their best friends.

Fishlegs and Meatlug had grabbed the Dragon Root and made a beeline for the exit, but at the last minute the door slammed shut on them, but two Berserkers.

"Open that door, right now or—" Hiccup said, himself and Ferno flying over to the doors.

"Or what? Boys." Dagur appeared right above them with a squad of soldiers.

Ferno was bursting with the desire to leap at the Berserker Chief right now, but his ulcer stricken, throbbing leg and the memory of what happened the last time he did that, stopped him.

Glaring at him for so long, Ferno realised that he was not the only one that came out of their last fight with an injury. Dagur had a bandage on his jaw and cheek, and judging by the knot.

Berserker's crossbows clicked in place, aiming for the Haddock Brothers.

"Ferno, long time no see, eh? How's that wife of yours? Oh that's right, she came to me and is now the mother of my heir… which remind me, she'll soon be full term."

Hiccup could see Ferno's knuckles turn a pure white, crushing the Boneknapper's horns. Ha, what do you know, maybe he still had feelings for his wife?

"What do you want, Dagur?"

"What I've always wanted, Hiccup. The Night Fury. Hand him over and we leave peacefully. That's your choice. Your dragon or your friends. Isn't this exciting?! What will you choose ladies and gentlemen!?"

Hiccup looked from his dragon to the arena full of friends that were struggling to not get caught by the fierce flames and spines of their dragons.

"So, what's your answer, Hiccup?" Dagur asked, once all the riders had quite clearly couldn't hold up long enough.

"The answer is: we run you through and open the gate ourselves." Stoic said, with a large group of angry Vikings behind him. "Argh!" And the great battle began between the Berkians and the Berserkers began.

Ferno long new his target: Dagur. Unsheathing his sword, Ferno nudged his leg at Shriek's side and flew straight for Dagur. Just as the tip of the sword was going to strike Dagur down, the Berserker Chief pulled out his axe and the sword and axe clashed and stuck together.

"I had a feeling we'd meet again." Dagur grinned.

"What happened to your face? I mean, it was disfigured before, but what's with the bandage." Ferno smirked, deflecting the attack, and signalling for Shriek to shoot fire at the Chief, which he managed to dodge.

"Berserkers!" Dagur ordered his personal bodyguard team to attack the Boneknapper and his rider.

So Ferno had to fight them off, on the back of his dragon. From the last it seemed impossible and risky, so the boy and his dragon flew up and started to shoot the Berserkers from the sky one by one, until they were like semi-dead chickens that had just escaped the grill.

For a moment, Ferno looked up and saw Fishlegs running away from the battle, and he was hell bent angry. But when he squinted his eyes, he noticed a strange shaped plant in the dragon's jaws and the anger turned to rage and his gritted teeth softened to a smile.

Something must have happened in the midst of the battle because at some point in time, the soldiers became lesser and lesser. Either that, or Ferno and Shriek had killed them all.

"Hiccup! Ferno!" Gobber yelled and the two brothers met beside him.

"Dad!" Hiccup yelled seeing what was before him.

"Nobody make a move." Dagur said, holding a sword's blade to Stoic's throat with Savage.

"Dagur…" Alvin glared at the red headed teenage Chief.

"We'll be leaving now. And if I see one dragon following us, rider or not. You're gonna be looking for a new Chief." Dagur let out his maniacal laugh. "We'll be in touch! Bye-bye!"

"Ok, here's the plan. We take the dragons at the beach. Cut them off and then smash them to bits—"

"Hey, hey, hey, big bro. Calm down. You're not the destructive plan guy. That's my job. Plus, are you really gonna risk losing your father to the faint chance that you might defeat Dagur." Ferno stopped the Dragon Conqueror mid-rant.

"He's right, boy." Alvin walked up to them. "You back men like that into a corner, you may not like the outcome."

"Especially when that man travels with a 100-ship armada." Gobber added.

Ferno drummed his lips together in a strange laugh. "If you call that 'thing' a man? Then sure why not."

"But I have to save my father!" Hiccup protested.

"Dagur is not gonna hurt your father, yet. Stoic is not what he wants." Alvin pointed out.

"For once, I agree with that fruit loop." Ferno jerked his head in the direction of his father, scowling.

"He's right." Gobber added once again.

"You two want me to trust him!" Hiccup glared at both brother and mentor.

"If there's one thing Alvin knows, Hiccup, its treachery." Gobber said.

"I learnt this a long time ago, you want to kind you need to learn what ruthless is." Ferno said, solemnly.
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Alvin was locked back in the jail.

"You know, kid." Alvin said, as Ferno made his way back to his home after the giant lock was sealed on the metal doors. "I regret doing that to you now… I saw you in battle today, son… you were driven by pain and suffering and betrayal… things that I caused you… you were the mirror of what I wanted you to be… a soldier of revenge…" There was a long pause as Alvin said the most difficult words of his life. "I'm sorry."

The Fire-bearer didn't say anything to him. Just walked out of the Academy, limping, deep in thought. Leaving his father to his miserable, dreary, regretful thoughts.

-000-

Wow. That was surprisingly quick. 5 days to write this. Usually takes me a whole week.

PLEASE REVIEW.


	62. Cast Out Part 2

When Hiccup, Ferno and Astrid entered the Great Hall, there was a whole new definition of chaos.

"Come on, tell us the truth!"

"Yeah!"

"Enough of this!" Leave it to the Twins to stir up a row.

Hiccup pulled each of the twins apart to face him. "What is going on?"

"I have no idea! But everyone is yelling and I'm totally into that." Tuffnut said.

"Oh, wonderful." Ferno rolled his eyes.

"We're so angry!" Ruffnut yelled.

"Everybody shake your fists and look to the sky!" Tuffnut only fuelled the rage of the crowd.

"Really, not helping." Hiccup mumbled.

Gobber pushed past the crowd and approached Hiccup. "Everyone, settle down! Hiccup will answer all your questions." He led Hiccup to the stage.

"Why him?!" Snotlout protested.

"He's the acting Chief. That's why. They're all yours." Gobber quickly deserted the young Heir.

"Well, what are we gonna do!?"

"Where's Stoic?!"

"When can we start yelling again!?"

"Excellent questions." Really, Hiccup? "Mostly." That's much better. "As you all know, Berk is no stranger to hard times. But the best thing to do is to—"

"Take arms!"

"Man the catapults!"

Hiccup slumped his shoulders, as if surrendering from the Viking's constant outbursts.

Snotlout shoved the Berkian Heir off stage. "Why don't you step aside and watch a real Chief in action?"

"Oh this'll be good." Astrid muttered to the Outcast beside her.

"Guaranteed." Ferno grinned, already imagining the possibilities that could occur in the next few seconds.

"Hookfang." Snotlout clicked his fingers and the Nightmare flamed up behind him. This shut up the Vikings, but put forward another problem… "That's better. Now here's how it's gonna go…"

"Ha! You are on fire Snotlout!" Tuffnut yelled out the most teasing of all jokes.

"Shh!" Ferno plummeted the male Twin's helmet. "Don't tell him. Maybe the mutton-head will realise his butt is on fire, before any real entertaining damage could be done."

"Thank you, citizen." Snotlout responded to Tuffnut's comment. He sniffed the air and evidently smelt burning meat. He fell off the stage, screaming.

The Twins and Ferno raucously laughed their heads off.

"Ok, where were we?" Hiccup asked, returning to the stage, this time with Astrid by his side, who left when her Outcast companion joined the Twin's in their laughter.

"You were about to tell them that they had nothing to worry about and you have everything under control."

"Ok, people. Everything is under control and you have nothing to worry about." Hiccup tired out her theory.

The only thing that did, was make the crowd angrier.

"That worked a lot better in my head." Astrid confessed.

Ferno watched the angry crowd, continue shouting at him. He squeezed his eyes in pain, and made his way up to the stage.

"HEY!" The Fire-bearer screamed, the angry yelling still continued. "Alright then. Whoever continues shouting is spending the next week babysitting my kids." That shut them up. "Thought so. Now this is how it's going to work… you are going to defend Berk, while the Riders are going to rescue Stoic. Is. That Clear?"

"Who put you in charge?"

"I'm a Chief. An actual one."

"Yeah, tell that to the traitor rotting in our jail right now."

"Ok, I will. Because he is no father of mine, and if it makes you happy, I'll slice his head off myself." Ferno glared sharply at the Viking that shouted that out.

"He won't. He's too much of a daddy's boy. Without precious daddy, he won't have his… small inheritance… that's he probably lured him over to Berk."

"IS THAT WHAT'S BOTHERING YOU?!"

"Well, that and your marriage partner. You're nothing but an Outcast."

"Fine! I'll get a divorce the first thing after we handle the Dagur crisis!" Ferno really lost his temper with these people, because the words jumped out of his mouth, before he could contain them.

"Ok. Chief Ferno time is over." Astrid gripped her friend's arm and led him out of the Great Hall, before he could do any more damage.

The battle with the village wasn't won by the Outcast Chief either.

-000-

"Boar headed. Stubborn. Stupid. Idiotic—"Ferno pulled at his hair and passed around in front of the blonde shield maiden.

"Just to be clear, you're insulting the Vikings or yourself."

"BOTH!"

"Then I agree with you. What the hell were you thinking?!"

"I was thinking!… absolutely nothing."

"Like you always do. Ferno." Astrid grabbed his shoulders and shook him violently. "You cannot allow other's to dissuade you in what you choose to do. Those Vikings in there, let's face, and everyone knows this, will hate you for the remainder of your life. Yet for them, you're risking your happiness, your marriage. Don't be like Hiccup, who tried to please everyone but himself." Ferno looked away from her, not convinced. "Ok, fine, first, let's get past Dagur. Then you can think about everything else."

"Ok."

A random Viking came running to the two warriors. "Hey, kids!"

"Yeah?" Astrid turned to him.

"This just arrived, for Hiccup. It's from the Berserkers." He waved a scroll at the two teens.

"We'll deliver it to him. We were just on our way to the Chieftain's house." Astrid outstretched her hand for the ultimatum.

"You better." He said, eyeing Ferno wearily and leaving.

The Fire-bearer crossed his meaty arms and scowled, glaring at the retreating Viking. Astrid put a hand on his good shoulder and smiled at him in a reassuring way. In return, he allowed a curt curve of the lips and jerked his head in the direction of the dragons.

-000-

"Hiccup!" Astrid flew down and ran up to him to deliver the message, being followed by Ferno. "This came for you. It's from Dagur."

"And the hits just keep on coming." Hiccup said, unrolling the paper.

"Well… what does it say?" Astrid asked.

"We have until tonight to deliver Toothless or my father will…" There he scrunched the paper up and threw it away.

"It's a trap, you know that. If we fly anywhere near Outcast Island…" Astrid warned him.

"Listen, you guys, go find Snotlout and the Twins. You tell them to be ready for the Screaming Death." Hiccup ordered.

"What about your father?"

"I'll handle that." Hiccup said, thoughtfully.

"I know what you're think and the answer is immediately 'no'." Ferno glared at him. Boy, did he know how his brother's mind worked.

"Look, my father is in a madman's clutches, I'm ready to make a deal with the devil." Hiccup glared back. "You can stay here and fight with the Screaming Death."

"If you're making a deal with the devil, I might as well tag along so we can go through hell together."

"Thanks."

-000-

"So how did the town meeting go?" Alvin's sinister voice asked the two brothers entering the Dragon Arena. He saw the look on Hiccup's face. "Sounds like you had it all right in the palm of your hand."

"Never mind that Alvin." Hiccup said, walking up to the lock and opening the bars of the prison cell.

The big buff beefy man stood there unsure of what to do, once the metal bars were open. "Well… this is all good? Do I stay? Do I go?"

"Both. You are going to show me a way into Outcast Island. We're going there together, Alvin. We're going to bring my father home."

The former official Outcast Chief smiled, what seemed to be evilly and mischievously. Somehow that evil and mischievous grin, reminded the Berkian Heir about the boy that was his 'half-brother' when he was up to something.

"And you? Are you just gonna stand there and say nothing?"

"I'm here with only one purpose, to keep him," he gestured to Hiccup, "out of trouble. I know what you're like, _Father_."

"Have it your way."

-000-

And so the three flew with the course towards Outcast Island.

Ferno, not trusting Alvin being anywhere near his brother, offered to fly his father on his dragon. Mindful that the lashes of his back and their painful bites back flowing back to mind, as Alvin got behind him.

First time flying, was, as to anyone, a terrifying experience. And Alvin, having nothing else to hold on, gripped his son's shoulders. Which of course, had a scar or two on there.

"Shoulder! SHOULDER!" Ferno yelled out.

"Oh, sorry, son." Alvin made as much distance as he could from the boy's shoulders. He already gave enough pain to him in the past, anymore and his son would murder him, very violently too.

Hearing his master's distress call, Shriek flapper his wings so that they would slam into Alvin's body and he winced in anger rather than pain. But he supposed he deserved it.

"Atta boy, Shriek." Ferno patted the skeleton armour.

"Ok…" Hiccup said from his own dragon not so far away. He tried to lessen the awkwardness between the father and son. "So… word on the street is that your and my father used to be best friends."

"Which street? How come I've never even heard of this? Why don't you ever tell me anything!?"

Hiccup gestured for his brother to shush.

"Yeah, that was a long time ago."

"So, what changed?"

"You're father and I were young Vikings charged with defending Berk against dragon attacks. Stoic was the Chief's son, so he was in command. I was just a soldier. Sound familiar?"

"It does. Sounds like me and Snotlout." Hiccup confessed.

"Uh, last time I checked, you and Snotlout aren't friends." Ferno added.

"Well anyway. There was a Monstrous Attack one night. Your father and I disagreed on how to defend the village… and I disobeyed orders—"

"Couldn't you just do what you were told to?" Ferno hissed through gritted teeth.

"Do you? If you did, I wouldn't have to lash you 100 times and then feel guilty about it?!" Alvin hissed back in the same tone.

Ferno huffed and rolled his eyes, but otherwise remained silent.

"Where was I? Oh yeah. I disobeyed orders and there were a few… injuries." Alvin looked at Hiccup specifically.

"What sort of injuries?" Ferno asked slowly and as patiently as he could.

"Will you let him talk?" Hiccup snapped at him.

"I am. In more detail."

"On with it…" There was a long pause. "Things were never same after that. When Stoic became Chief, it was only a matter of time before he banished me."

Hiccup was silent in thought.

"And as revenge, you decided to wage war on him and then rape his wife. Does the phrase 'old times' and friendship mean nothing to you?"

"Friendship with the right people, I'll agree. Loyalty doesn't mean anything when times get difficult."

"And on that cheery note, we've arrived." Hiccup saw the mainland of the grey mountain that was the home of the Outcasts.

"Let's get on with it." Alvin's gruff voice said.

"Wow, wow, wow. We can't just fly over the island. There going to be expecting us." Hiccup said.

"I'm well aware of that!" Alvin replied. "We're not flying over the island. We're flying under it!"

"What?" Ferno scrunched his face in confusion.

"Hold your breath." Alvin kicking the Boneknapper under him. "Dive! Dragon. Dive!"

"Shriek, don't you dare listen to him." Ferno told the dragon.

"What? I thought you were going to trust me? You know the truce boys."

Ferno and Hiccup looked at each other. Hiccup nodded. Ferno hang his head.

"Do it, Toothless!"

"Come on, Shriek."

Once under water, Alvin pointed to a cave and the two dragons swam to it.

"So that's how you survived." Ferno said, getting out of the water, shivering and ignoring the teasingly stinging tingle of his scars with the mix of salt.

"Wait, how do you know Dagur hasn't found this tunnel?"

"Because I have a man on the inside that assures me that it's clean."

"Knowing his friends, I wouldn't trust so much, bro." Ferno said, still shivering, following the boy and middle aged man with the dragons.

-000-

"This traitor? Is your man on the inside?" Hiccup pointed to the snivelling, cowardly, rotting man, by the Mildew, which everyone had hoped perished by now.

"You know, once you think about it. We're all traitors right now. And you're no different Hiccup, you're working with Alvin the Treacherous." Ferno pointed out.

Toothless and Shriek growled at Mildew simultaneously.

"Well, he's always been faithful to me!" Alvin said, jumping in front of the two dragons to protect is loyal servant.

"Oh there's that warm fuzzy feeling I was looking for." Hiccup said.

Ferno sniggered. "You have no idea how wrong that just sounded, do you Father."

Alvin glared at the boy.

Hiccup walked up to Mildew. "Mildew, I have to say, I never thought I'd see the day you'd be playing nanny to a nursery of dragons."

"Just the turn of events to say the least." Mildew said, just before the Whispering Death he was just feeding started to grind his staff like a woodchopper.

"So this is where all those Whispering Death eggs you planted came from." Hiccup said, once he noticed a particular Whispering Death that was resting behind a large amount of eggs.

"His idea! And not a very good one." Alvin accused Mildew instantly.

"I still can't believe you didn't tell me about this, right after he reached a certain level of understanding." Ferno scowled.

"Oh sure, 'cause I'll just go and tell Stoic's puppy all my plans so he'll go and blab to his step-daddy." Alvin gritted his teeth.

"Wait, what?" Hiccup interrupted.

"Nothing."

"No there was something, repeat it."

"I'll tell you later."

"No you tell me now."

"Later."

"Now."

"Both of you, shut it!" Alvin separated the two boys up, with his two big beefy arms.

"So, this Whispering Death laid all the eggs?" Hiccup asked Mildew.

"Every one." He replied.

"Which would also include a large red egg?"

"Odd. I was wondering about that one. How did it turn out?"

"Great. So great, it ate half the Archipelago." Ferno said.

Hiccup scribbled a note on a piece of paper and ran to his dragon to take out a Terrible Terror.

"What are you doing?" Alvin asked.

"Sending a message. That red egg turned out to be the Screaming Death, it's been destroying all islands, looking for something. And now it's headed to Berk. I think I might know what it's really looking for."

"So it's mommy's boy then." Ferno said, looking at it.

"Alright. Here's our plan…" Alvin started out.

"Uh, no offense, Alvin, but your plans… your plans are terrible."

"Horrendous."

"Awful."

"So dysfunctional."

A chuckle came from behind the two Haddock Brother.

"The two boys have a point there." Everyone turned around to see a middle aged woman sitting on a rock.

"You sure you weren't followed?" Mildew asked.

"I'm offended you would think so?"

"Alice…" Alvin acknowledged her.

"Brother." She glared back.

Ferno took a good look at this woman. She was around his father's age, maybe a couple of years younger. She possessed the family trademark black hair and her eyes… they were a calm and placid shade of hazel. There was no doubt… this was Fenris' mother. Which meant she was his aunt.

"How's the Tribe?" Alvin asked.

"Well, it hasn't collapsed on our head yet so, not so bad without you. Maybe Dagur is a better Chief than you, even if he's… a lunatic. The boy with the peg makes a point about your plans… they're rubbish." She walked up to them, and looked squarely at Hiccup. Her eyes were searching something in his face. "You're…" She stuttered, but did really well to keep calm. "You're Val's boy?"

"Uh… yeah…" Hiccup jerked his head towards his brother. "Him too…"

She looked at the formal Outcast Chief.

He didn't know what to expect from her. Would she be angry that he stole her son's bride and inheritance? Would she be happy to see another one of 'Val's boys'? It was neither… as it turned out.

As soon as her gaze as him, her eyes shifted back to Alvin with a glare. "How dare you?"

"This is not the time."

"Then when will it be?"

"Not right now."

Wow, talk about de ja vu.

"Alright!" Hiccup got between the brother and sister before a battle happened between Outcast and Outcast not with the Berserkers. "Here's what we need to do."

-000-

"Half the Treacherous clan plus Mildew and Whispering Deaths?! This is your plan?!" Stoic asked his son standing beside as he watched his two former friends, his stepson, a traitorous resident and the most untameable dragon erupt from the ground to his rescue.

"Did not see that coming did you?"

Alvin and Alice jumped off a Whispering Deaths and ran up to Stoic and Hiccup, untying.

"Long time no see, Stoic." Alice said as she untied him.

"And whose fault is that?"

"I know. But like I always say: friendship is friendship, but treason is treason." She said.

"I understand." Stoic massaged his wrists. Alvin slapped him on the back.

"Just like the good old day? Eh, Stoic."

"Sure, except in the old day, we didn't fight for your Chiefdom."

"Yeah, now it's time to repay the debt." Alvin sneered.

"Can you guys, get over here now? I could use your help!" Ferno shouted, fighting off three Berserkers at once.

The Whispering Death's digging made the entire arena collapse in on itself and the cage to follow it.

"Shriek!" Ferno yelled out to his trusted friend. The Boneknapper appeared before him and the Fire-bearer saddled his friend.

The battle raged on and on. Berserkers combined with Outcasts laid siege on their very few but very well equipped and dragon-allied foes. And it would rage on, now that their foes had a acquired some allies.

"Wow! This is chaos on a level I've never seen before!" Ruffnut yelled.

"I know! I want to live here!" Her twin agreed.

"Forever!"

"Well, what took you so long and I got here first so I'm the King of this castle!" Ferno yelled at the Twins.

The ear splitting sounds of Fishleg's screaming in the distance signalled the approach of the Screaming Death.

"What is that?" Alice asked her new-discovered nephew.

"Uh, that would be the Screaming Death?"

"OK, the name suits And what's that big white dragon chasing it?" She asked. Ferno face palmed. The raven haired woman punched his shoulder. "Just kidding, but that name would suit the pudgy boy to."

"I can see us getting along in the future, then." Ferno smiled.

"Mom!" Fenris jumped off Astrid's passenger seat and ran up to the woman, past his cousin.

"You had to bring him?" Ferno asked Astrid.

"He insisted, okay? Not my fault." She defended.

"That thing has a mother!?" Stoic half-yelled half-asked.

"Yeah." Hiccup said, weakly.

"Well done, Stoic you know your biology." Alice said, thwacking her son with a shield in his arms and getting herself another one.

"You humour, Alice, hasn't faded one bit." Stoic said, with slightly slumped shoulders, sort of the way Ferno would when Astrid would reprimand him.

Hiccup, Astrid, Ferno and Fenris looked at each other weirdly for a second and then at the two adults. Since when did anyone talk back or shoot a sarcastic comment at Stoic the Vast?

"They've seen each other." Hiccup said, referring to the Screaming Death and its mother now. "All we have to do now is get them together and get clear of this place."

"Then what?!" Astrid yelled back.

"I'm hoping it does what I think it should." He answered.

"And what would that be?"

"Something… good."

"Well that's… reassuring." Fenris mumbled, pulling his shield up in time to deflect an incoming arrow.

"Fenris, less chatter, more fighting!" Alice yelled from somewhere in the distance, with her back to Stoic as they fought off this massive group of Outcasts/Berserkers.

"Yes, mom." He hung his head down.

"Now! Fishlegs! Now!"

From the tiny Gronkle an even tinier bit dropped off and fell into the sea's rock bottom.

The mother called out. The offspring called back. The madman saw an opportunity.

Ferno hit his brother's shoulder to get his attention. "Dagur." He pointed to the group of Berserkers who were tying up the Mother Whispering Death.

"Dagur, no! You don't know what you're doing. Let that Whispering Death go before you destroy us all." Hiccup shouted out.

"Why would I do that? Hello! I'm deranged!" Dagur yelled.

"Huh, can't argue with logic like that, right?" Tuffnut asked.

Ferno stood up on his saddle's buckles. "Berserkers! This is what you're Chief is! Someone who is willing to sacrifice your lives for his own foolish ambitions!"

"Who are you yelling at, bastard!" Dagur yelled back.

"Someone who is not the World's Biggest Idiot!"

"Really? Is that the best you can come up with?"

"No, that is not. But I'm sure that big guy has even better teeth to cut your injuries!" Ferno pointed at the Screaming Death.

The Screaming Death began to terrorise the Outcast village.

"Come on, Hiccup!" Dagur yelled to the Older Haddock this time. "You know if I destroy her, that thing will take us all out!"

"He's right. Everyone back off." Hiccup told the other riders.

"Wise choice. Now, I might be interested in a trade." Dagur grinned smugly and noticed the scowl on Hiccup's face. "Oh come on, you couldn't see this coming?!"

"Never retreat! Never surrender!" Snotlout yelled from somewhere in the air.

"Snotlout!" Hiccup wanted to desperately stop him.

"Lad, don't." Alice hissed sharply.

The Monstrous Nightmare made a mighty fire ball and blew it at the Berserkers, who fled with terror while the ropes burn off and the Mother Whispering Death was free to reunite with the Offspring.

The happy reunion took a sharp turn of events when all the Whispering Deaths and the Screaming Deaths looked at the riders. The Screaming Death flew up inches close to Hiccup and his Night Fury and unleashed the ear-shattering roar, as a peace offering.

"Uh, your welcome?" Hiccup replied.

"I don't know, bro. Personally, I say my thank you a little less loudly." Ferno said, digging in his ear, making sure he didn't go deaf.

"Go." Hiccup nodded to the raven-haired boy. "You need to be somewhere right now."

"Thanks buddy." Ferno smiled and turned his head violently towards his cousin. "Fenris get on the saddle." And the Boneknapper with the two cousins flew off, just moments before Dagur would be captured alive and imprisoned awaiting his sentence.

"So, uh, may I ask, why you're dragging me with you?"

"I'm not dragging you, you're free to go if you want. But we both need to be there."

"Thanks… Cousin."

"Cousin."

They said those last two words, without bitter or vile like they had done so in the past. Now they were allies, no… now they were friends, not just compulsory blood ties.

-000-

"Hello, Dagur. Remember me?" Alvin viciously cackled in Dagur's face.

"Hiccup! Brother!" Dagur tried desperately, but he knew it would be a futile effort.

"Oh great. Looks like we have to the lot." Alice said, dragging Savage by the ear behind her. "Look who I found trying to sneak off a boat."

"Excellent." Alvin, if it were possible, grinned evilly even more.

-000-

Adeliza, as they had predicted and much dreaded, was unconscious. She lay on the bed in a midwife's house. Her condition was unknown, but she had survived it before. Her chances were low, but not impossible. Her life could be cut off at any moment like a piece of thin string by a dagger, but they would pray for that dagger to be blunt.

Ferno made a beeline for a chair to sit beside her and to wipe away the sweat and place a drenched cloth on her forehead. Fenris made a beeline for the crib, where the new-born Heir of the Berserkers lay, in a peaceful slumber.

"It's a son." Fenris said, lifting the child up.

Ferno didn't respond.

"Hey! You deaf?"

"No, I hear you." Ferno nodded, not taking his eyes off her. "What does he look like?"

"Get over here and you'll see."

Reluctantly, Ferno lifted himself up and stepped towards his cousin. "Give him to me." He held out his hands.

The child had his biological father's trademark flaming red hair. The eyes however, were questionable. There were blue, and may or may not change to green. Ferno sincerely hoped they wouldn't. The kid would still have Dagur's shadow of influence looming over him, unless someone would be there for him to stop that from happening. Unless someone will replace him the father that this new born would very soon lose. Unless he'd grow up knowing his father and changing his father's great foolish mistakes and embarrassing legacy…

"He's tiny." Fenris commented, looking at the babe with no amusement.

"He'll be great." Ferno flashed his fatherly-loving smile. He put his finger to the child's hand. Even being premature, the kid had a tight grip and Ferno's finger went cold when it was finally released. "He'll be strong."

-000-

HA! HA! HA! CLIFFHANGER! HA! HA! HA!

Wow, my fingers were splintered at the end of this.

My loyal readers, you shalt be giveth another chapter especially dedicated to the finale. Because I did not have enough space to finish it on this chapter. So I thought, hey, why not add another chapter to conclude the complex concept of this tale.

So next week, all the loose ties will be tied up.

Do not worry, I will do HTTYD 2, but with a completely different story concept, which I have finally, after months of overthinking, decided.

See ya next week!


	63. The Sting of a Scorpion

**This was the hardest episode of all because I had to make the plot up from scratch (harder than How to pick a dragon and Hiccup as a Young Buff Man, because they were long planned out). Hope you enjoy this.**

-000-

A boy whose hair was ink black, eyes storm grey and his body scarred with various scars all over, sat beside the bed on which a dark blonde girl lay unconscious. Pale as a ghost, still as stone.

His burnt-palm hand squeezed hers.

"Please wake up. It's been three weeks. Give some kind of sign that you'll wake up." Tears dripped from his eyes. "I love you, so much, that it pains me to. I'm so sorry for every vile word that I ever said or thought about you. I was angry and blind. I just want you to wake up so I can say I'm so, so sorry." He laid his head by her side.

"Ferno?"

The boy bolted up hoping that it was her, only to find her face in the same expression as he felt her. The person who said his name was his cousin standing in the doorway. He looked… fatigued. Bags under eyes, slumped shoulders, miserable look on his face… the list went on.

"Fenris?"

"Stoic is here. He wants to talk to you."

"Oh goodie."

"Good luck." Fenris patted his companion's shoulder as he passed him and resumed his cousin's post in sitting by the bed side.

"I'll need it."

-000-

"Stoic? What are you doing here?"

"As you may know, I've made peace with Alvin." Stoic said calmly.

"Really? That's a first."

"Like Gothi says: you can't move on to the future, if you keep living in the past."

"I'll remember that." Ferno nodded. "Wait a minute, since when goes Gothi say anything?"

"Write, scribble. You understand what I'm saying."

"Whatever."

"Yes, well. I may have made peace with the Outcasts, but Berk's population is still, and I don't blame them, suspicious. And even more suspicious, about you."

"What did I ever do to them?"

"You're father shows up, alive and well, to a place where his soldiers are practically waiting for him, led by you. You'd be suspicious as well."

"What should I do, to appease them? Or am I supposed to spend my whole life trying to please someone else… like every other bastard in the Viking World… who are left in the shadows of their legitimate siblings?"

Stoic looked away. Ferno didn't see it, but there was a sliver of guilt in his eyes. He had avoided Ferno for the last half year, since he discovered of the secret marriage. The fragile bond of trust that they had, was severed. He had failed in the one simple task his wife had given him; to protect her son, _both_ sons, despite their true fathers.

"You promised them a divorce. You can't blame me for that one. They hate your wife—"

"They hate me… tell me, Alvin's sister, my aunt, Alice, tomorrow will go to Berk. Will they throw rotten eggs at her?"

"No, because she grew up on Berk and everyone knew her. Plus she contributed hugely to Berk's military."

"Tomorrow, I go to Berk. I've lived there my whole life. Everyone knows me. I was in the Battle of the Red Death, as well as numerous other occasions. I'm the Heir's brother and the Chief's stepson. Yet, I see and smell the rotten eggs already."

"This isn't about—"

"I'll be hated, no matter what I do. It's true Stoic. Don't even deny it. You'll only make it worse. The truth is, they've never accepted me, have they? For 14 years they've whispered behind my back 'Alvin's son', 'the devil's offspring'. What makes you think that a divorce, will ever change that?"

"I would have thought, you and Hiccup learnt one thing before the whole Viking-Dragon peace: to not care what other people thought."

"Hiccup learnt that. I never did. Other's opinions of me was my fuel, until I discovered their true nature and I felt like a fool."

"I promised your mother that I would look over you and keep you safe. So you will do as I ask, and get that divorce…" The green eyes of the Chief then glanced up at the stairs, which Ferno just came from. "Is she alright?"

"No, she's bedridden with childbed fever."

Stoic was silent for the next difficult moments. "…I'm sorry then. But when she's at least able to stand, you will bring her to Berk, where the village will decide the verdict of your marriage." Ferno's eyes betrayed thought, which Stoic, knowing his stepson so well, usurped. "And if you don't, I will drag both of you to that Great Hall myself."

Now, the storm eyes were truly afraid.

Stoic sighed to himself. Why was he doing this? He had just promised himself to not be harsh on the boy anymore! "Ferno, if you really need a wife, I can get you one in the flat pace of 10 seconds. Anyone. Anyone in the Archipelago. Just. Not. Her."

"The fact that she's the only one in the Archipelago that I can't have, makes her all the more desirable. Stoic, I am not your plaything. And I never realised your attitude to wives before… get one in the space of 10 seconds?... you're saying it like women are cattle on a market… you're saying it like the most typical Outcast… I'd understand my father… just never you."

Ferno left the Berkian Chief with a disappointed scowl on his face.

-000-

"Here you go, buddy." Hiccup jumped off his dragon. On his back was his one year old nephew, tightly fastened by a makeshift child carrier. "See, Astrid. I didn't drop him on the way here."

"Yes. You managed not to kill you own nephew. What an accomplishment." She said, sliding down her dragon with Freya strapped to her back the same way as her twin was to their uncle's back.

"Hey, sarcasm is my thing."

"And mine is violence. Do you want me to use it?"

"Uh… I'm good thanks."

They got to the house. Fenris opened the door and gestured them in, holding his head from over exhaustion.

"When was the last time you slept?" Hiccup asked.

"I… don't remember." Fenris rubbed his hazel eyes. "Uh… couple of days maybe…"

"Right… Bed. Now." Astrid pointed to a cotton bunk in side of the room.

"Yes, mom." Fenris slumped his shoulders and walked over to it, not even meaning what he said sarcastically, because he was too tired.

"Guys." Ferno jumped down the steps, ran up to them, threw his arms around his two best friends and let one tear to drip from his good eye.

"Hey, buddy. How are you doing?" Hiccup asked him.

"I'm fine." He said, wiping the stray tear from his face. "You bring the dosh?"

"If you mean dosh: your kids, then yeah." Hiccup unstrapped his nephew from his back.

"What else would be my most prized possession?" Ferno said, taking his son in one arm.

"Da-da!" The toddler threw his arms around his father's neck.

"And the other one?" Ferno held out the other arm for Astrid's cargo. His daughter was asleep. For the moment when Astrid held the blonde girl in her arms to deliver her to her father, Ferno saw a motherly spirit wash over his friend and his eyes had that teasing look to Hiccup.

Ferno took his daughter from his friend's hand, professionally. The two one year old twins in his arms. He carried them to a bed that was there, waiting for them, by the kitchen table. Presumably, for Ferno or Fenris to keep an eye on them.

Ferno placed his daughter in the bed, and as if knowing already that his son wouldn't sleep, he sat down at the kitchen table, avoiding putting his son on his non-disgustingly-and-pompous-these-days leg.

Hiccup and Astrid took a seat on the opposite side of him.

"Guys. I need to talk to you…" Ferno said, in a serious tone, but his eyes fixed lovingly at his son. They looked at him, waiting to continue. "Stoic came over a couple of days ago… If she wakes up—"

"When she wakes up." Astrid corrected him.

"Right… when she wakes up… Berk will force on a divorce… in case I do something incredibly stupid—"

"Which you probably will." Hiccup supplied.

"Guys! I spent half an hour writing this speech and if either of you carry on interrupting me, I will forget it and then screw both of your heads off so you have a romantically tragic end to your lives!" Ferno was fuming. Astrid and Hiccup pushed their chairs away a few inches to not be in his range of fire. Loki just giggled and slapped his hand across his father's livid face which… obviously broke the tension gripping atmosphere.

Hiccup and Astrid laughed, while Ferno pouted and glared at the one year old boy.

"So, as I was saying, before being so rudely interrupted." His immature mood swung back to serious and the laughter seized, because it wasn't often that he was serious. When he was, it meant business. "I'll do something stupid… promise that you won't try to get involved. Do not try to reinstall me back to Berk's favour. They hate me. I don't fit."

"Ferno!" Astrid tried.

"Na! Na! Na! Na!" He waved a hand in front of her. "You. Keep it zipped. I don't want to hear it. You don't understand what's like to not fit." The grey turned to his brother's. He sighed. "You remember, how when we were boys, we shared dreams."

Hiccup smiled, remembering the memory. "I remember… best moments of childhood, eh?"

"Yes… while you dreamed of being the great dragon slayer of Berk." Astrid couldn't contain the snigger. "I dreamt of travelling the world. Discovering new lands. Curiosity is a family thing."

"So what are you gonna do? Get on a dragon and fly the world?" Hiccup asked.

"No. I'm going to make a home, force someone to be my wife, dump my kids on her and once in a while to live in the skies and map the rest of the world."

"I have question." Astrid said, a deadpan look on her face. "Who would want to be your wife?"

"That is precisely the reason why it will be a forced marriage. I'm plenty sure, my father has some idea of some Chief's daughter or niece for a treaty of something."

"I know, just by the tone of your voice, you still want to stay with your current wife." Hiccup said, looking at the stairs.

"Yeah well," Ferno looked away disheartened. "Doesn't mean she'd want to stay with me."

-000-

Fenris slept in the cot that Astrid had ordered him to sleep in, earlier that day. Ferno resigned to a chair, resting his head on the bed. He had slept for mere hours, but it felt like weeks, and it felt so good. His first slumber in days.

It wasn't to last.

Something was nudging his shoulder. He assumed it was either his thor-damned cousin or some random Outcast requiring assistance on how to rebuild the Training Grounds, because his father couldn't be bothered with leadership anymore.

"Fenris what do you want?" Ferno asked, half conscious, waving his hand to pest off his slumber invader.

The nudging only increased, and a weak, ghostly voice whispered, "…Ferno… get up… please… Ferno…"

Something… vaguely familiar was about that voice. He swore he heard it before, but hadn't in a while… He jolted! With realisation.

"Adeliza!" His eyes were as wide as dishes, his breath caught in his throat, his instincts kicked in and he crushed his lips onto hers, realising his mistake only as soon as he did it. He tried to part them, so that he could somehow apologise but…

Surprisingly though, she responded to his kiss. Grabbed a fistful of his hair in each hand, as if desperate to keep him close to her, and pulled him, though not very strongly, to herself.

His brain switched off completely in it. His first kiss in 7 months from her. He was going to savour it.

His burnt hand dug into her hair and he was in bliss. If only it could last.

She seemed to realise what she was doing. She had given him false hope. She gave in to him. It was a mistake. They couldn't be together. She had shamed and humiliated him. She pushed him away.

"Ferno… Ferno… stop." She pressed his chest as hard as she could, with the little strength that she had.

He didn't hear her, neither did he want to. His lips trailed to her neck and found their way to her shoulder. "Why?"

"We can't… I can't… It's wrong… I shamed you…"

"I thought you were a born criminal." He was finding his way back to her neck.

"Ferno." She tried again, putting a hand to his mouth to stop him. "This is a mistake."

"Really? You didn't think that ten seconds ago." Gods, was she perfect in his eyes.

"FERNO!" She said in her sternest voice.

He looked at what this looked like right now. He was in the spot of the bed of what he imagined Dagur once was in. Forcing the girl in front of him into this. Nibbling at her neck. Giving sadistic lines to get what he wanted. Gods! Was he pathetic!

He crawled off the bed and off her with tremendous speed and careful to not hurt her… somehow. Guilt in his eyes. Truth was truth… he was like any other man, any other Outcast… any other Dagur.

He put his face in his hands. "I'm so, so, so sorry… I don't know what I was thinking."

"…Well, technically speaking, I'm still your wife. Just might not be allowed to be that for too long."

"Stoic came with a divorce order from Berk."

"Just as I predicted."

"We don't have to do that… if you don't want to. If you do, then… that's fine." He said the last part rather dishearten. "It's your right."

"I do have to do that." She said.

Ferno sighed. "I understand." He slumped his posture, even further if that was possible.

"No! It's… not the reason you think it is." For the first time since he could remember, a red blush tinted her cheeks. He had never seen her blush!? Not when they kissed! Not when they… did what husbands and wives did. Not when he told her he loved her. But now!

He lifted an eyebrow. "Then what?"

"It's… it's complicated! I dishonoured you! Come on, I committed adultery! You can't keep that sort of wife, if you want to keep your honour. Which I'm sure you really, really like to have."

"Is that it? Really?"

"I think you don't understand. Losing honour is the worst thing that can happen to someone. They are literally, an Outcast. Their families disown them and refuse to know anything about them. That's why no Outcasts have surnames: they were stripped of them. It also means that whatever Tribe you go to, you'll be discriminated and… they literally have the right to sentence you to death. You aren't protect, even by your own tribe. Plus there are a bunch of other things that I can't remember right now… but it's worse than you imagine."

"Is this why you said 'no' on come with me, to Berk, when we married?"

"That and I knew you for three days. And that reason that I gave you was legit. I do have three freakish siblings and healer duties."

"Right." Ferno got up. "I'm not going to argue with you about this. I'll just go and bring you something to eat, and send that ex of yours in here while I'm at it. You." He pointed to her. "Rest."

"Roll. Over. Fetch. Wow, you sound just like a normal husband."

"Rest!" He yelled, in mock anger, and closed the door.

-000-

"Adeliza. Eat!" Fenris watched her as she sat up straight from the bed, with a bowl of hot food.

She sighed and shook her head. "I'm going to have a word with whoever trusted you two with the kitchen."

Ferno grabbed his chest in mock hurt. "How dare you insult my cooking?"

"Yeah…" Fenris turned to him. "Sorry to break to you but it's… it's dragon dung."

"I told you not to add the dodgy looking herbs into the stew!" Ferno yelled at him. "But no, what did you tell me: 'oh no, Ferno, it smells nice, get lost'. Before that stupid herb, I made the finest yak stew in the Archipelago. But you came over and ruined the thing!"

"You're the one that went into town and bought the herbs, you idiot!"

"Ok!" Adeliza yelled to both of them. "I see you two… bonded?"

"If you want to call it that." Fenris rolled his eyes.

"You know you love me." Ferno teased him.

"I'll pass."

"Can I meet my new child?" She interrupted them again, before this got ugly. "Tell me I didn't almost die just to lose that child."

"Oh don't worry. If you did, we'd hook you up with Dagur again." Fenris joked, and was slapped on the head by the cousin.

"Over. My. Cold. Dead. Body."

"Go get the kid, Stepdad!"

Ferno groaned, got up, walked downstairs and returned shortly with a small bundle in his arms. He sat on the bed and handed his wife the small, pink, wrinkled babe.

"You have another… son."

The, already long experienced, mother took the child in her arms. Looking over him. Ferno resumed his place on the chair, with his tailbone touching the front of the seat.

The two cousins observed the girl and her new son.

"What are you gonna name him?" Ferno put his chin on elbows, with loving soft grey eyes.

"I don't know… Dagur kept going on so long about something like Stonehead or Killernut or Bloodthirsty or what was the last one… oh yeah… Terrifilious… I guess I didn't have time to think of a normal name."

"Dagur is not here. And he will never be. You'll never see him again." Fenris reminded her.

"I know." She smiled at the wrinkled face in front of her. "I really can't find anything that would fit."

"If you don't pick soon, we will. Or more precisely: I will, because Ferno will naturally defend your rights of naming your own son. Come on, we need to put something on the inheritance papers." Fenris snapped.

"Give me time." She smiled at her best friend.

"Unfortunately, we don't have that." Ferno said, looking out. He saw the Berk boat in the harbour, and Stoic already making his way up the hill towards the house.

-000-

Somehow, he found himself talking to Stoic in a very one-sided debate. Somehow, he found himself on the ship to Berk. Somehow he found himself walking up the steps towards the Great Hall and sitting on a chair on the stage.

Adeliza, supported by Fenris made her way up the stage. Ignoring the disapproving looks and the filthy whispers behind her back.

"They're talking about you." Fenris whispered to her as they walked up the aisle.

"Let them. I like being the centre of attention." She smiled at him.

"When did you become so… perky?"

"Recently I've decided to enjoy… a sense of optimism."

Fenris didn't press the subject, they reached the top of the stage. She told him to get to his own seat, she could get to the chair herself.

Seeing his cousin leave her side, Ferno bolted from his seat to support his wife. She stopped him before he reached her.

"This will look suspicious. Ferno… we had this talk on the ship."

Actually she was just talking, and he was just staring at her beautiful face. But if he told her that, she'd… she'd flip.

Her right hand went to her left and removed the ring on her fourth finger. Carefully she placed if in his burnt palm and closed it. Their eyes not meeting, but a tear sliding down her cheek, in the process.

She left him standing on the stage with the ring in his hand. He forced their eyes to meet, with a powerful stare that he only now had discovered he had. He slid her ring on top of his marriage ring and returned to his seat.

-000-

"The session is in order!" Stoic's voice boomed over the crowd, as he stood on the stage addressing them. "Quiet down!" It took a long time, but for the Fire-bearer and Healing-hand, not long enough. "We're here to decide the verdict of the marriage between Ferno, Son of Alvin and Adeliza, Daughter of Savage—"

"Divorce!" Someone interrupted the Chief.

"That's the least she deserves!"

"Off with her head!"

"Once an Outcast, always an Outcast!"

"What a cheap nothing!"

"Adulterer!"

"QUIET DOWN!" Stoic yelled from the top of his lungs. The villagers obeyed.

Ferno looked at them with disgust. How blind were these people? How narrow-minded? How disgustingly blunt!?

No wonder they responded to Hiccup's friendship with dragons the same way. It had to take the loss of Hiccup's leg for them to accept him. Ferno would not sacrifice in the same way for these people.

In fact… these people disgusted him so much, now that he saw this side of them… that he wanted nothing to do with them.

The grey eyes trailed to his brother and friends. They sat silently in the audience, not meeting anyone else's gaze. His brother's eyes somehow flickered to Ferno's. They portrayed nothing but… pity… an apology.

"Am I right to think that the verdict for this marriage is clear?" Stoic looked around the Great Hall. "All those in favour of the divorce."

The majority of the Great Hall lifted their hands.

"All those against…?"

Ferno lifted his hand high up. Stoic rolled his eyes at that. Adeliza hissed at him to put it down. He ignored both.

Hiccup's hand went up… then Astrid… after hers, Gobber's did... Fishlegs… The Twin's… even Snotlout's.

Adeliza face-palmed.

"That's the minority…" Stoic said. "I, the Chief of Berk and legal father of the husband, pronounce Ferno the Fire-bearer of Berk, Son of Alvin and Adeliza the Healing-hand of Outcast, Daughter of Savage officially divorced."

The hall erupted in cheers. Boy, were they happy about the divorce. The Hall split in two so that she could get out of the hall and be on her way back to the hell hole she came from.

She sighed, gathering her strengths to get out of her seat.

"Stop. Right. Where. You. Are!" Ferno yelled out. The whole hall fell into silence. She turned her head to face him, with a crooked eyebrow.

"Excuse me? I'm a free woman right now. I do what I like." She said.

The words caught in his mouth, so he went with something eels. "What about our children?"

"I'm taking them with me." She may have been the greatest actress in the Archipelago and alluded the rest of Berk, but he could tell, somehow, that the voice behind the strong tone was a weak and fragile illusion.

"Don't you dare!"

"I'm their mother. I have that right."

"I'm their father!" He screamed, tears starting to stream down his face.

She was half way down the aisle that was made for her by the Vikings. She turned around, with a sharp glare and said the words that he was terrified for her to ever admit. "Well guess what!?... You're not!"

He exploded. "THAT IS BALANT A LIE!" His knees buckled underneath him as he realised what she had just said and the tears spilt. "Why-why would you lie? My… my daughter has my eyes… Why would you lie to me?"

She didn't say anything. A single tear escaped her coat of arms, that a Viking or two may have seen, but no more. Which was why for all of Berk history she'd be the scourge of the Archipelago.

"I don't want to hurt you." She said.

"That's exactly what you are going?" He yelled. She wasn't expecting him to hear that, but then again, the Hall was so silent someone would be able to hear a pin drop.

The massive doors were opened by two Vikings.

"MARRY ME!" Ferno screamed out, tears leaking and all.

There was a stunned shock and a shivering silence in the hall. No one had expected that, not even Ferno himself. Neither did he regret it.

"…What?" She asked after the hall was in stunned silence for what felt like hours.

He wiped the tears away, jumped off the stage and broke off into a run so that he joined her. A limping run, at that.

"You heard me. Please… marry me… for real this time." He said, as he fell down to one knee, removed the feminine marriage ring that left its painful mark on him and held it out.

"NO!" A yell came from the blurry stepfather, thundering up the walk.

"Can we finish this conversation in a different place?"

She was… paralysed to say or do anything.

Stoic reached them and grabbed Ferno by the collar. His face was red. His veins popping out in his neck and biceps. Steam was very near to be coming out of his ears.

"HOW DARE YOU—"

"RRRRRRRRRAAAAAAAAAAAGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHH!" The shrieking scream of a Boneknapper appeared out of nowhere, every bit looking menacing, powerful, intimidating, majestic and livid. The acidic yellow eyes penetrated Stoic's soul. It was hard to even think about being brave, when starring at a beast that big, that angry and with that much firepower.

"Right on time, buddy!" Ferno grinned at the sight of his dragon. He unlocked his shirt from his stepfather's fist and landed on the ground, solid on his feet. Ferno grabbed the girl's waist and whisked both of them onto the dragon. "Go! Shriek! Go!"

"FERNO THE FIRE-BEARER! YOU ARE OFFICIALLY AND FOREVER BANISHED FROM BERK!"

And so they soared. And so they flew. To oblivion. To forever. To the unknown.

-000-

"I'm guessing, we're getting home by boat then?" Alvin asked his livid nephew.

Fenris took a sharp intake. "Yes… we are going by boat…"

-000-

They were hundreds of meters above the ground. In the Kingdom of the Clouds, where there was no earthly attachments, the lights bounced in the skies.

They hadn't said a word since they left the ground. He didn't know what to say… and she was too stunned.

"Why did you do that?" She asked him, almost angrily.

He twisted himself around on the saddle, to face her and his back turned to the direction they were going to, wherever it was.

"Because I love you." He said. She sighed and rubbed her eyes in annoyance. "Adeliza, listen to me. I love you… I really do… it's not just a thing… but those people in that Great Hall… they don't understand."

"Ferno… there are consequences for having anything to do with Outcasts."

"I don't care… I'm not my brother who sacrificed too much for people who did not accept him. They don't accept me, they never have. I was just too blind to see it."

"I hate to burst your bubble, but Outcasts aren't really adaptive of others either. A few. But not all."

"I don't care: I'll have you… and in any case, maybe I'm just one of those Few."

"I never said 'yes', you know."

There was a long, long pause.

"So what is your answer?..." He pulled out the ring again. "You have a choice this time… I'm not forcing you into anything. Choose what your heart tells you… not what you're duty is."

She looked at the ring for a long moment, but never took it. She hugged her arms tighter. "You know, it's funny… Fenris once told me the exact same thing."

Ferno slumped his shoulders, broken-hearted. "I… understand."

"What? What do you understand?"

"That you want to be with my cousin and that's fine. It's your right."

"No… you don't understand."

"Then what?"

"_You_ don't want to marry me."

"Did I just yell from the top of my lungs and get banished for that reason?"

"There's something we need to talk about and then I think you'll reconsider wanting me to be your bride…" She looked down at her right hand and a tear slid down her cheek…

-000-

Savage growled at the sight of his firstborn enter the prison cell. "Shouldn't you be at a wedding somewhere with your shiny new husband?"

"The wedding is tomorrow. And he's not shiny new."

"So you stayed with the one I picked out for you?"

"You hardly picked him out. His father offered you his plans on how to saw off your head if you didn't."

"True… so why are you here?"

"Get my anger out on you."

"Well you're not doing a good job so far!"

"Do you think this was right? You brainwashed your two sons. You almost killed your youngest daughter. And what you did to me, the list goes on forever."

"What can I say? You were always my favourite."

"How dare you!?"

"You're swearing vocabulary, which might I add, I took years to perfect, has lessened."

"That's because when I see you, I see nothing but the filthy, rotting, miserable carcass that you are."

"I'm not yet dead."

"Oh, but you will be. Your sentence will be made very, very soon. And I'll personally make sure it's a painful one. There are perks to being the Chief's wife."

"What do you mean 'Chief's wife'?"

"Alvin abdicated. His son is the rightful Chief, with his guidance of course but you know…"

"Wait, what? Alvin would never abdicate his Chiefdom for anyone, much less his son."

"Alvin realised that the only way for his son to be accepted was if the Tribe looked to him as their leader. And if he wants his son to forgive him, he has to start from the begging."

"Coward." Savage muttered. "He can't even raise his own hand at his son to teach him manners."

"If you think that you'd in any way return to your glory, you are severely mistaken." She looked away. "Did you know what mother did?"

"In what sense? Your mother did plenty. Hmn, like mother like daughter once I think out it."

"In the sense that… I have a twin."

"…No. No! NO!"

"Yes. One of your five children managed to escape you." She starred at him blankly, at his confused and angry state. He yelled. He screamed. He cursed. But the truth was out… and unchangeable. "Here's how this will work. I'm going to leave this bottle of poison and it'll be up to you how you die. Long, painfully with your mind or longer, painfully, without it."

Furious brown met freezing blue… "Do you know why you were my favourite?"

"I don't want to hear this."

"I always wanted a son, to continue what I started. Who I was. But when I realised who you were, I understood, that a son wouldn't be my legacy. A daughter. You. You are like me, in every way. You're cunning, you're ambitious, you are a snake, you'll crawl out of the sewer in whatever way you can, to get what you want and most importantly you are savage… excuse the pun."

She left, without saying a word… After all, silence was a sign of agreement.

-000-

Blood was spluttered all over the wall. Limbs were chained together. The once great Chief of the Berserkers was as vulnerable as a wingless and breathless baby dragon.

A number of Outcasts were taking turns in throwing anything they could find on them, clubs, knives, rotten fruit, rubbish, dirt, stones… the list went on, although they were specifically forbidden from killing him. A carefully thought through move that their Chief had planned to give his worst nemesis a highly undignified death.

"Fen…Fenris… please stop… I'm begging you." Dagur looked at the Outcast newly promoted, second-in-command, who had by far taken the most turns on throwing something.

"Why should I?" The young man glared at him, readying a very chucky bit of stone in his hand.

"Be merciful."

"You wouldn't."

"What's it to you anyway? I never did anything to you. That bastard should be doing this right now."

"He will. Later. These guys are having the time of their lives. I'm hitting two birds with one stone, quite literally. I'm having fun and getting my anger out."

"On what?!"

"You raped, abused and ruined my ex's life, forever." He said that because 'love of his life' was considered a bit… unmanly, by Outcasts generally.

"To be fair, she came to me."

"You didn't have to abuse her. I saw the evidence, I cared for her whilst she was unconscious. And very soon, Ferno will too. And wow, will he not be happy."

Just as he said that, the fuming and furious Fire-bearer slammed the door behind him and stomped into the room.

"Dagur. You're about to die either way. You have a choice. Quick and painless, or long and suffering." He stood by his cousin, with folded arms, and tapping his foot, impatiently.

"Uh, quick and painless?"

"Then sign this." He pulled out a chair, slammed a paper and a pen on it and looked at Dagur expectantly.

"What is it?"

"You don't have the freedom for questions. Sign and you die, peacefully. Don't sign and whatever Fenris is putting you through right now, will seem like nothing, compared to what I will put you through." Judging by the evidence of his sliced eye and burnt flesh peeking out of his clothes and not to mention the way he limped into the room, with the ulcer still on his leg, it was no empty threat.

Dagur's hand crawled its way to the ink pen and scribbled something that resembled 'Dagur the Deranged'.

The moment the pen left the paper, Ferno snatched the paper off. "Congratulations, you just named your illegitimate son your heir, and my wife his regent."

Dagur glared hard at this to-be-executioner.

"Yes. You just passed on everything to your 'bastard' son and his mother. And in return, I will personally make sure I'll be tender when I stick my sword in your neck." Ferno smiled and passed the paper to his cousin. "Hold this. And don't lose it."

"Do I look stupid?"

Ferno scoffed. He grabbed his father's sword, pulled Dagur by his ponytail and smashed his head on the chair's seat.

"Just for the record, you deserve this, so I'll never regret doing this." He lifted his sword in the air…

The last thing Dagur ever saw was a silhouette of a girl in the shadow of the prison. There was no detail about her, he didn't see her face. Only the satisfied and fear-stricken blue eyes.

His head was sliced clean off his shoulders, with one blow, which Ferno promised: Quick and Painless.

He was honourable at least in his promise keeping.
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Fenris groaned. "I'm gonna die a virgin."

"Then, do what I did… get an arranged marriage. Maybe you'll learn to like your new wife."

"Why do I have to do this?" Fenris moaned as he sat behind a curtain waiting for his best friend to be finished. "Why do I, your ex-lover, have to walk you down the aisle?"

"Because, my father is the worst father in the history of fathers, I hate Ferno's father with a burning hatred… and you're the closest male relative."

"Actually, now that I think about it, the closest male relative is Loki."

"My one year old son? Who doesn't know the different between his finger and his toe and who hasn't even made his first step?"

"Don't you have two brothers?"

"Ok, one is 10 and one is 8, and… I don't want to see a trace of them in the radius of 50 meters. Please don't spoil my wedding day."

"Ok, see your point. You are officially out of men." He sniggered.

"Not funny." Her glare could have burnt through the curtain now. "Did you deliver the book and letter?"

"Yeah… but I still think it was the stupidest idea ever. She's going to want to know more answers."

"All she needs to know is what is in the book."

"Whatever. I long decided that meddling with your family is a death wish."

-000-

The Chief of the Outcasts sat on the cliff, over-looking the sea and the unknown.

"_Dear Bro,_

_I don't know what you are doing right now… probably pounding on some metal somewhere, or screaming your lungs out at the Twins and Snotlout. Give my best to Astrid (tell her I'm not giving her any answers, because it's really not my place; she'll understand what I'm talking about), who'll be screaming at them with you. Right now, I'm sitting on a cliff, writing you a letter. In ten minutes, I'm gonna get married. Again. And yes, to the same person. _

_Its funny how things turned out, didn't they? You being the greatest Viking in History and me being a Chief with a family before I'm 15. (Yes, my father abdicated yesterday and handed me his throne.) The impossible happened. I guess our unconscious dreams came true. Well, unconscious for me. You wouldn't shut up about how you would be the first to shoot down a Night Fury._

_I hope you realise, that this is the last time we'll correspond. It's a stupid life. You sacrifice one thing to get another. But who knows, maybe we'll see each other again. When you read this, I want you to burn this letter and don't send anything back. Ever._

_I've never written you a letter this long and this permanent. So, as you might imagine, I have no idea how to end it. And I need to end it, because I'm probably already late to my own wedding._

_Fly Toothless. Love Astrid. Fall off cliffs. Live. Remember our great times together. Look at that? You don't need my shoulder any more to cry on._

_- Your one and only brother, Ferno the Fire-bearer._"

-000-

She looked into the room, one evening, days after their wedding.

"I promise… I'll protect you… I'll always be there… I'll be the father that you don't have… I promise." Ferno muttered to the week old baby. "I'll treat as an equal to my kids… no! I'll treat you as my own kid. Even if you turn out to be a crazy psychotic power lord, I'll still love you. You'll still be mine. You'll still be my son."

She smiled, walked up to his chair and wrapped her arms around his chest from behind him. "You're doing great, you know."

He leaned his head back, so he looked at her upside down. "I hope so."

"You are…"

"How do you know?"

"Because I know what a horrible father looks like. You… are one of the best I ever laid eyes on."

"So do you know what you're gonna name him?"

"I do."

"What?"

"Ferno Junior."

He gave her a deadpan look. "…You know that's gonna get confusing, right?"

"Or just Junior, you know."

"Why do I get the feeling my cousin is gonna get angry about that?"

"Fine… Ferno Fenris Junior?"

"I like it."

"Me too."

"Next daughter, we're naming after you."

"No… no next daughter… no… I'm good with three kids… that's it… that's my limit… no more."

"I don't make any promises."

"I do."

"I love you."

She leaned down and kissed his lips, tenderly and slowly.

"I love you too…"

-000-

Ha! Ha! Ha! THAT IS THE END! YES! I cannot believe I lived to see the day!

I am literally, bouncing right now.

Of course, there's also HTTYD 2. Oh crud…

And I also have to remember to answer all the questions that I made. Could someone be a dear and write them down?

"_When you think you're at the end… you'll be dumbstruck to realise this is just the first milestone"—Scorpion6955_
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**FINALY! IT'S HERE! I HAVE IT! THE HTTYD 2 VERSION OF LEGACY OF THE FIRE-BEARER!**

**So enjoy it. I'll be updating it every couple of days.**

**Also, for those of you who enjoyed my story, Forbidden Friendship, there's a sequel currently in progress. Check out warorpeace's profile for 'Forbidden Family'.**

**-000-**

_Five years ago… I left my Tribe, my friends and my brother. I left them to find my own way, because I couldn't rely on other people to sort out my destiny for me. I mean… would you? _

_So I left them, got married, became Chief, did some pretty gruesome stuff, trained an island full of dragon riders, won a couple of wars and… did some other stuff. All in five years. Not bad for a childish overcooked mutton-brain, right?_

_After 5 years of not even stepping on my origins, this was certainly not how I pictured I would reunite with them after half a decade of separation…_

"Hey, fella. You just gonna stand there like you've seen a ghost or you gonna book a room?" A grouchy old man called out to a blonde man, whose green eyes seemed in a daze and he awkwardly stood there looking out the window where some Vikings were setting up for the Dragon Racing event that was coming up soon. "Hey!"

"What?... Oh sorry… yeah, just dozed off. Yeah, yeah. I'll take a bunk. How much?"

"Five coins per night." The innkeeper said, watching him pull out the money. "You're not from around here, lad?"

The seemingly scattered and lost man, looked up at the innkeeper and shook his head. "N-no."

"Where ya from?"

"Uh… Berserker Island… you know, Skrill… woman Chief… Armada…" He put the money on the counter and slung his rucksack over his shoulder.

"Yeah… I know… a Berserker sliced this bad boy off." The innkeeper showed the young man his prosthetic hook for a hand and the young man gulped. The older man laughed. "Ha! Don't worry your skippies! Here on Berk we learnt to make our enemies our allies." He motioned to a Terrible Terror resting on his shoulder.

The blonde man smiled uneasily. "Right?... That's good stuff…"

"So, uh, why'd you move? I heard the Chieftess and her hubby aren't that great?"

"Uh…" Man, this was an uncomfortable topic, but seeming suspicious wouldn't benefit his mission. "Rumours are just that… rumours…It wasn't the Chieftess… or her husband. I'm just travelling."

"Suit yourself. Oh, before I forget… what's your name again?"

"Oh… I'm so sorry… I didn't introduce myself… Bullstone…?"

"Second floor, first door to your right, there's only one other guy in there, shouldn't be a problem." The innkeeper gave the young man a key. "Ask if ya need anything, lad."

"Thanks."

-000-

The room was simple and small. Just enough for four bunks, and a crate hanging over each bed. Three of the beds were made up, probably by the innkeeper's wife. One was made in a hurry and the shelf had a bag shoved into it. The occupier appeared half a minute after the young man.

"See… it was simple… don't know what you were complaining about." The blonde man said, seeing his new roommate enter the room.

"I didn't find it. Don't know what you're gonna look for?" A red haired, green eyed, 19 year old man entered the room and lightly punched the blonde man's shoulder.

"You don't have my persuasiveness."

"Ferno, this is by far the stupidest idea that you've ever had. What if you get caught? You expect me to pick up your gooey remains?"

"You said the same thing when we invaded Freezing-to-Death and what happened? Hm? Please tell me?"

The red-headed man hung his head and mumbled, "We crushed their forces and military and now they are part of Outcast territory."

"Yes, so trust me on this one! Besides, it's not like I'm alone here."

"Yeah, but this is different. We're not planning on invading Berk with swords and dragons—"

"My plans have worked so far, so just stick with that." The blonde man yelled at the red head. "Shouldn't you be somewhere by now, like I don't know, ruling my empire as my second-in-command while I'm not there."

The red head scoffed. "Whatever."

"Thank you."

The red head began to pack his bags. "Oh, just so you know, take a peek at the Dragon Race, in a couple of hours. Those are awesome around here."

"Dragon Race?"

"Your friend's idea. I have to admit it was cool one."

"O-kay… Dragon Racing, really?"

"Well not every dragon rider is as dedicated as you are to use dragons to enrich their wallet."

"It's not for my wallet, it's for peace in the Archipelago and… one other reason… Why can't you understand that?" How many times did this guys get under his skin was unbelievable.

"M-hm. Maybe that's why you're the richest man in the Archipelago these days?" The red head slung the bag over his shoulder.

"Ironically all my money can't buy what I truly want." Ferno could almost laugh.

"Hm."

The blonde was giving him The Look. "Any more words of wisdom?"

"Oh yeah, nice makeup and hair. Hardly even recognise you." He gestured to the face; devoid of any marks or scars that were previously there.

"Your mom worked tirelessly on it." The blonde crossed his arms.

"Oh that reminds me. Here's my remaining eye drops. You wouldn't want to be discovered because you're pretty eyes gave you away." He handed his friend the small bottle. "It stings but it works."

"Thanks. Now get lost, that's an order from your Chief."

They had a hard core stare-down and then… burst out laughing.

The relationship between the Outcast Chief and his second-in-command was definitely a very… abstract one.

"Whatever." The blonde said. This was code for, get home safely and if something happens to me take care of my family.

"Phbb." His counterpart huffed. Translating into: duh… what else am I gonna do when your dead…?

-000-

Ferno the Fire-bearer… disguised by fake hair and eye colour, with painted scars, without his previous clothes choice or his trusty sword and Boneknapper dragon… connected his feet to the land that was his homeland… years ago.

How long had he not walked on Berk's vivid green grass? Or smelt the oxygen pumping from the Berkian woodland? Or heard the morning song of the… terribly out of tune Terrible Terror?

He never realised how much he missed his once homeland. At the same time, he knew he would never be allowed to return: he was banished and he had himself witnessed what happened to people who were banished.

He was an Outcast, who had his whole life there but had his heart in Berk… probably forever.

Someone crashed into him as he was marvelling the clear blue skies.

"Oh! I'm terribly sorry…" A young man that couldn't have been more than the age he was, lay in the awkward mess of limbs on top of the Chief of the Mighty and Bloodthirsty Outcasts.

Those green eyes… he would have recognised them anywhere… emerald eyes… Hiccup's emerald eyes!

The two men got out of the mess of limbs and tried to stand up straight, the rushing young man raining a storm of apologies.

"It's fine, it's fine." Ferno insisted, dusting himself. "Uh… I'm Bullstone." He held out his gloved hand.

"I'm Hiccup." He was looking directly into his eyes. "I haven't seen you around here."

"Yeah… yeah… uh, I'm just travelling. Just happen to stumble on Berk. I'm from Berserk."

"Berserk, you say… interesting? Ok, maybe we'll talk sometime, now if you'll excuse me, I really need to get away from the Chief… so, see you around, Bullstone."

"Bye." The blonde waved back to his, unsuspecting of the fact, brother.

_That, was my first encounter with my brother, who I loved and would do anything to protect, in years. Do you grasp how awkward and weird and ironic this felt?! Unbelieveable!_
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Staying in Berk, Ferno thought he might as well, see his friends. Otherwise it would have been a wasted opportunity, right? And they were not all that hard to find: in the newly built and designed dragon stables.

"Uh… Astrid? Right?..." He never would have thought he'd be asking his childhood best friend this question.

"Yeah… can I help you?" Whoa, had she changed. She was taller, fiercer… prettier. She traded her blue shirt for a red one and now had a hood on her shoulders but the famous axe, remained, and was never too far away from her person.

Ferno remembered their common childhood: he played pranks and said stupid immature things, she punched him and rolled her eyes. They trained with their respected weapons in the woods, together. They admitted their darkest secrets to each other and watched the other suffer for their respected loves. They were childhood best friends… and he barely recognised her… nor she him.

"Uh, yeah… my name is Bullstone… I was hoping you could help me in the sense of training a dragon."

She gave an untrusting look. "I don't recognise you from around here…"

"Yeah… I'm from Berserk." Maybe he wasn't as good an actor as his wife, but he was honesty trying his best.

Her eyes flared when she heard that.

"What did he just say?" Another man asked, from a little distance grooming a Gronkle… wait… was that Fishlegs?!

"He's a Berserker." Astrid repeated for him.

"Wait a minute… so that means… I'm confused… what does that mean." Tuffnut jumped from the ceiling, after hanging upside down from it with his twin.

"That he knows my idiotic cousin." A short dude walked out from behind him. Hold on… Snotlout?!

"If you mean Ferno the Fire-bearer, then all I know is that he's been holed up on Outcast Island, sometimes flying out to explore more lands, sometimes randomly declaring war… I'm a Berserker, I see his wife more often than him."

"Well?"

"She's… coping with being the first female Chief—what? why am I telling you this?! Can you teach me how to train a dragon or not?"

"Why the interest in dragons?" Astrid asked him.

"Uh... I once saw the Chief on his dragon… sort of felt inspired."

Astrid gave him a distrusting look. "Fine… get over here." She waved her hand for him to follow her to a dragon pen. "This is Saviour… he's a Deadly Nadder… once saved Ferno's life."

Great… the plan was working. He was reunited with one of his dragons.

"He's one of the Chief's dragons… I remember him." Smelling out his master, Saviour pounced on the Berserker, licking him mercilessly. "And it seems he remembers me… Argh, stop it!"

The dragon riders exchanged looks. "O-kay… that's not normal… no rookie bonds with a dragon that quickly… not even Hiccup." Astrid said looking at her friends then at the blonde man.

"Guess, I'm a natural." Ferno smiled, praying that they wouldn't recognise him if he did so. "Chief did make a few pointers to the Berserkers how to treat dragons. Truth is, Berserkers aren't that big on riding them… most still just want to shove a sword in their throat." He could feel the glares aimed at him. "…Though not all."

"Well, since you feel so confident in your abilities, maybe you could join us? We're having a dragon race in about twenty minutes, you in?"

This was a strange question to ask a guy who was only just introduced to dragons, but the Berkian shield-maiden had a good feeling about this.

"Wha-? But's he's a newbie." Snotlout protested, instantly, already disliking the guy. So Snotlout-ish.

"I'd love to." Ferno cut in before Snotlout could change anyone's mind.

"Great. Go tell Gobber, he's a big guy, blonde hair and moustache, prosthetic hand and leg, to add another basket for ya." Astrid told him. The blonde man left immediately.

"Why'd you do that? He could be a spy? It's not like we're up to date on Outcast affairs. What if he's not loyal to Ferno's clan of bandits? What if Ferno isn't as friendly as he used to be to us." Fishlegs whispered to the shield-maiden.

Astrid glared at him for the last one. "Calm down. I have a good feeling. Did you see Saviour warm up to him so quickly? He must be something."

"You're gonna train him into the most brutal sport known to Vikings in 10 minutes?" Tuffnut asked.

"Hey, we learnt how to fly dragons fifteen minutes before we flew out to face the Red Death. I intend to break that record." Astrid crossed her arms and her word was final.

"Urgh… fine." They groaned, already knowing it was useless to fight with Astrid Hofferson.
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His friends had managed to improve their flight abilities, significantly. Come on! How did Fishlegs manage to exceed his speed limit of five miles per hour? That was saying something. Of course that never stopped his eternal rival from knocking the prized sheep from the dragon's claws.

"HO-HO! I'm sorry, Fishlegs! Did you wan that?"

"Snotlout! That was mine!" Fishlegs yelled and glared at Snotlout. Neither verbs having any effect.

"They're fighting over... Ruffnut?" The new young man asked his teacher, who shook her head with raised eyebrows.

"Here ha go babe! Did I tell you that you look amazing today? Cuz' you do!" Snotlout said somewhere in the distance.

"Don't ask." Astrid told him.

Stoic stood up clapping. Ferno instantly drained any smile his face was wearing on his face. "Haha! That's nine for the twins, Astrid lags with three, our new guest, Bullstone close behind with two, Fishlegs and Snotlout trail with none... And Hiccup is... Nowhere to be found. Hmm."

Since the famous Dragon Conqueror was nowhere in sights, his basket with the drawing of a Night Fury head, was replaced by a blank sheet with the quick words 'Bullstone the Berserker' scribbled quickly on it, curtesy of Gobber.

Where was Hiccup anyway? This is the sort of thing Ferno pictured he would be doing: goofing off at every opportunity.

-000-

"This is your big moment. Have a nice flight?" Gobber told a black sheep. For a moment, Ferno wondered what was so special about the terrified creature. Why did they use sheep as points? Why not something not as terrified and influential to their ecosystem?

Argh! Stupid science and rationalising and lack of fun in years! Blame Father.

As soon as that sheep was in the air, and every rider was after it, it quickly became clear that the sheep was worth 9 more points than a regular sheep. Which by then, Astrid had already tossed into her basket and was celebrating her victory.

What most surprised him was that Fishlegs?! Big, chubby, cowardly, with a tinge of phobia for speeds and dare had managed to beat Astrid in getting the black sheep off her, of which, Ferno's jaw almost dropped off his skull.

Ferno shook his head when she flew by the audience, high-giving them and whooping her lungs out.

"She's enthusiastic." Ferno commented to a pouting Fishlegs.

"You have no idea."

The blonde shield-maiden flew off to the unknown, a place Ferno both lived in and never set foot in... Yet.

-000-

They were in the stables, the old gang back together again... Well minus Hiccup and Astrid who, considering what puberty did to them, Ferno didn't want to picture right now, for the purity of his mind.

"So... Bullstone... How was that race for ya?" Tuffnut asked, clearly bored and out of things to talk about because his partner in crime was trying to rid herself of the two suitors that were constantly pushing their bosoms towards her.

They were feeding dragons, after a long and tiring race. Those reptiles were like dog to a bone to those fish.

"Uh... Good? I guess..." He really had no words of appreciation, for the awesome sport that wasn't invented when he lived here! So infuriating.

"You're boring, tell me something interesting."

"Like what? I have no idea what you call interesting?"

"If it involves fire and destruction you have me on board."

"Uh..." Ferno searched his mind. "My son learnt how to blow up his cradle when he was six months old, no children were hurt in this catastrophe; not the same can be said for me."

"You have a kid?" Tuffnut asked, after laughing for about five minutes. Maybe he was reminded of himself.

"Uh... Yeah."

"But you're 19."

"Yeah... Arranged marriage..." He realised what he just said. "At 16."

"Reminds me of a guy that once lived here...-" his eyes bored in the soul of his companion's as if they noticed something. "Why art your eyes going funny?"

The said eyes, almost blew up in a frenzy as he quickly realised that he had not reapplied his drops in the last couple of hours. And damn! One of the most talkative and dumbest teens on the island, who had a habit of spurting random stuff in his tiny brain at random moments of time, caught him!

"Uh... It's... I'm... It's a really long scientific story that you'll find boring and involve a lot of... Explanation... But... Um..."

Yawn. "Whatever. I'm bored. You're boring. Like Fishlegs now that I think about it... Bye!"

Oh thank Thor Fishlegs left some kind of influence of boring on him... Wait...!?

But he didn't have time to wonder about that too long. He covered his eyes and escaped to the nearest wall that he could find. Dunking a piece of cloth into the water, washing out his eyes as thoroughly as possible. He then took a small bottle out of his belt pocket and carefully dropped a few drops into his eyes.

"Argh!" He grunted, squeezing his eyes and tensing his arms as he gripped his face. "Thor! That stings."

"What were you just doing?" A voice asked.

His vision was blurry for a moment, but started to get clearer... And clearer... And clearer until he could make out the silhouette of a young blonde woman with an axe in one hand and the other on her hip.

Oh crud... He was in trouble...
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Ferno went from being a low self-esteemed tourist to a terrified, scattered, stuttering 13 year old Hiccup pre-dragon peace era.

There stood Astrid, menacing and frightening, as always. He had gained her trust, he had proven to be a worthy person to keep close, but ultimately he had to screw it all up in 20 minutes… Look at that, he and Hiccup did have something in common.

"Um… Uh… How-How did you get there? What…?"

"Talk, right now. Who are you? What was that thing you put in your eyes? And why are you here? I assume you're not from Berserker Island?"

He sighed. There was no point to lying. She would see right through him, like she had always done. He hung his shoulders up and prayed to every God he could remember that they did not turn his best friend against him; that she would not expose him; that she did not turn into one of the blunt and mindless fools that lived on the same island.

"No, I'm not." His voice had suddenly changed to a deep and more masculine one, than the squeaky pathetic croak he used before.

"Where are you from? What's your real name? And why are you here?"

"Maybe we should talk about this some place private." He warned her.

"No. You are telling me this right now. Plus I'm in a hurry, I don't have much patience. Tell what I want to know right now, because I don't care right now if I stick an axe in your chest or not."

"Fine." He wondered, what was the best way to tell her? He needed an ally, anyway. He didn't want to expose his people here, who reported to him the activities of his brother and friends. He needed help and who better than his childhood best friend. Of course, she didn't need to know what the purpose of the mission was.

He began by taking off his glove to reveal the roasted, scarred hand.

"I'm someone you know really, really well. Almost as well as your boyfriend." He took off the glove, despite the confused and irritated glare she was giving him.

"What are you tal—" Her eyes then noticed the burnt skin. "What the—?"

Her eyes looked up at the forest green eyes, and after they found nothing, she almost tugged his arm out of his socket and inspected the full arm.

Her eyes trailed to his stomach, chest and neck, seeing that they were all carefully hidden with clothes that probably wouldn't budge to the wind or any other force. Her hand, cautiously reach up to his hair to ruffle it, like a sister ruffles her little brother's mop, to see that her fingers returned to her in white dust.

"F-Ferno?" She could not believe the spectacle before her.

"About time you—" He didn't finish the sentence, before a force of tenfold hit him and he was being embraced by his childhood best friend's skinny but strong arms, so tightly that his muscular, buff body was beginning to feel numb.

"Where was your idiotic backside when we needed you most, fire-boy?" She said, a tear streaming down her cheek.

"I'm sorry." He said, wrapping his own arms around her frame and enjoying the embrace of the closest person he had to a sister. "Maybe we should finish the reunion somewhere else before someone notices you hugging a complete stranger."

"I don't care and I don't have time. You're telling me every little detail that happened as soon as possible. Right now, we have to go."

She grabbed his hand and dragged him off to the blacksmith.

-000-

Ferno and Astrid arrived at the blacksmith just as Stoic and Hiccup talked. And judging by the conversation they were having not much had changed in the last five years…

"If we could just talk—"

"'scuse me, I've been here all day." A Viking pushed past in line and had Stoic's full attention. Unlike his own son who was struggling to even be heard by him. "Ok, ok. I want one of those high seat-ers, with lots of spikes and big storage compartment."

"Absolutely! You got it, sir." So basically… Stoic was using his son's Odin-given talents to gain favour. How pathetic, the Young Chief thought to himself.

"Ah, Dad, this is actually a little more important than building saddles."

"Ah, lesson two, no task is too small when it comes to serving your people." Stoic told him.

_Lesson one, find time for your kids (particularly your troublesome mishap son, who seems demented), _Ferno thought to himself.

"Dad." Hiccup called out again to his dubious father.

A scene unfolded in Ferno's mind:

FLASHBACK

"_Dad. Dad! DAD!" A small raven haired boy clung to the busy Chief's leg._

"_What is it, kid?" A man said, in a fully Outcast armour, consisting of bones, and somehow menacingly bearing resemblance to his dragon. His hair was naturally black again, and his eyes were their normal calm cloudy shade._

_He was reading a treaty and looked like he didn't even feel his son clutching his leg._

"_Read me a story."_

"_Why don't you go play with your siblings?"_

"_Freya's boring and Junior is with mom."_

"_Then go pester your uncle or grandparents."_

_The child ignored that and insisted on continuing his pursuit of annoying his father. "What did you do with your dad when you were a kid?"_

_The 19 year old teenager looked down at the small boy, square in the eye and said calmly: "Nothing."_

"_Is that what we're gonna do? Nothing? Sounds boring." Loki said, keeping his voice oblivious to the hurt but plastering his too innocent smile on his face. He was his mother's son for sure._

_Ferno looked at him for a long time. "Yes." Then resumed reading._

_Loki pouted and continued clutching his father's leg. A smile crept on his face as an idea popped into his head._

_He got up took one of his father's many Fireworm's from their non-flamable gold combs (a prized possession of his father's). He especially took Vamps, because he knew his father loved him dearly._

"_Loki, what are you doing?" Ferno asked not taking his eyes off the treaty._

"_I'm gonna drown this Fireworm." He said so casually that if Ferno was deaf he would have missed it._

"_Ok-Wait, what?!"_

"_Dad, do something with me. Let's play Dragons. You be the dragon and I'll ride you, you know like other kids in the village do."_

"_And if I don't?" Ferno asked his son. "Loki, I have an important piece of document I need to read, it could cost thousands of lives and the peace of the Archipelago and… I'm building an empire over here and…" He saw as Loki held the sleeping Fireworm over the bucket._

_If he dunked the dragon into it, it would lose it's flame… forever! As Ferno had once before discovered._

"_You'll one day lose that anyway… but you'll never lose your family, so why bother with what you'll lose?" The slightly demented little boy said, surprisingly wisely. His raven hair protruding to all directions, like an explosion of a macaroni factory, and his blue eyes wild, presenting the aura of a mad genius. "Isn't that right, Vamps?"_

_Ferno groaned. He looked at his papers and then at his son. "Ok, fine. I give you two hours. No more. I have responsibilities."_

"_YAY!" The Fireworm had been in on the plan for a while now. His trainer's spur would never intentionally harm… hopefully. _

_And the small boy jumped on his father, somehow managing to crawl all the way to his back and grab his father's hair. "Fly, dragon, fly!?" He said with a demented dazzle in his eyes._

_Ferno sighed. What did he sign up for? Then he smiled. Whatever… might as well take a break._

END OF FLASHBACK

Ferno snapped back to reality and wiped the smile off his face of the memory.

"Go on, have away." Stoic said, gesturing to the materials in front of him that Ferno guessed were for making a saddle.

"Yeah, but seriously, I really need to talk to you about this new land that we came across."

Huh, Hiccup was discovering lands while Ferno was busy conquering them. Funny.

"Another one?"

"Any new dragons?" Fishlegs jumped in, as always to ask about that.

"We didn't stick around to find out. These folks weren't particularly friendly." Hiccup told him.

"Basically…" Astrid leaned over to Ferno and whispered to him. "We came across some very hostile dragon trappers today—"

"You too, huh?"

"What?"

"Some dragon trappers showed up at home as well. Tried to shove a deal that went like this: we'll get rid of your dragons for you and you give us some soldiers. Huh, what they didn't know was that we liked our dragons." Ferno whispered back to her.

"Did they say they worked for-?"

Ferno and Hiccup said at the same time the same two words. One whispered in somewhat fear and anger and one shouted with both ignorance and hope. Hope of an treaty. Anger of a foe. "Drago Bludfist."

-000-

PLEASE REVIEW
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Stoic gripped Hiccup's shoulders and repeated those two words. "Bludfist… Drago Bludfist."

The Berkian heir shrugged his shoulders in acknowledgement.

Stoic looked at the foreigner. "How do you know him?"

"Uh…" The croak voice again. "His men visited my island trying to make deal."

"And what island is that?"

"Let's say not worlds away. The Berserkers."

Astrid, under the cover of her friend's bodies gripped his hand tighter, if that were possible.

Stoic's green eyes pierced into the soul of the visitor and for that horrible moment, Ferno thought that his cover was blown. But Stoic had more important things to worry about than a hunch he couldn't test unless invading someone's privacy.

-000-

Stoic went into full battle mode. Gates were locked, dragons grounded, the Berkian population had retrieved to some kind of underground bunker that Ferno never knew even existed.

"Ground all the dragons!"

"Grounded? What?! Why?!" Of course that would be Hiccup's first reaction to this crisis. He ran after his yelling father, followed by the gang and Ferno at the back somewhere, hand still being gripped tightly by the blonde shield-maiden.

"Seal the gates, lower the stall doors!"

"Whoa, whoa, whoa, wait, wait. What is happening?"

Man, if this was their everyday conversation, then Ferno missed absolutely nothing in the last five years.

"No dragon or Viking sets foot off this island until I give the word."

_Great… imprisonment… but maybe the plan could still work… everyone's gonna be locked up in one place?_

"Wait because some guy you know is stirring up trouble in some far away land?"

Stoic spun around and grabbed his son's shoulder and told him, "Because Drago Bludfist is a mad man. Without conscience or mercy," _reminds me of my son, "_and if he's built a dragon army, God's help us." _Ah, there was the difference:_ _Loki didn't build a dragon arm (yet), he'll inherit it._

Stoic continued to yell orders to his tribesmen.

"Let's ride back out there, we'll follow those trappers to Drago and talk some sense into him." Hiccup reasoned, with a very bad suggestion.

"No! We fortify the island." Stoic ordered, stubbornly persistent as always. If people never change, what, in all honesty, was Ferno expecting?

"It's our duty to keep the peace."

"It's not my place to say this but…" Ferno stopped himself when every eye turned on him. His heart beat like a war drum. _Great… stage fright again_. "…every other Chief in the Archipelago has been either dethroned or locked himself up on his island tighter than dragon's grip on a fish."

"See, listen to your new friend. Peace is over. I must prepare you for war." Stoic's word was final over all other yelps.

"War? Dad, if Drago is coming for our dragons we can't wait around for him to get here! Let's go find him and change his mind."

Stoic sighed, and Ferno felt like doing the same thing. "Some minds won't be changed Hiccup. Berk is what you need to worry about. A chief protects his own."

Ferno couldn't put it any better, even if he despised the man.

"Secure the stable! Watch every stall." Stoic went on yelling orders.

Both Astrid and Ferno realised the look on Hiccup's face. It was a look of rebellion. He was going to defy his father. The young man and woman took different approaches to reacting to that look…

She tried to be his reason of conscience, hoping that he would listen to her.

He jumped on his Deadly Nadder, ready to follow the Night Fury.

The Dragon Conqueror slipped out of his girlfriend's grasp and jumped on his Night Fury, already flying out of the closing gates.

Two Nadders flew after him, ignoring the shouts of protest from the Berkian Chief.

_Nice going, Ferno, now how do you suppose you'll complete your mission? Bloody brothers._
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"HICCUP!?" Stoic roared behind them.

"What are you doing?" Hiccup asked, noticing that the stranger he had met earlier was following him not his father. "You should go back."

"You honestly think Ferno the Fire-bearer would let me go to Berk without giving me the mission of reporting back to him about his brother. What do you want me to tell him? Sorry, chief, he kinda flew off and I never saw him again. He's gonna gut me like a fish for that."

"Do you even know how to fly that thing?"

"I'm coping!"

"That's my brother's dragon. If anything happens—"

"Hiccup, just let him come. It's not like he can go back now." Astrid said, inwardly smiling.

"Urgh, fine. Let's go, if you can keep up." Hiccup smirked and his dragon immediately sped off to lightning speeds.

"Hasn't changed too much has he?" Ferno asked Astrid.

"Hiccup? Change? Did something hit you on the head?"

"Fair point." Ferno yanked the reigns of his dragon and he and Astrid flew up to join the fleeing Dragon Conqueror.

-000-

"And here I was worried we might turn up empty handed." Eret, Son of Eret, pointed a sword at the three dragon riders.

Ferno remembered him, all too clearly. He was the one that wanted to take away his dragons. Ferno gritted his teeth and his knuckles paled at the lack of blood circulation in his fist. No one. Takes. His dragons. Period.

"Nope. It's your lucky day." Hiccup said, holding up a hand for Astrid and the Berserker to not go flying into battle with their axe and mace. "We give up." He held up his arms in the air.

Both Ferno and Astrid felt like slapping him. They were Vikings, they didn't give up without a fight. Here stood Hiccup, who hadn't even stepped onto the boat, holding his arms in the air.

"That's one Night Fury, two Deadly Nadders, three of the finest dragon riders west of Luck Tuck." Hiccup tossed a net over his girlfriend and newest friend, and quickly grabbed their weapons, tossing those to some random soldier. To their irritation. "That ought to make the boss happy, right?"

"What are you doing?" Astrid hissed at him.

"I want my mace back, thank you very much." Ferno said, while glaring at some soldier.

Hiccup led them to thee uh... not to be prissy but... The Prison of the ship. "Ah, Toothless stay. The dragons don't really care for cramped spaces so they'll just hang our here with you, they won't be any trouble."

While Hiccup was giving away all of his weapons, and talking to the dragon trappers so casually like the weather, Ferno looked at Astrid and spun his finger around his temple.

"He's officially lost it."

"Oh, I almost forgot, can't have armed prisoners." Hiccup handed them his, apparently, flaming sword.

"For once, I agree with you." Astrid said, looking at the silhouette of her boyfriend.

"What game are you playing?" Eret asked him.

"No game, we just want to meet Drago." Hiccup said, smiling innocently.

"Why?"

"Because I'm going to change his mind about dragons." Hiccup said, confidently. Eret started to laugh.

"He can be really persuasive." Astrid said, joining Hiccup's side.

Ferno wanted to snigger at that.

"Once you've earned his loyalty, there's nothing a dragon won't do for you." Hiccup continued.

"Pff, you won't be changing any minds around here."

"I can change yours," Hiccup said pulling some kind of a lever, "right here, right now," Eret looked at him sceptically. "Ah, may I?" Hiccup got out of the hole. Ferno took this as an opportunity to crawl out himself and be level with Astrid.

One second Hiccup was standing there, the next second something swished down and he vanished. The sails were torn and the crew were in chaos.

"Dragon Riders!" Eret yelled.

Ferno and Astrid got out of the hole and looked at where Hiccup was being dragged off to.

"Oh, I'm guessing Stoic isn't going to be ecstatic about this?" Ferno rubbed his eyes. "But then I guess, when is he ever happy?"

Astrid elbowed him in the rib cage. "Can we not talk about this right now?"

"Whatever."

"Hold your fire!" Astrid yelled to the dragon trappers.

-000-

"Ah, what are you guys doing here?" Hiccup yelled, once he was back on the boat, after quite an impressive show of his newest invention: the Squirrel Suit.

Gobber landed on board. "We're here to rescue you."

"I don't need to be rescued."

"Enough!" Stoic landed, on top of a very intimidating looking dragon that Ferno couldn't name the species of, but it was big, beefy and bull headed, so it fitted Stoic perfectly.

Eret suddenly felt brave. "Well, didn't you just pick the wrong ship ay? I am Eret, son of—" His face was plummeted with Stoic's giant hand and he was rocked back against the ship's wall, hit by Gobber's hammer prosthetic and squished under Gobber's very fat dragon. Boy, was Ferno not jealous of him. "Get this thing off me."

"Anyone else?" Gobber looked around at the rest of the crew. No response. "Hmm, that's what I figured."

"You." Stoic pointed at his son. Wow, he can't remember his own son's name. "Saddle up. We're going home."

"No."

"Of all the irresponsible—"

"Look, I'm trying to protect our dragons and stop a war! How is that irresponsible?"

"Because war is what he wants son!" Stoic yelled at him.

Ferno figured that the story should better come from Stoic, for the many reasons that it has.

"Years ago, there was a great gathering of the Chieftains to discuss the dragon scourge we all faced. Into a midst came a stranger from a strange land. Covered in scars and draped in a cloak of dragon skin. He carried no weapon and spoke softly, saying that he, Drago Bludvist, was a man of the people. Devoted to freeing mankind from the tourney of dragons. He claimed that he alone could control the dragons and he alone could keep us safe if we chose to bow down and follow him."

The teens, minus Ferno, burst out laughing.

His father told him a similar story a couple of years ago. If only they knew…

"Stupid."

"Ah, good one."

"Aye. We laughed too, until he wrapped himself in his cloak and cried 'Than see how well you do without me!'. The rooftop suddenly burst into flames and from is armored dragons dissented from it. Burning it to the ground. I… was the only one to escape."

_That part was true. His father's close friend attended the meeting instead of him and died there, because Alvin was too much of a coward to face up to Stoic in person. That was just after my births. Alvin found out from his friend's wife, what happened. _Ferno desperately wanted to roll his eyes at that.

"Men who kill without reason cannot be reasoned with." Stoic told his only son.

Hearing those words, Ferno felt sick in his stomach. _How many of those have I killed?_

"Maybe."

"Hiccup!"

Hiccup made his way to his Night Fury. Ferno couldn't let him do this. He grabbed his arm and the green eyes met, with burning intensity.

"Hiccup. Don't. Drago is not a man that will—"

"Let go of me. Who are you to tell me what to do?"

"Someone who knows how to kill without reason and why others do so."

Hiccup stared back at him, visibly taken aback. His face darkened, something that he didn't expect from the same self-conscious jovial traveler he met earlier. "I'm still going to try." He turned to his father and friends. "This is what I'm good at, and if I could change your mind I can change his too." He turned back to the blonde man. "Now let go of me."

"Your brother tasked me with making sure you don't do anything stupid." Of course, Ferno made that up on the spot, but he had to go with something, right? Doing stupid things was basically all of... this. "And I follow my every order." His voice turned dark and musky, kinda like a natural Outcast's.

Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Fine. If that's what my paranoid brother wants, then get on your dragon and follow me. You're like the hundredth body guard he sent in the last year."

Hiccup disconnected his arm and jumped on his dragon, while his new companion did the same and they flew off… to what would be their greatest discovery ever.
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"So… What did my brother tell you to do?" Hiccup asked, calmly. "You lied to me! You told me you barely knew my brother! Do you know how many years it's been since I last saw my brother? The last time I heard from him I was 14 and it was nothing but a letter. The only thing he sends back are some weird strangers to protect me from I don't even know what."

"You brother is just trying to protect you. He has… a lot of enemies."

"It's still not fair!"

"I know." The blonde man said, patiently waiting. It wasn't only painful for Hiccup that his brother sent people to protect him, he too was having a hard time listening to this. "And he made it very clear that you are to know nothing about him." Hiccup scoffed. "And there is a reason!"

"Really? Like what?"

"If I told you that will directly disobey my orders."

"Whatever. Fine. If that's Ferno wants, then so be it." Hiccup glared at the blonde man.

Right there, Ferno wanted to spill everything. He wanted to wipe the paint away and take off his gloves and beg for Hiccup's forgiveness for not telling him sooner, but he knew he couldn't and for very good reasons.

So he played the part of a bodyguard that was sent to Berk, under the cover of someone else, every time Ferno thought there was a threat. Which, considering how many people he had angered, was very often.

-000-

They flew in the sky for some time peacefully, until Hiccup unleashed his frustration by screaming his lungs out in the clouds while Toothless, Saviour and Ferno hovered there… casually.

"AAARRRRGGGGHHHH!"

Ferno awkwardly bit his lip. "Feel better?"

"Just… don't talk." Hiccup snapped at him, lying on Toothless' back. Ferno fell obediently silent and began to examine if his mace was shiny or not. "Oh come on, dad, really?"

Ferno looked up, expecting to see the Berkian Chief riding a dragon ready to take them back to Berk, only to be surprised when a strangely masked figure stood in the clouds.

"Wha-?"

The stranger disappeared into the clouds.

"Ok… no sudden moves." Hiccup said, softly.

The stranger re-emerged again from the clouds, this time… on the back of a dragon!?... Well, that certainly explained the hovering in the sky part.

The dragon flew up to Toothless and Saviour and hovered in front of them, blocking any further passage.

"Hold on! Hold on!" Hiccup chanted as he tried to regain some ground.

Ferno tried to get somewhat closer to his brother, to fulfil his apparent job of being the bodyguard. "Hiccup!"

Two dragons appeared out of nowhere and snatched the two dragon riders off their dragons. Saviour tried his best to return to his rider, but Toothless' prosthetic didn't have the same opinion and sent the dragon hurling downwards to freezing depths of the ocean.

"Hey, you left my dragon back there. He can't fly on his own, he'll drown." Hiccup yelled out to the crazy, mysterious dragon rider of all things?! Not something like 'let us go' or 'you'll rue the day!' but 'hey, could you go back and save my dragon so we can go back to the business of kidnapping us?'. "Hey! We have to head back for my dragon!"

"Hiccup…" Ferno gritted his teeth. From experience, he knew that when you're in your captor's claws (in this case quite literally) the last thing you wanted was to ask favours of them.

Hiccup ignored him. "Hey! We have to head back for my dragon!"

The dragons took them to a very strange cave, with, if possible, even more dragons, disguised by darkness with their flaming throats igniting their silhouettes.

"I'm sorry for endangering you in this." Hiccup said, as his back pressed against The Bodyguard's, and his flaming sword was out.

"Eh… Chief said you'd do something like this." Ferno said, taking both his mace and old school dragon nip.

-000-

"Who are you?" Hiccup said to the stranger that brought them here. "The dragon thief? Uh…Drago Bludfist?... Do you even understand what I'm saying?"

Ferno nudged his arm and whispered. "I don't think it does."

"Shush!" Hiccup hissed at him, and turned back to the stranger, who gestured for some dragons.

A pair came flying in, and they dropped Toothless, with the Nadder close behind.

Hiccup immediately rushed up to him, hugging the dragon and whispering condolences… for being apart for 2 minutes?

The dragons suddenly lit more of their mouths on fire, so that the cave was better illuminated.

The stranger crawled up to Hiccup, and stretched out a hand. As if noticing something, it drew back, almost terrified.

"H-hiccup?" The stranger removed the helmet, to reveal the face of a woman, with green eyes and chestnut brown hair… somehow she resembled Hiccup in Ferno's eyes. She stood up. "Could it be?"

Ferno didn't like this. Really didn't like this. He grabbed Hiccup and pulled him behind him. Who the hell was this woman?!

She fixed her green eyes on him, searching for something. Her eyes were digging into him. She expected to find something in him and for a moment, looked disappointed: a look that reminded Ferno of his stepfather, for some reason.

"Urgh, do I know you?" Hiccup said, from behind Ferno.

Her shoulders slackened. "No…" Both brothers crooked their eyebrows. "You and your brother were very little… but a mother never forgets…" And she ran off.

…Never, had Ferno's stomach chocked or churned that much before in his entire lifetime!
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Judging from the gasp, Hiccup had the same reaction as Ferno. Their mother! Their freaking MOTHER?! Was alive after over a decade and a half of being dead?!

She had been alive all this time, while he and Hiccup had suffered through everything?! Bullying. Fight with Hookfang. Stoic's disownment of them. Battle with the Red Death. Loss of leg. Ulcer. Marriage. Changing the whole of Viking History and Culture and Tradition and just about everything that ever happened to Vikings.

She had been in this… cave? The whole time, whilst her two sons had suffered everything. Achieved anything. Grew up! She probably didn't even know that she had grandchildren!... Biologically anyway.

And then after she says that she runs off?! Really!?

Ferno gritted his teeth and glared with the utmost hate at the retrieving woman.

"Wait!" Hiccup ran after her. Ferno sighed, and followed him so he wouldn't get tangled up in anything. "You can't just say something like that and then run off! I mean. What? You're my mother?! I mean what the—" He followed her through mazes and tangles of rocks to… wherever she was heading.

"Come quickly!"

"I have questions!" Hiccup said, trying to pull himself up a piece of stone, comically being helped by Toothless. "Where have you been all this time? What have you been doing?"

Oh, so he wasn't the only one questioning that bit. But Hiccup, didn't sound the least bit angry about this...

"Hurry!"

Ferno was careful to not scream at this woman, as his hate for her built up.

"Everyone said you were eaten by…" Hiccup shouted as he finally came out of the darkness and entered… his dream home…

A paradise, another world, a sanctuary with nothing but dragons and three humans.

"Dragons." They both finished, with equal awe.

Hiccup and Ferno probably circled on the same spot with their mouths hanging wide open for probably five minutes, examining the variety and number of dragons, until their eyes landed on the woman hanging off her dragon on a pillar.

"This is where you've ben for almost years?" Hiccup asked, and she nodded. "You've been rescuing them?" She nodded again. "Unbelievable…"

"You're not upset?" She asked tentatively.

"What? No—"

"I would be… if she was my mother." Ferno said, under the pretence of the bodyguard. Firmly glaring at the woman.

"Well… it's a bit much to get my head around to be frank. It's not every day you find out your mother is some kind of crazy, feral, vigilantly dragon lady."

_Have to agree with you there, big bro._

She descended down, laughing a little. "At least I'm not boring, right?"

A dragon started to nuzzle Hiccup, and then another Ferno.

"Well, I suppose there is that one specific thing." Hiccup said, stroking the dragon.

Valka looked at the dragon nuzzling Ferno, and they shared this kind of strange look that only dragons would know what it meant.

"Who's your friend?" Valka walked up to, unknowingly, her other son.

"Oh he's—"

"His bodyguard: Bullstone." Ferno did a Berserker salute, and put on an unreadable expression, staring blankly at the sky. He didn't want to confront his mother… or brother for that matter.

She had a look of sorrow on her face. She searched his face, for any features that would tell her something. She must have known, or at least sensed that he was her son. Mother's instinct, he guessed.

FLASHBACK

"_Where do you think a small… tiny… miniscule… demonic… irritating" With each word, Fenris, punched and squeezed a pillow in frustration so hard that if it were alive, not only would it be dead by now, it would have lost the will to live ages ago. "Creature like Junior could possibly be hiding from his __favourite__ uncle… and so-so stepfather."_

"_Dad."_

"_What?"_

"_I'm his dad."_

"_Well, then you should have the father's instinct of finding him, before his mother kills us both." Fenris threw a pillow at the Chief's face._

_Ferno just sighed and resumed the search of the young Berserker. "Junior! This is not funny! The game of hide and seek is over!"_

_No response._

"_I gotta hand it to the kid. He's got his parent's talents of trouble." Fenris steeped on the wrong egg and saw the glare of his cousin. "Oh chill. I meant you and his mother."_

_Ferno rolled his eyes. "Where could he be? We're late for the Berserker Meeting anyway. We can't start it without the formal Chief."_

_The door flung open. "Where is he? We're late for the Berserker Meeting. We can't start it without the formal Berserker Chief." Adeliza, 16 years old now, leaned on the doorway, with her arms crossed._

"_Wow. De ja vu." Fenris narrowly turned around to his task of looking for the toddler. "You guys have been married for too long."_

"_You lost him, didn't you?" Naturally the wife's first reaction was to blame her husband._

"_Why is it that every time one of our children goes missing it automatically becomes my fault?" Ferno hissed, crossing his arm, leaning against a cupboard._

"_Because you're leaning on the cupboard that he's hiding in." She deadpanned._

"_Huh?" Ferno bent down and opened the door, and true to her words the form of the small 2 year old toddler, who had learnt how to walk (and hide) far too young for his stepfather's taste, was hiding and chewing on his blanket. "All hail the Chief of the Berserkers!" Ferno flung his arms up in the air. "How did you know he was there?"_

"_Call it a mother's instinct." She held out her hands for him to give her son._

"_Oh, you just got burned!" Fenris said in the background._

"_Shut up, idiot."_

END OF FLASHBACK

After a silent moment between them, Valka understood that she'd never get anything out of him willingly.

"Bodyguard? Why would you need a bodyguard? And where's your brother?"

"I have no idea." Hiccup killed two rabbits with one answer. "Ferno has been kind enough to supply me with enough soldiers to build an army."

"Well… ok." She said weakly, hurt that her two sons were not as together as they used to be as toddlers, and sadder that her theory was wrong about the bodyguard. If he was her son, he would have reacted by now in some way other than stand there with a stoic expression, right?

Wrong. Very wrong indeed.
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The conversation eventually came to the Night Fury, as it naturally would. And Hiccup had to explain the whole wretched affair…

"…And what of this? Did Dragon and his trapper do this too?" She said referring to the prosthetic tailfin.

_Ooh, how is he going to explain that to mommy?_

Hiccup awkwardly laughed, feeling on the sharp edge of the sword now. "Well, crazy thing is; I'm the one who shot him down." He noticed his mother's slightly confused and a little but? Angry. Face. "Hey, it's okay, though. He got me right back, right bud?" He played with the dragon to ease the tension. "You just had to make it even so… Peg-leg!"

Ferno wanted to clap. What a way to tell your mother about how you lost what she remembers giving birth to.

Valka eyed him cautiously for a moment. "What did you father think of your Night Fury friend?"

"Ah, he didn't take it all that well."

Ferno sniggered. Valka turned to him. "Stoic disowned both of your sons at 13."

"Thank you, Bullstone." Hiccup glared at him, and turned to his mother. "But then he changed. They all did. Pretty soon everyone back on Berk had dragons of their own home."

She didn't believe him. "If only it were possible."

"No, really."

"Believe me, I've tried as well but people are not capable of change. Some of us were just born… different."

Oh how well did she say that, Ferno wondered. As if she knew what it was like to be born unlike everyone else. Hiccup was born a runt: the humiliation of Vikings and Ferno was born illegitimate: the scourge of all society.

FLASHBACK

"_Berk was a land of kill or killed. But I believed, peace was possible."_

_A Viking attempted to slice off the head of a downed dragon, when the Chieftess appeared and held back his axe. "Stop you'll only make it worse." The dragon saw its chance and escaped. The Viking looked at his Chieftess very angrily and stormed off to find another prize for his wall._

"_It was not a very popular opinion."_

"_Then one night, a dragon broke into our home, finding two boys… Two wee things, giggling and playing… I rushed to protect you and your brother… but what I saw was proof of everything I believed."_

_A stormcutter, had infiltrated the Haddock Household, where two previously playing toddlers sat on a rug and starred at the beast. They had been playing, until this strange creature came. Its green eyes, somewhat hypnotic, drew closer the skinnier and older of the two boys. He reached out a hand to pet the beast, and it accepted it with it's hand... er claw._

_The other was confused beyond comprehension. Seeing his mother there, standing with a sword, the black haired boy let out a piercing scream and ran to hide behind his mother._

_The dragon alarmed by the scream, accidently cut the aubrun boy's chin with. The small boy stared to cry, and hearing his pain, his brother summed up the courage to run back to him, while their mother stood there motionless._

"_This wasn't a vicious beast, but an intelligent, gentle creature whose soul reflected my own."_

"_Valka! Run!" Stoic yelled, and an axe whizzed through the house and spilt the woman from the dragon._

_Alarmed the dragon unleashed an inferno of fire at the Chief, who ducked and rolled out of the flames._

_Valka tried grabbed the dragon and tried to stop it, it turned and faced her with vicious eyes, roaring, growling…_

_Stoic grabbed the two boys. The black haired one on his neck, the other in one of his arms, in the other a sword._

_But when he turned around, the dragon was already in the skies, with his wife in its paws. Carrying her off to her certain death._

"_Stoic!" She cried out._

"_Valka." The disheartened Chief look at the disappearing form of his wife. He sank to his knees, his two boys crawling off him, in equal shock._

_The auburn cried. The other's eyes swelled up, but he wouldn't let the tears fall, instead he screamed his lungs out so loud that the neighbouring island could hear. "MOM!"_

END OF FLASHBACK

The two men listened to the story, and waited for the time to ask questions. At least one of them did.

"How did you survive?" Hiccup asked, with a slightly broken voice.

"Oh Cloudjumper never meant to harm me." Valka said, like leaving her sons and husband was like talking about the weather. "He must have thought I belonged here." She led them to a cliff. "The Home of the Bewilderbeast!"

Bewildered, the brothers were, indeed. That thing was double the Red Death's size. With white skin and piercing, shrieking blue eyes.

"Every nest has it's Queen, but this is the King of all dragons." Valka explained. "With his icy breath, this giant has built this sanctuary: a safe haven for all dragons. We all bow to his command." A couple of adolescent dragons flew by and landed on the Bewilderbeast, irritating him. "All except the babies, who… listen to no one!" The vigilante laughed.

The mammoth of a dragon, lifted his head to be level with the three humans. Valka and any other dragons around bowed, but the two brothers stood there motionless, either too awed by the sight, or not sure if this was safe.

The Bewilderbeast looked at them curiously, then blew a bust of is breath on them, which left their hair frozen and standing on tips.

"He likes you."

-000-

The last thing in the world that Ferno wanted to do was to accompany his brother and long lost mother to wherever they were planning to eat at. So when they offered him to join them, he simply refused with a quick excuse of not wanting to be the third wheel of the mother/son bonding time. Adding that he believed Hiccup to be perfectly safe with Valka… although not believing a word he said, but he had to get away.

They left him, and he was free to do whatever he wanted.

Ferno rubbed his dragon's snout. "So, Saviour… what do you say? We continue our mission with my teeth clenched against that woman, or we head back home, and forget that she even exists, continue with our life of being Chief and overfed dragon."

Ferno messaged the belly, and the Nadder rolled over, like a dog, begging to be patted there. "You like that don't you? You egoistical big headed reptile."

The Nadder let out a sound of approval and pleasure.

But he knew that he couldn't turn back now. He needed to finish what he started. He had to. Otherwise he would never forgive himself, but of course he had to finish the job with his brother. Afterwards however… He had to do this for his beloved wife…
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Hiccup and Valka eventually returned. Valka walked off somewhere, Hiccup stood there marvelling the sight of the hundreds and thousands of dragons flowing in and out of the Dragon Sanctuary.

His brother was napping behind him, leaning against his dragon.

"Bullstone." Hiccup shook his apparent bodyguard awake.

He jolted up, startled. "Oh, you're back. How was your lunch?" Ferno asked, yawning and rubbing his eyes.

"Great. I brought you some food." Hiccup handed him some bits of raw fish, with dragon shaped bite marks in it.

"You're giving me raw fish? This is my reward for trying to keep you safe?"

"You have a walking grill right behind you." Hiccup pointed to Saviour.

"Oh yeah." Ferno held up the fish in the air. "Saviour flame!" The Nadder shot it's fire. "Oh man! Dude! Look what you did! You turned the fish into crisps." A little black pile of ash formed on the floor.

Hiccup wandered off, nearer to the cliff edge. "We can't let Drago find this place. We have to find him first."

"I will not allow you to do that." Ferno stood up taking a bite out of the raw fish. Not his first time, curtesy of Toothless… years ago.

"Why not?"

"Because Drago Bludfist doesn't negotiate. You don't understand he's not—"

"Where have I heard this again?" Hiccup interrupted.

"I'm going to do my job and protect you. And your brother was clear about the consequences should I fail." Ferno swiped a finger across his neck. "To both me and my family."

"That doesn't sound like my brother."

"A lot has changed."

"He would never kill anyone for a mistake… he wouldn't." Hiccup looked in horror at the blonde man.

"You haven't seen an inch of him in five years. How can you say that? He's been raised by his maniac, blood thirsty, violent father. Anything could have gone wrong."

Hiccup was going to rebuke, and bring forward another argument why they should go find Drago, but a large beefy hand clasped his mouth and he was startled.

Ferno pulled out his mace. Saviour spiked his tail. Toothless roused at his rider's distress and danger.

All three calmed when the boy's father shushed them down, and calmed them that Hiccup wasn't in actually any form of danger… except possibly stopping to breathe.

Hiccup got out of the headlock and hissed at Stoic. "How did you get in here?!"

"Same way we'll get you out." Stoic pushed a helmet into Hiccup's chest. He looked at the bodyguard and nodded at him. At least, Hiccup was still alive and not in Drago's way (hopefully), so his stepson must have picked a good one.

"We?!"

And sure enough Gobber was at the mouth of the entrance. "All clear."

Ferno sighed his relief. Thank Thor he is not going to be the one dragging Hiccup away from Drago. Help had come from an unexpected source.

"Toothless come." Stoic basically dragged off Hiccup behind him in the cave. If only he knew what he was sneaking away from, but Ferno was not going to tell him. The further away they got the better, but of course, Hiccup thought otherwise.

"Ah, dad. There's something you need to know."

"Yeah, yeah. Tell me on the way."

"This isn't an on-the-way-kind-of update actually."

"I've heard enough." He didn't even hear the first word. Did anything change with the Stoic/Hiccup relationship since the dragons were befriended… apparently not. Stoic was still as obstinate as when they were boys.

"More of the earth shattering development variety."

"Just add it to the pile."

"Dad, unlike most surprises I spring on you this one you'll like. I promise. You just have to handle it delicately." Yeah, because Stoic was known for his delicacy.

Gobber who had stood at the entrance and was pale as a ghost on a sight that both brothers could guess what it was, turned around with a face of shock and patted Stoic on the shoulder.

"Eh… you might want to take this one." He retreated to the back of the group, accompanied by Ferno who really didn't want to get messed up with this bloody family.

"Surprised?"

"Beyond comprehension, lad." Gobber and Ferno watched as Stoic starred at his long dead wife.

"Hiccup and I had the same reaction."

"I'd want to see Ferno's reaction to this." Gobber smiled at the thought, never realising the scowl on the young man's face.

Artificial green eyes turned into a glare at the middle aged woman. He would not forgive and forget about the long years she had abandoned them, the way that Hiccup evidently had and Stoic, who was now passionately kissing her.

His aunt would agree with him. His father's sister and cousin's mother. She had been the surrogate mother for Ferno (and his wife, since she made herself an orphan), and from what he could salvage of her, she was the best mother someone could have asked for.

He had to leave soon. Sneak out, fake an accident, flat out tell them he had to leave. His time was ticking. It could have already run out anyway by now.

He had to hasten things up.
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He had discovered that getting out of his mother and stepfather's combined grip was beyond impossible, especially when they were preparing diner, which, judging by the dragon's disgusted faces, was something not to be tasted.

Ferno vaguely remembered in his infanthood, his mother's cooking… it was something he did not want to taste again.

Yet, another reason why he was happy he grew up without a mother. No poisoned food.

Bad cooking ran in the family. Thank Thor his father's blood overpowered his mother's.

As the two brothers and master blacksmith sat there, awaiting the dread of Valka and Stoic's cooking, though in what moods each was in was a varied collection, something happened that both elated Hiccup and Gobber whilst infuriating Ferno.

Stoic and Valka's wedding song.

"_I'll swim and sail on savage seas,_

_With never fear or of drowning,_

_And gladly ride the waves of life,_

_If you will marry me—"_

Ferno vanished not even half way through it.

-000-

He left their presence, knowing that they wouldn't see him leave. This was an intimate family moment… he didn't belong there. Hiccup was with his parents, it was time for Ferno to meet with his family.

He saddled his Nadder, and in a slightly violent manner kicked his dragon and was off in the skies, not even bothering to offer his object of protection even a note for his absence.

He mapped out his plan. Berk. Gothi's. And straight home. Nothing more. Never. Anything more.

-000-

The wings of the Nadder flapped as hard as possible. His master was somewhat brutal when he was angry. It was easier to work harder than trying to soothe them of his anger.

Ferno had rarely been angry, always the immature, joyous child-like boy trapped in a Chieftain belt and a 19 year old body. However, when he was angry, it was a full blown storm.

However, when the sight of a blank fleet of strangely designed ships with a familiar red symbol on the sails, Ferno's hardened, brutal gaze softened and transformed to curiosity and slight worry.

He halted his fury and dragon, and watched as the icy waves hit the sides of the black boats. And then the boats hit the land…

-000-

The ships unleashed a hailstorm of slave dragons. Drago's men set up dragon traps. This was going to be slaughter, the young man observed, on the back of his dragon, the battle scene.

Despite Ferno's bitter hatred for both Hiccup's parents, he was still his brother even if they hadn't been so in the last five years; his conscience battled in fury inside his head.

No… he was not doing this for his near-forgotten brother. He was doing this for his family, his tribe, and his dragons. He had been running from Drago Bludfist a long time… stalling… waiting… avoiding a direct confrontation…

He would do it today. He would confront his distant competitor. Any enemy of even one of those three things, was automatically an enemy of his. And he would hunt them down to his last days.

After his mental battle, he sighed and slumped his shoulders. Curse his soft heart.

His father often joked about it; 'The Squeamish Outcast Ever Known' meaning, he had showed publically his good heart whereas the Outcasts that did have one (after all, even criminals had an organ to pump their blood) had hid it in their bone and metal clad armour.

Ferno took out a piece of paper and scribbled a note, tipping his head and mumbling as he did so. He could already hear his father's voice in his head. "Yes, yes, yes, Father, I know what I'm doing. Please don't give me a lecture. But you made me a Chief and as they say 'you reap what you sow', you foolish bastard."

Over the years, his relationship with his father had improved (and often degraded, from time to time) and now that they had a… unique friendship? Shall we say… when one of them called the other a 'bastard' it was in good humour. Perhaps, they were the only ones that were allowed to use that… nickname?!... Because they were the cause of each other's name.

He pulled out a sleeping Fireworm, from his breast. Vamps, had never betrayed him in these long years. Ever. Always. Every waking hour of the day, the Fireworm would be nesting in the shirt of the Outcast Chief. In the night, he would be snuggled up with the children, keeping a suspicious eye on them. Children of mischievous people like Ferno the Fire-bearer and Adeliza the Healing-hand were bound to be tedious. And they were, mostly.

He tied the note to the dragon's leg and it flew off… towards Outcast Island.

He could not believe he was doing this.

-000-
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He watched the boats hit ice. He saw the men, unload the traps and prepare for the battle. They would enslave the dragons, through methods Ferno's mind could not comprehend. But the metal helmeted dragons that flew past him, like a warning shot, for him to get lost.

He couldn't leave behind these dragons. And when his friends burst out of some of the traps riding dragons, reminding Ferno that they would all be captured, that was the breaking point.

He dived bombed into the battlefield, with blazing speed from Saviour's side, blasting and shooting all the traps in his way.

"YAHOOO!" Ferno pumped his fists in the air. It had been some time since he had blown up something worthy of fun.

A net flew past him, missing him by centimetres. "Whoa, not so 'yahoo' anymore. Watch it, Saviour!" They barrel rolled to the side and fired at one more dragon trap.

From there, bounced out the Twins, on their Zippleback.

"Ha! Blondie is back. Told you he's not an assassin." Tuffnut shoved his sister.

But Ruffnut's attention was more focused on finding Eret in this whole mess of a battlefield, than deflecting her twin's taunts.

"You guys, okay?"

"Yeah, where's are the others?" Tuffnut asked, losing interest in taunting his sister.

"Um… somewhere. Just blow up as many Dragon Trappers and traps as possible, got that?"

"That's our specialty."

"Since when?!"

"The day we were born!"

"Just do as I just said." Man, this battle was more and more like the Battle with the Red Death.

The Twins flew off yelling "SURPRISE" and blasting any random soldiers they could get their hands on.

Ferno flew around a bit more, until his eyes landed on Drago. He hadn't found Hiccup or Astrid yet. And he was avoiding at any chance to bump into either Stoic or Drago.

The so called Dragon-Master, was screaming orders at his men; fuming that his prisoners escaped.

This was the perfect moment.

"Go, free find Astrid and do as she says." Ferno whispered to his dragon. He stood up on his saddle, mace in hand, and jumped about 20 meters above the ground onto Drago's blurry figure.

His feet connected to the blurry man's figure. Drago stumbled forward, and Ferno landed a few meters behind him. He was used to fighting a man, three times as muscular as him and four times beefier than him. His father or any other Outcast man over the age of 30, which would be his punch dummy when he was angry or in need of practise.

The two men clashed in a battle, spear against mace, fist against fist, will against will, word against word.

"Well, well, well. What do you know?" Drago said, as his spear blocked the man's mace. "The Chief of the Outcasts. I was going to hunt you down myself, but you came right to me."

Ferno was startled. "How did you know it was me?"

The man had never seen him in person. Yet, he recognised him when his friends and even brother didn't.

"No one would be this foolish, bold and passionate about dragons, except the great Outcast Chief. But you don't look like an Outcast much, meaning that you are in hiding." Drago grinned.

A rogue dragon, bolted down and fire at Ferno. At the last moment, Ferno jumped out of the line of fire. He stumbled off and fell to the snow, losing balance.

Drago was ready. He grabbed Ferno's shirt, during his moment of vulnerability. He started punching Ferno's made up face, mercilessly. His cheek swelled. His lips cracked. His eyes turned to back. His face bulged a bright blue colour. He was weak. He was lucky to be alive.

Drago, with his giant metal arm, gripped the shirt of the Chief and lifted him up.

"SEE WHAT HAPPENS TO THOSE WHO TRY TO STAND UP TO ME, DRAGON MASTER!? DO YOU NOT RECOGISE YOUR OWN BROTHER?! WITH HIS SMASHED FACE?! I WILL MURDER ANYONE WHO DARES TO CROSS ME!"

Ferno starred at the man with horror. He was going to die. He would be killed. And he would be the symbol of the fall of Dragon and Viking Freedom. Only he was not yet dead.

From the depths of the ice, a mighty Scauldron plunged out from the icy depths. On its chest was the all too familiar symbol of the Outcasts, imprinted on a banner that was tied to the dragon. The dragon was one of Ferno's.

He wasn't alone all this time, after all. His dragons had been following him.

The Scauldron had emerged from his place of hide not too far from Drago. Immediately, Drago stretched his spear, to point it at the dragon, to bewitch it. In one hand a spear, in the other an Outcast Chief.

Ferno took this opportunity. He spat some blood on Drago's face, kicked his stomach and fell to the floor. Groaning in pain. Drago was about to advance on him, having done his work with the Scauldron, when another person challenged him…

Stoic.

Ferno looked up at his stepfather. His mother landed not too far away, cutting away ropes from her dragons, and before Ferno really knew it, her arms pulled his almost unconscious body onto her dragon and they flew off.

-000-

"Ferno… Ferno… my son… can you hear me?" Valka whispered into her son's ear, stroking his blonde hair as the dragon flew towards what now was the Battle of the Alphas.

He groaned, and split his eye lids in the slightest to see the woman's emerald eyes. He tried to imagine them to be Hiccup, but her unmistakable face didn't allow him. He scrunched his face in disgust at the woman.

"Go… to… Hel…" He allowed.

"Ferno listen to me." She grabbed his face. "I don't know what your reasons are for hiding under your false pretence and not telling me anything, but I want you to know, I'm so, so very sorry at whatever you are angry with me for."

His dark grey eyes glared at her, and she felt terrified of them. He had reminded her so much of her abuser. Of his father. He almost took nothing from her, if only a chin and slightly slimmer eyebrows. He was his father's son, and so he would hate her, if he was anything like his father.

"I don't… want to… see… you…" He forced the words out of his beaten up lip and his bruised eye.

A tear slipped from her eye.

"Ok. Just… hold on… until this is all over…" She said, and pulled his large, heavy, muscular body to the back end of her dragon.

He held on tight to the Raincutter, as she flew around the dragons, trying to find a peace between them, or help her Bewilderbeast, to defeat over the other one.

He had failed in his mission. He wouldn't be able to succeed now.
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The Alpha Dragon was killed, to the utter horror of everyone. Valka cried out in terror and sorrow, at the loss of a friend. Hiccup's eyes streamed with tears, at the loss of a life. Ferno's eyebrows crooked, at the sudden loss of battle advantage they had.

Ferno had not spent the last five years lolly gagging. He was a warlord. And he would not admit defeat. _Mark my words, Drago shall die a very gruesome death. _

But the new Alpha soon harnessed its new found power with sheer severity. Suddenly all the dragon's eyes turned to slits, frighteningly reminding Ferno of the night he, Hiccup and Astrid had discovered the Red Death's nest.

"What is going on?" Ferno asked, from Cloudjumper's back, suddenly gripping the dragon tighter.

"Oh no." Valka whispered. In a flick of a second, she clutched her illegitimate son and they both fell off the dragon, whilst flying, and landed on a field of snow. "Cloudjumper!" She shouted back to her dragon, as soon as they were off him. But she knew it was in vain.

Her dragon, and every other dragon, was under the control of the Alpha.

"SAVIOUR!" Ferno screamed, but he was long gone. With the thick black cloud of dragons, stolen from their nest, to serve a tyrant.

And as if things couldn't get any more worse, Ferno turned his head, and watched the Night Fury, with slit eyes, advance towards Hiccup, with an etching plasma blast waiting to be released.

"HICCUP!" Ferno started running to him. His speed decreasing because of his never fully recovered ulcer and the new pain in his whole body just suffered in the hands of Drago.

Stoic was just up ahead; having already heard Ferno's distressed call, he too began running. "HICCUP... SON!"

The Night Fury fired.

Stoic jumped.

The blast of his son's best friend killed the Greatest Chief, Berk had ever seen.

-000-

Drago left the battle, victorious. Ten harmless Vikings against an army of dragons and the Alpha. He had no time to dispose of them. He had to head out and destroy Berk and leave them weeping for the body of the dead Chief, in misery and despair.

-000-

Toothless, released from the spell of the Alpha, had not comprehended what he had just done. He crept up to Stoic's body. Hiccup, Valka and Astrid were mourning him and the others stood around not daring to intrude the moment. Toothless nudged The Chief's hand—

"No!" Hiccup pushed Toothless away from Stoic's corpse. "Don't you dare, touch him! Get out! Get away!" Hiccup yelled at his best friend. "Go on! Go away!"

Frightened and hurt, Toothless scurried off, like a rat trying to find its hole, after being wacked by a broomstick discovered of his thievery.

Ferno looked with sympathetic eyes at Toothless. He had broken ties with Stoic and only felt pity for those who mourned him. But Toothless was a long-time friend, and Ferno looked like he was about to run after him but the Night Fury was already long gone.

Hiccup sunk to his knees, as realisation of what he had just done, had hit him with a lightning bolt.

"It's not his fault, Hiccup. You know that." Valka soothed her son. They watched the cloud of dragons. "Good dragons, under the control of bad people, do bad things."

Although pretty simple, the words stuck in the brain of the Outcast.

The Alpha resumed control over Toothless, and Drago saddled him up and took off on him. At that moment, what he had lost became visible to Toothless and he ran after him.

Ferno clasped his brother's chest and kept his, although improved, but still skinny frame, from running any further.

"Toothless!"

"Hiccup! Stop! Stop! Shhh." Hiccup thrashed in his brother's arms, but to no avail. The long banished Outcast would not let him run.

"Gather the men! And meet me at Berk." And Drago flew off. On Hiccup's best friend.

"Toothless." Hiccup whispered and ceased thrashing. Sinking into the warm embrace of his long lost brother, who gripped him tighter than he ever had done before.

-000-

They prepared the funeral ship. The men, minus Hiccup, salvaged a ship out of scraps. Hiccup was in shock and excused of the duty. Ferno didn't want to face his brother, or mother, so he busied himself with the job.

He escaped his brother, but he did not escape the watchful and amazed eye of his left behind friends.

Eventually, Ferno looked up and glared at them with a burning Outcast hatred. "If you truly mourn the loss of your Chief, keep building his ship."

Then they busied themselves with work.

-000-

"May the Valkyries welcome you and lead you through Odin great battle field. May they sing your name with love and fury so that we may hear it rise from the depths of Valhalla and know that you have taken your rightful place at the table of kings. For a great man has fallen, a warrior, a chieftain, a father, a friend." Gobber conducted the funeral.

Hiccup stepped up to the ship. "I'm sorry, dad. I'm not the Chief that you wanted me to be, and I'm not the peace keeper I thought I was either. I don't know…"

Oh no. He was losing himself again. How many times in their childhood, Ferno had lost count by now.

He was about to start walking towards Hiccup. To comfort him. To do what he had done in is childhood, so many times before. But as his foot touched the earth in his first step, he realised that he was the wrong person for that.

He missed out 5 years. At that moment he realised how foolish he had been. If he really wanted to help Hiccup or his friends or even just speak to them. He could have. He was a powerful Chief. He had influence. He could have found a way. After all he had spies on Berk… So why didn't he?

The questioned thundered in his head.

He focused on the funeral. Their mother had stepped up to her eldest son, and placed her hand on his shoulder.

"You came early into this world, you were suck a wee thing. So frail, so fragile, I feared you wouldn't make it. But your father, he never doubted, he always said you would become the strongest of them all… and he was right. You have the heart of a chief and the soul of a dragon, only you can bring our worlds together. That is who you are, son." She looked him in the eyes.

"I, ah. I was so afraid of becoming my dad mostly because I thought I never could. How do you become someone that great, that brave, that selfless? I guess you can only try…" He turned around to look at his friends. "A chief protects his own, we're going back."

"Ah, with what?" Tuffnut asked the rather obvious question.

"He took all the dragons," Ruffnut added.

Hiccup smiled knowingly. "Not all of them."

"Oh no." Ferno mumbled, rubbing his eyes. "Fenris, where are you and my fleet?"
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The plan was indeed as nuts, as Ferno had expected it to be, from his brother: Bonkers.

"I don't want to die!"

"We can't fly these things!"

"Yeah, no kidding!"

"This is absolutely insane... and brilliant at the same time!" Ferno yelled, having trouble not only flying the blasted thing, but staying on it.

"But won't that Bewilderbeast take control of these guys too?" Astrid asked the indeed bothering question.

"They're babies, they don't listen to anyone!"

Ferno knew this wasn't the moment to remember old times, but his mind couldn't help it.

FLASHBACK

"_Freya… seriously… it's late… come on… it's time for bed." Ferno, 17 years of age, sat on the kitchen table, facing a studious and silent 4 year old. _

_Man, what happened with this one? Did his wife have an affair with Fishlegs? Curse the day Ferno showed her his secret library! Now how was he going to get her to bed?!_

"_She's not going to listen to you, you know?" Fenris said, sitting by the fire, sharpening his sword._

"_You're not helping."_

"_That's what I do best."_

"_Daddy…" Ferno looked at her, surprised her brain recognised the frequency that was his voice. "…I'll be in bed in a few minutes." She smiled at him sweetly and continued reading._

_Ferno stood there dazzled. Not quite sure how to take it. Proud that she was that mature or horrified at that same thought._

_Stunned, Ferno stopped by Fenris on his way to the master bedroom._

"_Liz had an affair, didn't she? Because there is no way that child is mine. It's more mature that me! That's creepy!" Ferno looked truly horrified._

"_Yup. She's mine, both she and her twin." Fenris continued sharpening the sword. For a moment, Ferno was mortified that he was serious, but the glistening smile on his cousin's face, calmed his nerves._

_Ferno gave him a look._

"_I thought that was what you wanted to hear."_

"_Good night, Fenris. Make sure she gets to bed." Ferno was upstairs._

"_Well… you heard you're father." Fenris sat next to his only niece. "Where are you up to?"_

"_Almost the end of the chapter."_

"_Come on, go upstairs. Otherwise we'll be both be in trouble."_

"_Ok, Uncle Fenris." She leaned over, kissed his cheek, and ran upstairs._

_Ferno who had been eavesdropping, groaned. "Urgh, she never listens to me."_

END OF FLASHBACK

"Yeah, just like us." Tuffnut broke Ferno out of his memory.

"This. Is. Very Dangerous." Gobber yelled, having trouble with his Scuttleclaw; along with everyone else. "Some might suggest this is poorly conceived."

"Well it's a good thing that I never listen." Hiccup returned, somehow managing his temporary dragon, unlike everyone else.

"That's… not a good start to being a leader." Ferno said. Hiccup sent a look at him that said it all.

"So… What is… your plan?" Gobber said the words through pauses as random stacks of snow cut him off from the new Chief.

"Get Toothless back and kick Drago's—"

A wall of snow was right up ahead. "Heads up!"

"…And that thing."

-000-

They arrived at Berk. It was… a solid block of ice. Well, it was usually a block of ice, but now that was in the literally like an ice cube.

Hiccup assigned his friends, brother and mother to distract the Alpha, while he would be trying to get back his dragon.

"Ok. Snotlout get the sheep launcher." Ferno yelled, even before he jumped off the damned Scuttleclaw, which he was more than happy to depart with. "We are going to launch those stupid animals at that stupid animal."

"Who made you the boss?" Snotlout looked at him.

Ferno cast him a glare. "If you spent less time complaining, we could have killed that damn dragon."

Ferno turned around, and a hand clasped his good shoulder. "Ferno… I'm sorry. I guess it's just been such a long time since you ordered something from me, that I felt like I must return the good times." Ferno turned around and found his surrogate cousin giving him a sincere look.

"Thanks. Go get the launcher."

-000-

"Woohooo! Ten points!" Snotlout shouted when the valuable black sheep landed firmly on the Alpha's snout… hanging from his jaws.

"So… when is your army coming along?" Astrid asked her best friend.

She must have heard him mumble it earlier.

"Thor knows. My cousin tends to do the opposite of what I want him to do." Ferno said, passing Tuffnut another sheep.

-000-

Hiccup gained control of Toothless once again. After some trouble of Drago being in the saddle, Hiccup gained control of Toothless once again.

The villagers cheered him on, as Hiccup and Toothless battle the Alpha… with a striking resemblance to how they battled the Red Death.

"Hasn't changed one bit." Ferno whispered to Astrid.

"Take them down babe!"

"Can't say the same for you though."

"Same with you."

"I guess everyone has changed really."

-000-

Drago was on the ground. The villagers were ready to fight, but the Chief looked like he had it.

Drago reached for his spear, Hiccup's flaming sword slashed inches away from Drago's one good hand. Almost burning him.

A real burnt hand clasped a sword. Nothing ever was this easy.

"Hold him there Toothless, it's all over now."

An icy growl came out of the mist.

"Or is it?"

In the blink of an eye, the Alpha appeared and Hiccup and Toothless were incased in ice.

Valka, Astrid and Gobber, terrified, ran to the ice berg. Ferno, in his experience of battle learnt it was best to not go after the dead, unless they were only fallen.

He unsheathed his sword and ran at Drago, intending to end this fight here and now, avenge his brother now, and mourn him later.

"You! Pathetic excuse of a man!" Ferno bashed the sharp edge against Drago. "Bastard! Murderer!"

Drago, possessing no weapon, currently, decided to fight Ferno with words.

"Oh really? Am I any different from you?"

Ferno stopped, eye wide and baffled. "What?!"

"Come on, boy, if you were as smart as your brother you would have realised that, you and I are very alike, boy. We use dragons, we don't befriend them. We dominate, we don't compromise. And we have a ticking clock. I have important plans to fulfil. But you… you have, if I'm not mistaken it's someone you love very dearly… a lover… a wife."

The breathing of the Chief became harder. Anger boiled. And he flew onto the Dragon Master, thrashing, kicking and punching. Now it was Drago's turn to have a bloodied face.

"I will never be like you… And I'm about to murder you, so you better beg for mercy!" Ferno, with a bloodied face, raised his sword, tip pointing at Drago's throat… it was over.

The thing that saved Drago's life at that moment, was when Ferno's attention was redirected to the glowing block of ice, which he was planning to later dig out for the corpse of his brother. How the devil was it glowing?

The dome of ice blew open! With the shadowy form of a Night Fury, conceiving the form of its rider. He wasn't dead? Ferno guessed he just didn't have the time to register that his long lost brother could be dead.

But hey, he was alive and everything was perfect… or soon to be.

Toothless roared, and as it appeared to be had challenged the Great Alpha Dragon.

KABOOM! KABOOM! KABOM! Came the plasma blasts of the Night Fury.

Drago took Ferno's distraction as a way to get back on the Alpha, for shelter and cover and a leader to win this battle.

"NO! FIGHT BACK! FIGHT! BACK!"

All the dragons the Alpha had previously harnessed, had gathered to battle and betray their Alpha.

-000-

**Please review.**
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The dragons had all united behind Toothless and his rider. With such a sheer push of firepower, the Alpha didn't last long, and it gave its newly accumulated crown to the Night Fury, not four hours before he stole it from his predecessor.

The Alpha and its master washed away into the depths of the sea.

Everyone reunited with their dragons.

"You stupid, stupid, chicken brained animal." Ferno almost strangled Saviour, when the Nadder landed near him.

"Ferno! Ferno! FERNO!" Astrid, already on Stormfly, flew towards him.

"Astrid? What is it?" Ferno looked at her, not taking his hands off his dragon.

"Where's Hiccup?"

…WHAT?!

"What?" It came out rather weakly. "Oh man! Really? We just won the battle. What do you mean, 'where's Hiccup?'"

"I mean, I can't find him. Well… Stormfly can't." Astrid patted her disheartened dragon on the neck.

Ferno started to breathe heavily. "Ok, let's just wait for everything to settle down. We just won a major battle. He'll come around." Ferno saw that Astrid was still uneasy. He put a hand on her shoulder. "Don't worry he's got Toothless with him. He's as safe as he can be."

"I hope you are right."

-000-

One hour after the battle, things were still at a standstill for Astrid and Ferno. Hiccup was missing. The Chief was missing.

"Ferno, where's the Chief?" Gobber walked up to the brother and girlfriend of the Chief. It had been an hour. The people needed leadership, and they were asking where their leader was.

"…We don't know." Ferno said, biting his nails and pacing back and forth. Something he had discovered a habit of doing in the past couple of years ago.

Gobber and Astrid looked at each other. "…Ferno… I think you know what you have to do right now—"

"NO!" Ferno yelled. "No! Berk had been Hiccup's. Berk had always been Hiccup's. It's not mine! I'm leaving for Outcast right now—"

"Firstly, Hiccup's missing," Astrid shouted over him. Then when Ferno opened his mouth to protest. "Secondly, why did you come to Berk in the first place?"

Ferno's bearded throat fell obediently silent. A tear blinked from his eyes. "Come with me, and I'll show you."

She was baffled, but curious. "Ok. Let's go."

"Ok. But first we have to get to Gothi."

-000-

The two teens pushed through the crowd of agitated villagers, until they found Gothi. They ignored the strange look the villagers were giving them, the sudden gasp when someone realised that it was Ferno not an average traveller, and the question of what is to be going on now.

Technically he was Hiccup's heir, but—NO! He was alive! Hiccup was alive… somewhere.

They found Gothi, and Ferno kneeled down before her to whisper a favour for her. Unfortunately the rest of the villagers didn't get the right idea and thought he was going to be crowned the Chief. Some started an outrage.

How could a man who was banished for five years (and for good reason) and sentenced to death should he ever return, suddenly turn into their Chief?

Some started to protest and jeer at the Outcast man.

Astrid looked in horror as her tribesmen discriminated and degraded a man that was once one of them. How easy their backs turned to him… and his brother once she thought about it. For a moment she thought about the true meaning of loyalty.

Ferno stepped on a chair. "SILENCE!" He roared in true Chief fashion. And despite the hatred of the crowd, they fell quiet to listen to him. "I WILL NOT BE YOUR CHIEF UNLESS SERIOUSLY NECESSARY! STOIC IS DEAD! HICCUP IS MISSING! WHAT DO YOU WANT, BERK?! DON'T THINK I WANT TO BE YOUR CHIEF, ANY MORE THAN YOU DO! BUT NEITHER OF US WILL HAVE A CHOICE!"

No one answered. Whether they liked it or not, they were stuck with the bastard son of the late Chief's long lost wife.

Hopefully, Hiccup would show up soon.

Ferno nodded. He got off the chair and walked up to Gothi, with Astrid right behind him and his mother now tagging along.

"Gothi, I have a very serious favour to ask of you." Ferno kneeled before the old woman, to be eye level with her. "Can you spare me a few leaves of a plant called Berkian Lily, I need its juice?"

She looked at him, her eyes unreadable, turned 180 degrees and walked to her healing facility.

"Why do you need Berkian Lilies, son?" Valka asked.

Ferno made a sharp turn and glared at her with indescribable hatred. "Don't. Call. Me. Son!" He yelled.

"Okay." Astrid pushed in between the mother and son, before things got really heated between the two. "Let's calm down."

Gothi returned with a vial, instead of leaves. She put the vial into his palm, picked up her staff and started to draw in the sand.

"_I have foretold your misfortunes and have prepared the brew you are so desperate for. Go. You have little time."_ She put a hand on his cheek and looked into his eyes with the deepest sympathy.

Ferno squeezed her hand, nodded and left immediately.

-000-

"So… um, where are we going?" Valka asked.

"Outcast Island." Ferno said, dismissively. He wasn't too pleased that his mother was coming with them, but Astrid had very persuasive methods… of kicking him where the sun don't shine.

Some time passed in awkward silence, until Ferno burst out. His nerves finally collapsed. "Thor damn it! If that search party shows up empty handed of Hiccup, they will sleep in the dungeon until they come up with an idea of finding him!"

"Care to give a heads up of what's to come?" Astrid asked.

"…I don't think I can."

-000-

"Chief?" One Outcast man, who had been grooming his dragon, looked up to the descending form of his esteemed leader.

Ferno jumped off, brushing away any more make up left on his face, taking off his shirt to show his now famous scars. His blonde hair would be a problem, but if his burnt torso was seen, no one could question his identity.

"What happened to your hair?" Another man walked up, he was familiar with Ferno, and felt brave enough to ruffle it. His hand came back to him with yellow dust.

"It's a long story. Where's my cousin and father?"

"Your cousin set out with the Armada towards Berk, just like you sent word for." One of the men said. "And your father is out hunting, and he's taken Loki, Freya and Junior with him. He said something about keeping their minds occupied from the current… changes."

"Good." Ferno turned to the two women behind him. "Let's go." He led them to the house at the top of the hill.

"Ferno, I'm slightly scared. What happened in the past five years?" Astrid asked, following her friend to the Chieftain's House.

"You'll see. In a moment." Ferno said, and the girl and the woman could have sworn that his voice broke.

-000-

**Please review.**
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Valka was curious. She predicted that her youngest was a Chief to his true father's inheritance, but that was just about where she drew the line. She knew nothing more about him.

So she followed him. Even if she was terrified of this goddamned place, which although she never set foot in, reminded her painfully of the infamous Alvin the Treacherous. It brought the memory of that dreadful night… that dreadful night where Alvin the Treacherous… her close friend… had dishonoured her.

She was slightly curious how she would face him. Once more, she patted her dragon beside her to know he was there and would protect her no matter what.

Her son's land was a living nightmare for her, she was not welcome, her son hated her and the comfort to her was a girl that may or may not be (she had yet to discover if she was) her firstborn's girlfriend, and her dragon.

-000-

The three came into the house. Ferno took a deep breath, gripped the vial in his hand, and walked up the stairs.

The two women noticed his fear and how he clutched the vial, as if his life depended on it. Maybe it did.

He opened the door and stepped in. It was a bedroom. The master bedroom. Flowers decorated the room, the sun shone in, perfumes scented the air.

The whole room radiated with the happiness and joy and comfort. Only it wasn't. The tragedy hid beneath the flower, in the form of a near-dead girl in a nice surroundings, on a nice bed, with nice flowers.

Ferno walked up to the comatose blonde young woman, holding the vial so hard they feared he would break it. He fell on his knees beside the bed. He chastely kissed the cold lips and wiped a loose strand of hair out of her face.

Then, surprisingly, he broke the contact very suddenly and walked up to the table, which was ready for a procedure, sitting there… waiting for him.

The tears streamed down his face. "Please wait, my love. Just a little more." He concocted some kind of chemical with the vial's contents, every few seconds looking into a small book, placed by the side of the bed, to check if he was doing everything right.

-000-

"Adeliza?" Astrid gasped, at the sight of the sleeping woman. She was pale, paler than she had ever been. So pale she almost took on a shade of blue.

In their mother's diary, the book that appeared on her bed after she return from the heated divorce of her best friend and his wife, five years ago, described Adeliza as a weak and meek child, through the whole of her life. From birth to the moment of their mother's last entry, some kind of sickness always ravaged her. Maybe that's why their mother became dedicated to healing after childbirth. To save her child.

"Who is she?" Valka asked, entering the bedroom.

Ferno sniffed. "My wife."

"You married?"

"Some time ago." Astrid said, drawing a stool to the Chieftess' bedside.

Valka felt she would never learn anything from her second son like this, so she decided to sit and observe. Observation, as she understood in her years of living with dragons, was the best way to learn.

"What happened?" Astrid was concerned, but she had kept her distance, and talked in a cold tone.

Five years ago, when she found and discovered the contents of the diary, she was confused, as any person would be. It's not every day you discover that your real family had been alive your whole life! That you had siblings all this time! That your parents had been alive (until recently). It's not every day that you learn of your deep and dark past. It's not every day that you discover your life's greatest mystery!

Over the years, her confusion turned to anger and consequently hatred for her twin sister, who had been so cruel as to throw her into this whirlwind of astonishment and confusion. Astrid had felt alone before in her life, her uncle's death, her aunt's quest around the world to serve tribute to Odin, and many other times of loneliness, but those days when she understood the diary, she felt solitude like she had never felt before.

So when she finally saw the object of her venom, lying on the bed, half dead, she kept her distance. However, the sisterhood instinct held strong to her, and she found herself in the position of sympathy, compassion and sadness.

They were sisters. Long lost twins! Separated at birth, by their mother's fear of their father's misogynistic beliefs. Now one was on her deathbed and the other stood by the bed, asking unanswered questions.

"Dagur happened." Ferno stated darkly, still brewing the mixture. "He passed onto her a sexually transmitted disease. She has been suffering for five years now." He stopped shaking the medicine and stood there, wiping away the tears that came. "I've spent five years looking for ingredients to make a medicine… She said it was incurable… Dagur and his father spent years looking for it, for him, and they didn't find it… she didn't want me to waste my life looking for it, so she forbade me… but I didn't listen and carried on anyway…"

Astrid came up to him and hugged him tightly and kissed her brother's cheek, doing her best to comfort him. "And?"

"She was wrong… there was a cure… and I had to go through hell to discover what it was… and even through tougher hell to get it. I… I… I killed… so many… t-to get it… the last ingredient grew only on Berk. I was ready to risk death to get that damned plant." Ferno trembled in his sister-in-law's arms.

"You mean to tell me, you two, had not touched each other like husbands and wives do, for five years?" Astrid was shocked. Talk about non-Viking behaviour.

A sliver of immatureness slipped into Ferno's grief. "I guess I'm just that desperate for that medicine, eh." Then the tears came out in a wail. "Of course not! I wouldn't leave my children as orphans and neither would she!"

"Ferno… Ferno… look at me." She grabbed his face so that his grey eyes looked into hers. "You have the medicine. As much as I hate to say this: save her."

Ferno was too broken a man to recognise what she said other than 'medicine' and 'save her'. So he charged head on, with the task.

Valka sat in the corner, with her dragon as her company. It was a very large room. _Dragons as large as a Boneknapper could fit in here, maybe two_, Valka thought.

The door creaked open, in came a silent, five year old girl.

Valka was shocked. She had the sick woman's face and hair and general appearance, except the eyes. Alvin's ghastly grey eyes. Ferno's juvenile grey eyes. The girl's serious grey eyes.

"Daddy." She ran up to Ferno. He outstretched his arms. They hugged. "You're alright." She said, burying her face in his neck. "Have you got the medicine for mommy?"

"Yes I do, sweetheart."

She unlocked herself from her father's arms, tears streaming. "Then do it."

-000-

Ferno had the substance that he needed so direly. He spent half a decade looking for it. There it was now in the palm of his hand. Literally. The feeling of accomplishment had never tasted this sweet before.

Careful, he poured it on his wife's cold, blue lips.

She was ready for her death. She had prepared for it. Her whole life practically, whatever sickness or disease that tormented her, she had been prepared to go off with it. But there was always someone in her way. In this case, him. He was not prepared for her to die (or at least to die with her, but she never gave him the chance or the conscience). Maybe that's why she was still alive. She lived, only for him.

Ten seconds after the liquid came into her throat, the colour of her face became a warmer shade.

"Dad." The little girl, tugged on his shirt. "You did everything you could." There was no denying. The girl was wiser beyond her years. She was her mother's daughter.

Ferno sniffed. "Thank you, princess." He wiped away another tear. "Where are your brothers?"

"Still with grandpa. I ran away. I don't like killing animals." She hugged his leg. "All mommy needs is time now, daddy."

"Yes, she does." Ferno stroked the girl's hair.

A Terrible Terror flapped into the room, with a piece of paper tied to its leg. Astrid seized the note. "Ferno…"

"Yes?"

"It's all well and good that Hiccup defeated Drago, but uh… we forgot about his men and the rest of his army."
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The three dragons arrived to the Armada, in almost no time. Outcast and Berk were neighbours after all, a fact Ferno guiltily remembered. They landed on the head ship, where Fenris stood on the helm.

"Cousin," he nodded, seeing his Chief dismount their dragon.

"Cousin," Ferno acknowledged his cousin.

"Oh Thor, do you two ever change?" Astrid huffed, jumping off Stormfly.

"Cousins?" Valka looked incredulously at the two young men, who indeed shared an appearance and likeliness. Heck, they looked more like brothers rather than cousins! "You're Alice's boy?" Alice? A mother? Surprise, surprise. Miracles do happen.

"Yes. And you are…?"

"Don't pay attention to that woman." Ferno grabbed his cousin's shoulder. "She'll soon be gone. Status report." They looked onto the battlefield…

A line of the Outcast Empire battleships, facing perhaps half a mile away a line of Drago's battleships. And they were closing the distance.

"They have better ships, better equipment and greater in number than us. 3 to 1."

"And the good news?"

"We have the advantage of dragons."

"Uh… they have dragons too."

"…Oh… then there is no good news."

"Actually." Astrid pushed between the two forever rivalling but tolerable of one another cousins. "There is good news. They have no solid leader."

"Astrid it's good to see you once again." Fenris' hazel eyes looked over the girl, and then violently turned to Ferno. "Did you find the medicine?"

"Yes. She just needs time." Ferno nodded, wishing, that his cousin wouldn't remind him every blasted five minutes of their life, about their mutual love's condition. It pained him to be reminded, that at any moment in time, any second, his wife would die, and he would be a widower mourning her until the moment he would die (which wouldn't be long after her death at all). "Did you bring Shriek?"

His question was answered by a sudden change of scene. One moment it was nice and calm seas with clear skies and so on, the next he was inside something's throat. And he was feeling very gooey, from all the saliva that his dragon had no problem of disposing on him.

"Thanks, buddy. Well done. That's… that's quite enough. Yup. Thank a lot, you overgrown bag of bones." One of the greatest Chief in history stood on the deck of his ship, covered and dropping with dragon spit. Lovely.

"Sir?" A clearly disgusted nearby soldier looked at his Chief. "What are your orders?"

Fenris and Astrid were laughing their heads off at the moment. Ferno sent both a cold, hard glare.

"Have the Dragon Soldiers mount their dragons. The sailors will ram the ships directly into the enemy's, therefore providing the Tradition Soldiers the chance to engage the enemy head on. Repairs will be made by the Berkians as a form of gratitude that we defended their shores. The underwater dragons will finish them off. Without a leader they will be scattered and will unlikely have enough time to come up with a strategy in time. Clear?"

There, Chief Ferno the Fire-bearer of the Outcasts, was back.

The soldier struck a salute. "Crystal, sir."

"Oh, it's good to see that you're back in the game and I won't have to do all the work." Fenris crossed his arms.

"Really? I'm just warming up."

-000-

The battle went on as Ferno had planned. He and Astrid led the air strike. Fenris remained with the Traditional Fighters, as they liked to be called, not feeling up to flying on his dragon today. Valka was given orders by her son to return to Berk and stay there.

The Boneknapper roared in contempt. Everything felt like old times. Rider on his back. Blasting enemies, boats, targets. Everything. And both Shriek and Ferno were enjoying themselves…

"YEEEEHHAAAA! COME ON, BOY! I DON'T KNOW ABOUT YOU, BUT I'M ONLY WARMING UP! HAHAHAHAHAHA!" Gods, Ferno wasn't even drunk. Odin would be scared if he knew what happened on Snoggletog.

And just like the old days, a certain brother ruined their fun…

Out of nowhere, literally out of nowhere, the Night Fury zoomed into the battle in lightning speed. Fast. Lightning. Blinding. And two seconds later, the remaining not burning ships, were suddenly burning from the impact of a plasma blast. Its sailors and soldiers in the sea, trying to survive.

"AWWW!" Both Ferno and Shriek moaned with curled bottom lips about their spoil of fun.

"Oh grow up!" Astrid hit her brother-in-law on the back of his head.

"But this was my battle! He has no right to take it! I wanted to blow up those ships! Why does he get to do it?!" It was comical really. He pouted. And he glared. And he crossed his arms. And he curled his bottom lip. It was like a five year old child stuck in a 19 year old body.

Maybe that's what happened with him and his daughter. They switched biological mentalities. Although, Ferno was always immature to begin with.

Now that the enemy fleet was ablaze, Ferno ordered his fleet to board the Berkian harbour.

-000-

Hiccup was returned to the village with the most satisfaction possible. Of course, no one wanted a banished Outcast as their Chief. He was showered with praise and grace by his people.

"So where were you?" Astrid, the first person to approach him, asked firmly.

Hiccup looked at her, unamused at how she spoilt his glory. "Alright, alright. Geez, can't have a little glory." He turned to look her right in the eyes. "I wanted to find Drago's Bewilderbeast… maybe train it."

"Are you nuts?!" She yelled at him.

Ferno saw this was his moment, grabbed both of their arms, and dragged them off to a house. Ferno's old house. Dusty old place. No one had resided there in years.

"What were you doing?!" Ferno demanded of his older brother, backed up by Astrid.

"I wanted to track Drago's Alpha. Maybe train it."

"Are you nuts!?" Ferno yelled out.

"See, that's what I said." Astrid said.

"Maybe… you two are the siblings." Hiccup tried to escape the situation but he was tied up with two of the stubborn people on the planet.

"Sit down, kid." Ferno shoved him back in the chair. "Do you realise you could have been killed?! One victory is enough for a day."

"I… I couldn't let a dragon go with that guy. I had to free it. You don't understand—"

"You have a responsibility now. You are a Chief. No more… well, whatever it was you were doing in these past years."

"You have no right to talk to me like that. You are not my dad!" Realisation and sorrow leaked back into Hiccup as his words hit home.

The two brothers stared at each other.

"I'm sorry for your loss." Ferno offered. "But Stoic left you a responsibility. I'll be leaving soon and be getting on with my life. But I hope, neighbour, that you will assume your position as Chief, and wish you a long and happy life."

Ferno turned around. Ready to leave. Ready to leave his homeland forever. He stepped on his homeland, he saw everyone, he met his brother and mother, and he caught up with his old friends. Now he was ready, to leave.

"Stop." Hiccup gripped his shoulder. "Ferno, I'm sorry. I was angry at you that you were gone so long and I didn't even know if you were dead or alive. But… you're here now."

The two brothers, who had long been separated by everything possible in their way, embraced.

"I'm sorry."

"I'm sorry too."

"Now get that blonde hair of your head, you're freaking me out."

"Ha! Forgot about it. Only if you get out there and be the Chief of Berk."

"He already is." Astrid walked up and slivered her hand around her boyfriend's waist. "But… let everyone know that first."


	81. HTTYD 2 Chapter 18

"Your father, would be as every bit proud of you as I am." Valka hugged her firstborn.

Astrid approached him next after the mother and son moment was over, willing to give him his hero's welcome and ceremony and glory. "Hey, told you it was in here." She touched his chest, then quickly flipped a switch that made a fin of his squirrel suit pop up.

Everyone laughed. It must have been a personal joke.

"Haha. Still doing that one. That's… Come here you." He grabbed her waist and kissed her full on the lips. Passionate and full.

Gothi, awkwardly, tapped him on the shoulder. It was time to crown him. He kneeled before her. She smudged her fingers with charcoal, and drew a symbol on his forehead.

The Symbol of a Chief.

-000-

A celebration was held between the united Outcast and Beserkians and Berk. Their Chiefs signed an official peace and alliance treaty. And the people of Berk, in true Viking style, threw a feast, both to celebrate the treaty, tribute to a new Chief and the tribute to Stoic the Vast's death.

"You're gonna repair my ships, aren't you?" Ferno asked, sitting on one throne, holding a tank of mead in one hand.

"Did I ask for your Armada?"

"No, but if I'm not gonna look out for you, who will."

"Urgh, fine… it's not like we have that much forest around here." Hiccup said, sarcastically.

"Cheers to your new poverty of woods." Ferno chinked the mugs.

"Oh shut up." Hiccup avoided drinking from the mug. Not only was it a bad toast, but he hated alcohol. "I've noticed that you've been avoiding mom. I would have thought you would have jumped into her arms."

"I have my reasons." Ferno, broodingly, answered, stirring the ale in his mug.

"Can you… at least not plot her death or something? Please, for me. And in any case, you should be grateful, she could have left you on a hill to die, as illegitimate children come."

Ferno sighed. "… Fine. Tell her I won't murder her while she's sleeping, but tell her to not expect me to be her _sonny_."

"I'll tell her." Hiccup nodded.

"Speaking of children… when can I hope to be an uncle?"

"Are you serious?"

Ferno deadpanned. "Hiccup, you're talking to a man who was 13 year old father. Are you serious? Besides, you've got a nice, strong girlfriend who you've been fantasising about for years. You have to marry and you better produce an heir quickly. Thor knows, with your escapades, we'll all need him."

"In case I should fail. Just hypothetically! What happens then?"

"One of my children inherits Berk. Young or old, Outcast or not, I've learnt from my stepson that all people need is a formal Chief, who's behind him it doesn't matter. All they need is: Chief, Food and the occasional War."

"Chief, Food, War. I'll remember that."

"Good."

"How are your children?"

"Uh… grown since the last time you saw them."

"I should like to meet them."

"Come on then. And bring Mother with you. Besides, I need to check on my wife."

"Is something wrong with her?"

"You'll see." Ferno whistled at his cousin. "Come on, I need you."

The half drunken commander stumbled up to the Chief and hooked his arm around his neck and breathed a horrible breath at his cousin's face. "Let's go before I start throwing curses at random people."

-000-

"I must say, you made an improvement to the place the last time I was here." Hiccup said, coming into the Chief's House.

"What can I say?" Ferno side-ran into a large armchair, throwing Fenris into it. He huffed and looked at the ceiling, loosening his shirt collar, suddenly feeling very hot. "I'm not my father."

"Yeah, where is your old man?"

"Eh… somewhere. As long as he's not dead, I don't care where he is."

Something came right under Ferno's arm. He looked down and saw a mop of dark blonde hair and gleaming grey eyes. Two seconds later, a pair of legs and arms gripped his neck. Five seconds later, Ferno was sure the circulation in his leg was cut off.

"Ok… Loki you have five seconds to get off my neck, before I chuck you into the wild dragon nest."

Astrid, who found great amusement as everyone else did, realised that there wouldn't be much more amusement if that demented little boy stayed on his neck. She pulled him off.

"Unhand me, strange woman. Can't you see I'm busy inheriting a Chiefdom!?" Loki laughed in a sort of scary way as his father was struggling to breathe.

"That's your aunt, you pea brained squirt." Ferno said, in the process of returning the blood to his leg.

"Aunt?" Freya asked.

"She's your mother twin sister. And that's your Uncle Hiccup, he's my brother, and… uh… at the back there is my mother."

"But… you said your mom was dead." Junior looked up at his stepfather.

"I thought so too." He glared at the woman.

Something extraordinary happened next, that felt to Ferno like the healing of all his scars, both emotional and physical.

"FERNO!" A female voice upstairs screamed out.

"ADDIE!" Ferno ran, stumbled, tripped and whatever else his way up to the stairs, just to get up there as quickly as possible. He bolted to the bed and grabbed his wife's hand, kissing it mercilessly. "How are you feeling? Warm? Cold? Your hands are cold?—"

"Ferno!" She cut off his speech. "I feel great! Better than I have done in years." She began laughing and he looked at her with happy and desperate eyes. "What did you do?" She sat up on her elbows.

"You're gonna whack me on the head."

She glared at him. "You looked for the medicine, didn't you?"

"I guess… I just love you too much." He rubbed a circular shape on her hand, avoiding eye contact. "You didn't understand did you? If you went… the kids would be orphans for real. I would go straight after you, and chances are Fenris would do, too."

"He wouldn't. He knows he can't leave the Tribe in disarray."

"Perhaps. He'd go on for a decade the least and then… caput."

The Chieftess sighed, knowing she was defeated. She was hoping her husband and best friend would be reasonable, rational men. They failed her in that.

"In any case, don't tell me you don't like living, your children, and your darling sweet drop-dead gorgeous husband?"

She smiled. "I'll be mad at you later. Right now, whatever you found, is stopping me from having a bad mood." She pulled his shirt to her, and crashed their lips together.

"I think its called living." Ferno whispered, before plunging into a bliss of love.
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"They're happy." Hiccup smiled at his girlfriend.

"Indeed."

"You think… maybe… we should be that happy?"

Astrid starred at him. "What…?"

Hiccup smiled and made sure he was not looking at her, for his mind was full of mischief and devious thoughts. He observed his three nephews and niece, and thought of the happiness his brother and sister-in-law had and the happiness that he could have with his love.

**-000-**

**THE END.**

**Oh my Thor! This took twice as long to write as the first HTTYD did. Aw crap… there's still two seasons of riders to go. Damnit. Oh well. See ya guys then.**

**Please review.**


End file.
